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Chapter One

Cameron was trembling with anticipation by the time she arrived at the club.  It was in the old warehouse district, a block long building with no sign out front, just a street number stenciled on an ominous black metal door, windowless and dented. The walls were equally foreboding, cracked and bleak like something out of an old East German movie.

“Are you getting out or not, lady?” the cab driver called from the front seat.

Cameron jolted at the sound of his voice. “Yes,” she said, reminding herself that this was just research, background for her final paper in Alternate Sexuality. “I won’t be long, though, will you wait for me?”

He laughed, indicating just how absurd he thought the idea to be. “No frigging way, do I look like some kind of pervert to you?”

I’m not one either, she wanted to tell him. Really it was all a mistake. Professor Myles should never have given her this assignment. Oh, god how embarrassing it had been to hear him read the topic list out loud in class. One by one he had gone down the line.

 “Robert, you’re our voyeur, Cameron, you’ll be our BDSM princess.”

There had been teasing galore as he handed her the folder with the ticket for club admittance and the bibliography she was to read ahead of time. One wise ass in the class had actually wanted to know if she was going to buck for extra credit by performing at The Cage, and if so, would she be a top or a bottom?

“Neither,” Cameron had said proudly, although that wasn’t entirely true, not if you counted all those submissive dreams and fantasies she’d had since she was a teenager.

“Keep the change,” she told the balding pock faced driver, handing him a twenty and a five for his trouble. 

A large man was waiting at the club door. He wore a tight black muscle shirt and jeans.  He was hairless with dark eyes.  

Cameron shrank instinctively in his presence. Was he a dominant?  Did he play with submissive women, did he like to whip them and put them in chains?

The guard frowned giving her a good looking over before letting her in. Was her appearance not acceptable? She had changed clothes several times before deciding on the brown suede skirt and maroon tank top. She wanted to appear casual, open but not in any way available for whatever sort of games might be played in such a place.

“You’ll find what you’re looking for at the bar,” he said at last, whatever that might mean.

“Thank you,” she said, scooting past him as quickly as possible. He made no effort to move out of her way, compelling her to brush her arm against his.

A zap of electricity passed through her.

Inside the club was a silvery haze, dim lights on the ceiling reflecting off glowing faces. Tinny music played in the background, a kind of underwater jazz. There was a dance floor, all females, no males.  

A blonde with short frizzy hair was gyrating her hips. She was hugging her own body at the same time, resting her head on her shoulders. Giving a deep sigh, she grabbed at the hem of the short skirt, inching it just a little higher, almost to the bottom of her cunt.

Another woman was bending her body backwards. She wore a black sequin halter top and shorts. She was tugging at a strip of leather which Cameron quickly realized was a leash attached to a slim black collar about her neck.

The collar was affixed with a tiny silver lock. Two identical locks, one each, adorned the straps on her spindly black heels. Cameron felt a clutching in her stomach. The woman was in bondage, right down to her clothing.

At least she was properly dressed, unlike the tall redhead, lean as a model, her willowy frame barely concealed by a matching pink lace push up bra and thong.

She looked like some kind of a lingerie ad, right down to the sparkly mules. Cameron nearly fainted when she turned around.

The mark on her ass was no mere tattoo, nothing a woman would choose for herself. She had been monogrammed, marked as the possession of another.

Cameron’s knees were weak as rubber. Her pulse was racing. Was she dreaming or had she walked into a nightmare?  A little of both, perhaps.

Gradually she became aware of the eyes on her. Male and predatory, puffing cigar smoke, sipping cognac and scotch, sitting in groups of two and three at small tables ringing the dance floor.

These would be the masters.

The recognition sent a chill down her spine. She needed a drink. She needed to get up to that bar. Hadn’t the doorman told her she would find what she needed there?

“A white wine, please,” she told the bartender.

He set the glass on the bar, not bothering to quote her a price.

“How much?” she asked. “Excuse me?”

How rude, she thought as he walked off.

“Your money’s no good here,” declared a voice, deep and rich and toe curling.

The newcomer stole Cameron’s breath. He was well over six feet tall, broad shouldered with a narrow waist. He wore a white dress shirt, the sleeves rolled up twice on either side.  His slacks belonged to a business suit, expensively tailored. The shoes were hand-made, probably in Italy.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

He smelled of saddle leather and musk. With each breath she felt a little more lost. His eyes were the deepest blue, the kind women were conditioned like Pavlov’s dogs to fall in love with.  Something about the mouth, though, a little touch of cruelty and a mind blowing dose of self indulgence.

“I mean that you don’t exist as far as he’s concerned.”

Cameron’s back stiffened. “Well he served me, didn’t he?”

“No. He served me.” She watched him reach in his pocket and pull out a billfold, diamond encrusted. Peeling off a fifty he placed it on the bar.

“Is this supposed to be some kind of joke?” she demanded.

“You’re the joke. What’s with the get up?”

“It’s not a get up, it’s a normal outfit, not that you people would recognize one.” Cameron seldom went on the attack except when she felt threatened like she did now.

“You people?”  He snorted, pulling out a cigarette from a silver case.

Too bad, she thought, such a filthy habit for such a good looking man. “Don’t take it the wrong way. I’m just not a member of the BDSM community.”

“What you are,” he pronounced, blowing a very impressive ring of smoke, “is a very obnoxious little brat.”

Cameron knew the term from her research. “I’m not a brat. I’m not a sub at all.”

“Don’t tell me, you’re here writing an article for Better Homes and Dungeons.”

“I’m a grad student, actually.  This is for a project on sexual variations.”  

Damn it, why was she revealing her true purpose to this man, and so early on, too?

“Sexual variations?” he mocked. “You mean like doggy style while watching the late show?  Kind of risky, don’t you think, Mrs. Cleaver?”

Cameron was past uncomfortable to supremely pissed off. “You don’t have to be a dick, you know.”

“How do you know what I have to be? I’ll wager you don’t even know the first thing about yourself.”

Gulping her wine and putting out her hand she met him head on. “Obviously you are a dominant. My name is Cameron, Cameron the Non-Submissive.”

He flicked his eyes up and down her body, declining the handshake. “If you really want to see what the club is about, you need to come to the restricted area.”

She swallowed hard. “The play area, you mean?”

“Some people call it that. Go and fetch Chloe for me and I’ll give you a little demonstration.”

“Chloe?”

“The red head on the dance floor. Tell her Victor desires the pleasure of her company.”

Cameron’s legs barely carried her across the room. “E—excuse me?”

The one called Chloe tilted her head, arms still raised in a slow swaying motion. “Yes?”

“Victor…he asked me to get you.”

Cameron half expected the woman to laugh in her face. Instead she went a shade paler.  Lowering her arms and her eyes both she said in a slow, dark whisper, “Yes.”

If Cameron had had any doubts that the lovely Chloe was submissive, they were officially at an end.  As to who commanded her lithe beauty, she now had the answer, at least in part.

Victor…the very same man who had told her she didn’t exist in here and who was about to give her a demonstration.

So be it, she thought, heart slamming in her chest. So long as he knows I won’t do anything but watch.

Victor was downing a shot of whisky when they got back to the bar. Chloe kept her head down, her long tresses hanging over her heart shaped face. She was a tall woman but Victor dwarfed her.

“Chloe, this is Cameron. She’s not submissive. Find a room and wait there with her.”

“Yes, Master.”  Chloe’s voice quivered.

Cameron took issue with Victor’s tone. “Don’t think I missed the sarcasm. For the last time, I am sexually neutral, not a top or a bottom.”

Victor looked straight at Chloe who promptly took hold of Cameron’s arm. “Please, we need to go.”

“Are you afraid of him?” Cameron asked as they waded through the increasing crowd. Chloe said nothing pulling her straight to the back of the club. She rapped with her delicate knuckles on an unmarked door.

It opened from the inside. A blond man with a pony tail let them in. The room was completely white and sterile, not one bit of furnishings. Chloe stood perfectly still, waiting. She looked straight ahead, gorgeous breasts thrust out, belly sucked in, eyes focused on his left shoulder.

The man had no shirt on. He wore tight wrestling pants and black boots. He was compact, just an inch or two taller than Chloe. There was no mistaking his power over her, the casual possessive way he dealt with her.

Anywhere else a woman this beautiful would command the obedience of princes. In here she was as meek and humble as a doe.

“Who’s she?” he asked Chloe, barely acknowledging Cameron’s existence.

  “Master Victor told me to take her to a room,” she said, choosing to leave out the part about her not being submissive.

“I’m a guest,” Cameron took it upon herself to say. “A student from the university.”

Chloe winced ever so slightly. Now what had Cameron done?

The blond man pursed his lips very slightly. One by one, he removed Chloe’s naked breasts from the flimsy bra cups.

It was Cameron and not Chloe who gasped as the man raised his hand, slapping the generous globes, one after the other. They were short, sharp blows, exceedingly cruel.

“Are you taking notes?” said the blond to Cameron, his thumbs and fingers savagely twisting Chloe’s nipples.

Chloe blinked back tears even as she arched her back, silently taking it.

“Please, don’t hurt her,” Cameron begged.

The man snorted in disgust. “Better do as your master told you, slut.”

Chloe took Cameron down a long hallway. There were doorways on either side. They had sliding view ports like the kind in prisons. Each had a number in red. She counted up to thirty before Chloe stopped, opening door number thirty one.

Cameron was terrified to walk inside. She did so for Chloe’s sake, knowing it would be the hapless redhead who would suffer in her stead.

The room was roughly twenty feet by thirty feet. The first thing Cameron noticed was the rack on the wall. More than a dozen whips hung from it. There were light buggy whips, floggers and a couple of very long and nasty looking bull whips. A nearby table had paddles on it, arranged in size order. The longest was nearly a yard.

Chains hung from the ceiling along with some very nasty hooks.

There was a mattress in the far corner fitted with ropes. Tell tale stains indicated it had been used for sex on numerous occasions. As if this wasn’t intimidating enough, the mattress was deposited next to a dog cage, complete with dishes for water and food.

Dear god, was this how they treated submissives?

Cameron wondered at the other bed, a velvet-covered four poster. Just behind that was a mini bar and an old fashioned brass spittoon. Two or three bamboo rods were stored in the spittoon.

“Why do you need that old thing?” Cameron pointed to the mattress.

“They fuck you on it to humiliate you, or sometimes they just tie you up for a while for the hell of it. Oh, god,” she said, leaning against the wall near the rack of whips and sliding to the floor to hug her knees. “Why did you have to come here?”

“I didn’t mean to get you in trouble, Chloe. I just don’t understand what all this is about.”

“And that’s exactly why you shouldn’t be here.” Chloe looked up, animated, her exposed breasts jiggling ever so slightly. “Don’t you get it? He’s going to make a complete fool of you. And he’s going to beat my ass black and blue to do it.”

“We can stop him,” said Cameron, speaking with absolutely zero confidence. “You and I can just walk out of here right now. You can press charges if you want.”

Chloe looked at her with a perfect mix of pity and disbelief. “What is it you study, anyway, because it sure can’t have anything to do with human sexuality.”

“Actually, I’m going to be a psychologist,” she said proudly. “Specializing in sexology.”

Chloe arched a perfectly plucked brow. The next thing Cameron knew she was collapsed on her side in laughter.

“It’s not that funny,” said Cameron.

“What is the meaning of this, slut?” Victor was behind them growling. Cameron had not even heard the door open.

Whimpering, Chloe rolled to her belly on the carpeted floor. “Forgive me, Master.”

“I’m not the one you need to be begging. I saw your little performance when I walked in. Is that how you conduct yourself in front of a Mistress?”

“No, Master.”

Cameron’s mouth went dry. “I’m not a Mistress, I’m neutral.”

“There are only masters and slaves in this world,” Victor dismissed. “Slut, you may abase yourself before our free guest.”

Chloe began to crawl, moving on her stomach like a worm. Cameron took a step backward only to hear Victor’s harsh command.

“Stay where you are, student.”

Cameron flushed red. Obeying was a mistake, she knew it, but her feet would not allow her to move any further.

“Forgive me,” croaked Chloe, close enough now to press her lips to the tips of Cameron’s shoes. A light sheen of sweat covered the redhead’s body. The way she had rubbed along the carpet had caused her thong to ride down, just below the mark of her insignia.

From up close Cameron saw the initials on her the swell of Chloe’s ass. ZS. No V for Victor. Did another man own her perfect body? Or did the mark not represent any individual in particular?

“Forgive me, Mistress,” Victor corrected sharply.

Chloe licked desperately at Cameron’s shoe, her beautiful hair draped over her foot. “Please, Mistress, forgive me.”

“I think you can do better,” Victor decided. “Hump the floor, Chloe.”

Chloe moaned, grinding herself against the carpet. She had her hands at her side, palm up as she undulated, rubbing her nipples and pussy. The whole time she never missed a single lick, her tongue servile and quick on the tops of Cameron’s shoes.

“Don’t you dare come,” Victor commanded as Chloe began shuddering, her body clearly on the edge of release.

“Victor, must you continue this obscene performance?” Cameron blurted when she could take no more.

“No, as a matter of fact, we can end it right now. Chloe, go and fetch the snake.”

“Yes, Master.” She rose to hands and knees, shaky. Whether because of lack of strength or some prior arrangement between the two, she crawled on all fours to the whip rack.

Cameron’s belly did a hot flip as Chloe rose to her feet, her well manicured hands reaching. She was barefoot now, having lost both her mules during her earlier crawling display.

Gingerly, she removed the black braided snake, so aptly named. Cameron couldn’t imagine how Chloe’s delicate pink skin would hold up to such brute force.

Eyes lowered as always in Victor’s presence, Chloe went to him, presenting the device as some dread offering to a god.

Victor took the whip in his right hand. With his left he proceeded to lightly stroke Chloe’s cheek. She trembled like a flower in response, her eyes sliding shut. With all the gentleness of a French lover, as if to mock her reality, he kissed her on the lips, so faint and pure it made Cameron want to cry.

He made love to her with his mouth now, pressing his lips to her forehead, her eyelids, the lashes fluttering and finally to her earlobe.

The strength vanished from underneath her as he whispered words in her ear.

Cameron had never felt so outraged…and so jealous. She wanted to know what Victor was saying. She wanted to share that secret so special it could only be borne with heaps of degradation and pain.

Chloe sucked in her breath as he touched the whip to her belly, to her sex and to each nipple.

“Down,” he commanded.

She fell to all fours, grateful to be relieved of the responsibility, the pretense of standing equal to him.

Victor took his time, the whole world vanishing from his sight as he curled and uncurled the whip in his hand, operating the dread coiled beast like some kind of perverted yo-yo champion, a master of the eastern arts, awe striking.

Victor took his place behind Chloe’s ass. He ordered her to spread. In an act of absolute faith and total submission she parted her knees, fully revealing her moist pink lips.

He could tear her to shreds if he wished.

“Are you ready, Chloe?” He sounded patient, magnanimous.

“Yes, Master,” she replied, trancelike. “Whip me…”

He landed the first blow, the leather dancing, a whirling, choreographed, miniature dervish that ended in the snapping of the tip on her white buttock, just to the right of her asshole.

Chloe did not budge.

He landed a second blow, harsher, raising an instant welt.

She lowered her head, her strained breathing the only indication of her suffering. Cameron couldn’t imagine the pain involved…or the pleasure for that matter, because Chloe’s sex was clearly dripping, simultaneous to her beating.

Two more followed in rapid succession, one landing the long way across the ass, the other cleaving her buttock cheeks.

Chloe broke discipline crying out.

Victor reacted savagely, lashing her back, one blow that brought her down to her belly.  He said nothing, waiting for her to struggle back into position.  

“Wider,” he commanded, compelling her to spread her legs further.

“Count to five,” he ordered now, insuring her verbal participation.

With a broken voice she demarcated her own misery, a clean separation of blows, though there was scarcely any break, one following so quickly on the heels of the previous.

“Chloe,” he called her name when he was done.

She struggled to turn and face him. Looking up at him there was nothing but devotion in her eyes.

“Put this away.” He dropped the whip on the floor in front of her.

“But…”

He gave her no chance to finish. “No,” he said simply with a callous finality that cut Cameron to the quick.

The cruel bastard…to reject her after all this.

“You,” Victor said now to Cameron. “Go home, student, the lesson is over.”


Chapter Two

Craig was sound asleep when Cameron got home. She was so horny she could hardly wait to get her clothes off.  Her breasts actually hurt as she peeled away the cups of the sweat soaked cotton bra.

It was like a guilty secret, the dark wetness between her thighs, the musky evidence of her submissive arousal staining her panties.

She shivered as she touched herself, raking her fingernails over her belly, fantasizing.  How was Chloe suffering right this minute? She had taken so much for Victor and asked only his love in return.

He’d rejected her without a second thought. Would she be tied to the mattress and left for the night for a proper dose of humiliation? Or would she be put in that terrible little cage, whimpering and naked?

Cameron hated to wake Craig just for his hard cock but she needed it so bad. She couldn’t help herself, right?

Slut.

She slapped her own ass, compelling her body forward. Whatever pride held her back, she must abandon it. She didn’t deserve to be a lady, no composure, no reserve. Not after what she had seen tonight, what she had felt.

She had been jealous of a poor, whipped woman. And she’d been angry, too, wanting Chloe to suffer more, the stupid bitch, sucking up to Victor.

Master’s little pet. All the good it would do her tonight. Only her whipped, welted ass for company. How dare Chloe talk down to her, like Cameron was the dummy? Who was it did the shoe licking tonight and who got to watch?  

Sure proof of Cameron’s superiority. As if she needed it.

But, oh, to have a man kiss you like that, just how he wants to, absolutely no civilized restraints. They were all like that, weren’t they--every man a wild beast deep inside wanting his female in chains?

Victor was one of the honest ones. That was the only difference.

So what did that say about Craig? Damn him, anyway.

Cameron crawled into bed, teeth bared. He would have to beat her down or she would tear him to shreds.

Fuck Victor for making her feel like this.

She would be damned if she went crawling back to him another time. And that’s what it would be, too. Crawling, politely begging and saying thank you for the privilege of putting up with his shit.

Like he was god’s gift.

“Craig…Craig.” She grabbed at his upper arm, pushing her breasts into him from behind. “Come on, baby, wake up.”

He stirred, making those little sleepy sounds.

Fuck, he was too slow.

Rolling him onto his back she made a play for his cock. He stiffened in a hurry between her greedy lips.

“Cameron,” he murmured. “Take it easy, sweetie. Let me do something nice for you.”

She came up for air, her hair a tangled mess around her face. “Nothing nice…”

How the hell could she explain?

“Just fuck me, baby.”

He tugged her upwards, face to face for a kiss.

Gentle, equal, giving.

Asking permission.

“God damn it, Craig.”

“What, Cameron?  Jeezus!”

She rubbed herself like an alley cat, knowing that she must beg, shaming herself by spelling out exactly what it was she needed. “Can you just take me, push your cock in me and…and get off?”

He looked at her genuinely perplexed. “But I love you, baby.”

“I love you, too.” She was close to tears. “Just…just do this for me.”

Craig tried to calm her, thinking she needed reassurance. Taking matters into her own hands she climbed on top of him, impaling herself on his long, hot shaft. Grasping her hair, she pulled tight, making it hurt, like he was forcing her to do this, making her be his slut, his little fuck toy.

She began to bounce up and down, her breasts shuddering, her pelvis slamming against his. Moaning, she tried to hold back her orgasm.

This wasn’t about her, not for her pleasure.

Except it felt so goddamn good.

She imagined Victor, watching, smirking.

The things he had done to Chloe…

Everything had led up to the monster whip, the one he had called the snake.

Like the snake in Eden, ripping and seducing every ounce of pride and freedom from its victim, making her crave the pain, the violation, the sizzling possession.

“For fuck’s sake, girl!” Craig growled in protest now, clearly thrown by her frenetic fucking performance.  

Good, they were getting somewhere, finally.

Just need to channel the emotions, she thought.

“I just wanted you to act like a real man…for once.”

Craig’s eyes flashed, wounded.

“What’s the matter?” she taunted. “Need to run home to mommy? I’m sure she’s waiting.”

The insult hit too close to home.

“Bitch,” he snarled.

Craig flung Cameron onto her back, pinning her hands overhead. Almost at once her insane resistance turned into soft acceptance, legs splayed wide, pussy receiving him in a single thrust.

“Oh, Craig, I’m sorry, I’m so sorry.”

Craig fucked her hard, beyond speech at this point.

“Yes, that’s it, honey. Punish me with your cock. Show me what a bitch I am.”

He reared back, roaring like a lion. His seed blasted into her. She felt taken, used, but it wasn’t enough.

She wanted more.

But what exactly?

“Sweetie, I don’t know what came over me. Are you all right? Here, let me…”

“Don’t touch me.” The last thing she needed was his hands on her, gentle and loving.  

Didn’t he know what she was, where she belonged?

“Cameron, where are you going?”

She went straight to the bathroom, locking herself in. He gave up trying to get her to come out after a half hour of knocking and pleading.  

“Suit yourself.” He sighed at last, displaying that damnable even temperedness of his. “At least this way you will have a head start on your morning shower.”

In no mood for levity, Cameron sat against the tub, hugging her knees, just as Chloe had prior to her whipping. Tears stung her cheeks. She tasted them, salty and bitter.

Between her legs, come was dripping, hers and his. Wicked and dark, she applied her finger tips, swathing. Over and over she sucked her fingers clean imagining that she had no choice, that she was someone’s property, there for amusement and humiliation.

Victor lived for stuff like this and she had no doubt his sadistic mind was endlessly inventive.  He would be fascinating to interview…but what if he wanted more?  

She couldn’t afford it.

I’ll talk to Professor Myles, she told herself. I will excuse myself from the assignment, ask for a new topic and if he asks for a reason I will tell him it’s no one’s business.

It wasn’t like she had chosen the topic. Slips of paper had been passed around the room and when she opened hers she had read the four letters, so deceptive in their simplicity.

BDSM.

He wasn’t sending her a message, was he?

She tried to imagine his response when she refused the assignment. Would he offer one of those little shrugs, or maybe arch an eyebrow. Maybe he would clear his throat in that subtle way of his.

It was at this point she remembered the journaling portion of the project. Could she really write down all that had happened? If she did, she wouldn’t be able to show a living soul, least of all Jeremy.

Her eyes flickered once, twice in the direction of the hairbrush on the back of the sink.

Slut. 

The word popped into her head as if of its own accord. Victor had called Chloe a slut. She lived the title, performing to his specifications, no holds barred. Cameron was different. She had one man. She had normal sex.

But she had enjoyed her time in the club. It had aroused her. And she had wanted Craig to treat her like a little bitch afterwards.

Slut.

Cameron reached up for the hairbrush, gently pressing it to her lips.

Go on, you have it coming.

“No,” she whispered but it was too late. She was on her feet, pushing out her insolent, virgin ass.

The brush hurt. Blow after blow making her sting and squirm. She whimpered to keep back the moans. Irresistibly her hand went between her legs. It was the biggest orgasm of her life, fast and hot, a volcano that brought her to her knees, panting, helpless she took hold of her nipple. Pinching it, squeezing, gasping for life she rubbed her knuckles over her clit torturing herself with a second orgasm and then a third…alone on the bathroom tiles, no master to enjoy it, no hand to push her head down, down to his feet….to kiss and lick.

At long last she collapsed onto her side in a ball, half sleeping, half crying.

The dawn brought reason back, but with it came a whole new host of fears.

What if it’s too late to resist?

What if I’m stuck as a submissive?

No, not  just submissive, she thought, her belly tightening into a hot ball.

There was another word for it.

Chloe was one.

A slave.  

Cameron shivered, turning the shower on.

The water would wash it all away…it had to.

***

“Miss Blaine.”  Jeremy Myles announced her arrival without looking up from his desk.  

Cameron tried to keep her voice from quivering. Myles was a good looking man, intense with dark hair and a dark goatee. He had a body, too, she had seen him swimming at the recreation center, intensely slicing the water, lap after effortless lap.

“I hope I’m not disturbing you,” she managed, feeling naked and cold as the gallows in the doorway. “I could come back another time.”

Myles’ brow furrowed in instant disapproval. She found the expression unsettling. It was like everything had been multiplied, the least little thing cutting her to the quick.

Scratch that, the least little thing done by the males in whose presence she found herself. First Craig, now Jeremy. Not to mention all the clueless studs she had passed on the way here, fraternity boys, jocks, lacking the slightest notion of a woman’s real needs.

In her mind they were transformed, though, into gods, lords of wrath and punishment and control.

“What else are office hours for, Miss Blaine? Come in and have a seat.”

The leather wingback seemed impossibly far away. She tried to make it in one step, half leaping and sliding herself deep into the rich material. Taking a breath, she took in her surroundings. Jeremy Myles office had that typical professorial look to it, books piled everywhere on the desk, the floor and on a full set of floor to wall bookshelves.

She noted the single photograph of a young woman in a black turtleneck on his desk. She looked beautifully sad, her lips pursed, eyes faraway barely catching the light of the camera.

If Cameron were some silly undergraduate and not a doctoral student she would ask who the woman was. Instead she got right to business. “I would like a new assignment for the field project.”

There, she had said it, the worst was over.

“Oh?”  He leaned back, the very picture of open-mindedness.

It was her cue to offer an explanation. Fortunately she had given the matter thought. “Remember how you told us we must never pursue any research that endangers our personal relationships?”

He arched a single clean brow. “And this has happened to you…so soon?”

She cleared her throat, knowing she was skating now on the thin ice of self revelation. “I had something of a seminal moment last night. I, um, transferred something on to my boyfriend I shouldn’t have.”

His expression was clinical, non-judgmental. “Are you saying you observed some act of BDSM play at the club last night and then you went home and wanted your boyfriend to act out something new with you, is that it?”

Cameron squirmed in the seat, fighting the unwanted warmth in the seat of her jeans. How could she ever tell her handsome teacher she had beaten her own ass with a hair brush after damn near forcing Craig to rape her?

“It’s a little more complicated,” she evaded.

He pursed his lips. “And you’ve reflected on the experience in your journal?”

Cameron looked down at her hands.

“Miss Blaine, you can’t possibly reach any conclusion without some serious self-analysis. I structure the assignments as I do for a reason.”

“Yes, I know…I’m sorry.”  

Her cheeks turned red now as she pictured Victor in the room, in the flesh, listening in, smiling in that hellish way of his.

Why had Jeremy given her this assignment, that’s what she wanted to know.

“I’m not a submissive.”

“Excuse me?”

Cameron blanched. Had she said the words aloud? To whom was she talking? Herself, Victor, Jeremy? The entire world?

Cameron looked down at her lap, mortified. It had been hell this morning, walking around terrified of being rejected by the man she loved, feeling like the biggest basket case on the planet.

She had hovered around him so badly after her shower he finally had to tell her to back off.

“Cam, I can put my own sugar in my coffee, jeezus, will you chill out.”

“I’m sorry, baby.”  She had almost broken down in tears.  She hadn’t known whether to confess her weird infidelity with the hair brush or run away screaming for the nearest loony bin.

“You know,” Jeremy said gently. “It’s not unusual for people to go into psychology as a means of compensating for their own perceived problems. Generally they are no more messed up than others. They were just born with a certain hypersensitivity.”

“If you’re trying to tell me I’m not crazy, I know that. I just can’t deal with BDSM. Is that so terrible?”

Resorting to the oldest trick in the book, Jeremy turned the tables “Do you think it’s terrible?”

Something in her snapped. “Don’t try and analyze me, not over this. You want to know how last night went, really? Fine, I’ll tell you. First I took your little Willie Wonka ticket and I watched this asshole sadist beat and humiliate this totally sweet model and then I went home so freaked out I jumped on Craig like a bitch in heat and after that I hid in the bathroom and punished myself with a hairbrush.”

Jeremy didn’t flinch. “How did your boyfriend take it?”

“He got so mad he fucked me like an animal and you have no idea how embarrassed I am about the whole thing.”

“You didn’t climax?”

“There wasn’t time.” Cameron felt her defenses breaking down. She wanted to tell him more, if only he would listen.

A single brow snapped upward, the motion reminding her of Victor’s lightning fast whip. “There wasn’t time or you held yourself back?”

Her silence spoke volumes.

Jeremy shrugged. “The way I see it, you let your boyfriend help you work out a psychosexual tension point through mutually consenting role play, sounds perfectly appropriate to me.”

Cameron wondered if she should tell him about beating herself with the brush afterwards. Likely he would have some clinical explanation for that, too, but for some reason, she didn’t want it reduced in such a way.

Let it stay secret…sacred almost.

“It was like I needed to be held down and violated,” she said. “When he tried to be kind to me afterwards I wanted to be sick.”

“You never felt this way before with him?”

She shook her head.

“So your visit to the club triggered some subconscious impulses.”

“Is that really possible?”

“Anything’s possible when it comes to sex. I assume you’ve had fantasies, somewhere along the line.”

“Fantasies?”

“Imagined scenarios of submission, forced sex, corporal punishment?”

The room heated quickly. It was supposed to be counseling but it felt dirty. “When I was a teenager, late at night, I would touch myself under the covers, thinking about…whips and such.”

“You would imagine men punishing you with a whip?”

“Yes.”

“Anything else?”

“Belts.”

“I didn’t quite hear you.”

“Belts,” she repeated. “Dark imaginary men would come to me and whip me with their belts. I would have to take off all my clothes and lie naked on my belly. They would give me a thorough going over, striking me again and again. They wouldn’t stop until I was crying, confessing what a slut I was, such a bad girl for wanting sexy things.”

“And what about rape?” 

“In real life you mean?”  The idea horrified her.

“No, in your fantasies, did these men force themselves on you? Did they put their cocks in your vagina, your ass, your mouth?”

Cameron questioned him being so graphic. “Not…not exactly.”

“What does not exactly mean.”

“I used to imagine having to submit, men would take my body, make me…serve their cocks.” Her heart was thumping in her chest. Jesus, was she going to get aroused in front of her professor?

He studied her a moment. “Have you ever had an orgasm without such fantasies?”

Cameron felt the sweat on her brow. It was like being on the stand, cross examined, about to be convicted in slut court. Her first instinct was to say no, but she reconsidered. “That’s a little complicated, Jeremy.”

“No, it’s not.” His voice cut right through her. “Look at the situation like a scientist, not as a frightened young women. Are your fantasies of domination and abuse crucial to your sexual processes or not?”

Her heart thundered. She felt like she was going to explode. “They are,” she heard the words burst out like water through a broken dam. “You’re right, they are.”

Jeremy barely blinked. His utter passivity twisted her insides, making her need his confirmation all the more. Was he turned on, disgusted, what? She would take anything, as long as he got up out of that fucking chair.  

Better still let him tell her to do something.

“It’s not a matter of my being right or wrong,” he told her. “You’re the one who has to live with yourself.”

“So I’m submissive, that’s where this is going, right? In one day I have gone from a normal grad student to some kind of freaky pain slut.”

Jeremy shrugged. “I would say a great deal of power has been released into your life. Consider it an equation.”

“Well it sure as hell isn’t all about Victor.”

“Victor. That’s the dominant from the club?” 

Something occurred to her. “You know him, don’t you? You gave me the ticket to the club. Jeezus, are you a member or something?”

“Who I know and what I do in my personal life doesn’t matter. I already told you, it’s an equation.  Energy is neither created nor destroyed. Be the equal sign, Cameron. Whatever you do, don’t run from it. That’s the worst slavery of all, I promise you.”

“So you are going to make me keep doing the BDSM assignment, aren’t you?”

His smile was beautiful and enigmatic. For a moment at least the world made sense. “No, my dear, you are going to make you do it.”


Chapter Three

Victor was waiting at the café when Cameron arrived. He was seated at a small table in the back. Her knees went instantly weak. Calling him to invite him to coffee for a formal interview had taken every ounce of courage.  Now she would have to go to him, be received on his terms.

The notion was ridiculous, of course. They were in a public space. He had no ownership here. They were equals and they stay that way. Submit though she might to Craig or to strangers in fantasies, she would never give herself to this man, not in a million years.

Images of poor suffering Chloe flashed in her mind. He had delivered the pain as if he were a priest, worshipping in the temple of his own religion. For her part, she was the sacrifice.

Or was she in some twisted way the object of worship, the hidden goddess?

Funny, she thought, how in the light of day Victor Cabrini did not look like a sadist. Then again, Cameron could hardly expect the man to show up for coffee clad in leather with a whip curled at his belt, could she?

As it was his lean, smooth body was shown to athletic perfection in a white shirt, sleeves rolled up his tanned forearms and a pair of tailored black slacks.  

She did her best now not to react to the man, the stunningly etched features, waves of silver hair, eyes gray and devastating, threatening to peer into the depths of her very soul.

It was his timelessness that set her most on edge, as if he could have stepped from an entirely different era, wearing the silk stockings and breeches of the Marquis De Sade himself.

He ordered espresso for the both of them.  

It wasn’t her favorite, but she was not about to object.

Cameron caught herself over and over staring at Victor’s hands. Had he punished Chloe with that same hand today, spanking or striking her?

Or was it some other girl, some other slave 

The questions, damn it, the man is waiting.

“This won’t take long,” she said pulling the list from her purse with a trembling hand. “I have a very brief questionnaire,” she explained, trying to sound like the research scientist she was supposed to be. “Question number one, how often would you say that you ideate your dominant impulses?”

The smile lifted to a sharp angle. Amusement danced in his eyes along with something else that made Cameron squirm in her seat, panties suddenly moist.

“If you mean do I imagine possessing every woman I see, the answer is no, only the challenging ones.”

Cameron flushed at the implications. Did he see her as a challenge? Was he sizing her up as a potential submissive, putting her through paces in his mind, humiliating and painful? Was he imagining the taste of her tears?  

“Question Two,” she said hoarsely, her throat dry as a desert. “Can you identify the onset of these impulses in the course of your sexual development?”

Something lit in his eyes, subtle, but more than enough to make her shrink a little in her seat.

What the hell was he thinking? Was he judging her? Yes, she had had a few dreams as a teenager about strong men, pushing her down, hurting her as they had their way in the middle of the night, shadow men with shadow cocks taking the virginity she had been too scared to share.

“They aren’t impulses,” he said. “They are the core expression of my being. As for when I learned who I was, that happened the first time I kissed a girl and felt her soften against me. My instinct was to harden, to take and possess.”

Cameron felt a sharp stab, sweet and hot in her belly.

She tried not to look at his lips, his hands…his eyes.

“So you would identify yourself as a...a lifetime practitioner of BDSM?” she said, the word catching in her throat.

He laughed, mild enough but still with all the power of an untamed lion. “You’re the one who needs so badly to label things. It is enough for me to know that my first lover gave to me and I took. We kissed and my fingers found their way into her hair; I clenched my fist and pulled at the roots until she whimpered and begged. The next thing I knew she was on her knees, I was feeding her my starving teenage erection and she was moaning, licking and sucking. I ejaculated all over her face, neither of us knew exactly what had happened but the roles were clear. She kissed my feet and from then on she was mine.”

Cameron tried not to picture herself in the girl’s place. How long ago would that have been? Victor looked to be in his forties now; no doubt he was the sort of man who only improved with age.

“This relationship,” Cameron continued, having forgotten to take a single note in her little book. “How long did it last?”

“With Sonya, you mean?” He seemed lost in thought. “Three months. It was during the summer time. She had to go back to college in the fall. I was several years younger.”

Impressive, she thought. A natural dominator if ever there was one.

“In terms of the elements of BDSM,” Cameron said, “can you define your relationship with Sonya?”

He arched a brow. “You are looking for salacious details?”

Cameron burned with shame. The intimation was clear. Victor thought his story was turning her on. “I’m doing this for science,” she reminded him.

“Science, yes, of course. Well let me see what I recall.” He narrowed his gaze. “There was one time I made her drive us out on the highway. We pulled over and I made her strip so I could take her bent over the hood. She moaned, her breasts flattened against the still warm metal, her bare feet on the asphalt, legs spread wide for me. It was dark but the truckers saw enough as they passed.  It was the first time she surrendered her ass to me. I came rather more quickly than I would have liked. Smoking her cigarettes, I waited in the car until I was hard again. She stayed in place, my come dripping out of her.”

Cameron squeezed her thighs. She’d asked for this, hadn’t she?  

“And Sonya…tolerated this?”

“I think you already know the answer to that one.”

Cameron shifted in her seat, unnerved by the slight lowering in his voice, the slight upturn in its intensity. “She was your submissive, of course. She had already consented to the power exchange.”

He shrugged microscopically. “You’re the one with the paper to write. As I recall she spent the whole time pleading, looking at me through the windshield weeping. I masturbated, making her suffer the indignity of every honking horn.”

“If you’re trying to shock me,” she said. “It won’t work.”

His smile turned cold now, so cold it gripped her heart, blood pumping like liquid ice. For the first time she saw it, what he was really capable of. A part of her wanted to run…as far away as her legs would take her.

Another part wanted—no, needed—to beg the man’s mercy, knowing full well it would never come. He would take everything, her flesh, her soul…her pride.

“I have no interest in shocking you, Cameron. Really, I have no interest in you period,” he said, the casually dismissive tone and harsh content sending her into a tailspin.

Rejected…by a sadist.

It ought to be a badge of honor.

But it didn’t feel good, not at all.

Shaking with inexplicable rage, she shook out her raven curls. More than once she had thought of cutting them off so she would be taken more seriously, but the truth was she liked looking pretty and feminine.

“You’re a real bastard,” she seethed. “You know that?”

“So I’ve been told. Now how about dropping this little act of yours and asking me your real questions,” he challenged her.

 “What real questions?” she shot back. “As if you would know the first thing about my thoughts.”

“You want to know all about my slaves,” he ignored her denial. “I maintain four at present.  Chloe you’ve met. I keep her at the club. There is a room in the basement for girls like her.  Veronica is married and needs to stay that way so I make exceptions for her. I do not call or summon her. If she has a chance to get away she will call me and I will decide if I have any use for her at the moment. She takes what I give her, pain or pleasure…or utter rejection. I enjoy the sound of her crying and begging on the phone. I forbid her to masturbate which tends to increase her frustration enormously.”

“Solange is a lingerie model. It’s a dreadful bother being so careful where and how I mark her up. I have to be creative where she is concerned. Overt marks wouldn’t do; too many questions on the catwalk. I make her pay for that inaccessibility to me in ways you really couldn’t imagine. I haven’t seen her much of late. She’s been doing work in Europe. Occasionally I will give her instructions by phone, have her pick up anonymous men and give herself to them in sordid hotel rooms or back alleys. It humiliates her when I make her take money like a whore, though she will beg me to force her nonetheless. And then there is Rachel, a few years younger than you. She lives in my mansion. I give her everything…and nothing.”

A chill went down Cameron’s spine as he pronounced the phrase, everything…and nothing.

What did it all mean? How could he open such a Pandora’s Box with just a few simple, enigmatic words?

Cameron grasped at what she could, trying to make sense. “Rachel, your live in slave, she…she doesn’t mind the others?”

“I think you know the answer to that one, too.”

Of course Cameron did. As a submissive Rachel would have nothing to say in the matter. In fact, to the extent she felt spurned and humiliated it was all part of the game.

“So what exactly ended things with your first lover?” Cameron returned with trepidation to their earlier conversation. Whatever the answer, she had to know. “Was it just the distance involved after she went to college?”

“No. As a matter of fact I discovered she was seeing someone else,” he said. “She begged my forgiveness and I told her there would be a price. She took my belt on her bare ass a total of twenty times.”

“And you forgave her?”

“That was my agreement, yes. I no longer wanted her, though, so I gave her to another.”

“You gave her?” Cameron could hardly believe they were having such a conversation. Seeing consensual slavery on line was one thing, but in real life it was quite another. “But what of her wishes?”

“She was under no obligation, but she did love me and so she went. Her new master cared for her not at all. It was quite a rough go.”

“How could you be so callous?” Cameron could no longer hold back her emotion thinking of the poor, suffering girl whose name she didn’t even know.

“Love no longer meant anything to me nor did commitment. I determined that from that point on women either fit my demands or they could walk away.”

Cameron’s heart thudded in her chest. For some reason she was angry.

“So you don’t believe in any morality.” It was not a question.

Victor laughed; a wild beast more than a little out of place in this prosaic setting. “Do you want a speech about political correctness, is that it? Shall I respond like Pavlov’s dogs apologizing for who I am? In the world there are the strong and the weak. Which are you?”

“I hold my own.”

Another chuckle. “I’m sure you do. What about a man? Are you involved with anyone?”

Cameron stiffened. “I have a boyfriend whom I love very much, not that it’s any of your concern.”

So why was she telling him anything?

She tried to chalk it up to natural conversation. She had nothing to hide. Quite the contrary, Craig was sensible, cute and caring. They were even thinking of marriage one day though for now they were just living together.

“A boyfriend you love, how prosaic.”

“Not everyone lives on the edge.”

“That’s true,” he said with deceptive innocence. “So the sex is satisfactory?” 

Cameron fumed. “As a matter of fact, it is none of your goddamn business.”

“And yet you can ask all the questions you want about my sex life,” he pointed out.

“There’s a difference and you know it.”

“Not from where I sit.”

“The hell there isn’t.”

His utter lack of reaction to her rising display of emotion was more than unnerving. It was downright devastating. She was used to males responding. Just a little anger on her part or the shedding of a single tear was almost always enough to get her way. She wasn’t proud of manipulating men but a girl did what she had to in this world, even when it came to ones she loved like Craig.

Victor, on the other hand, did not seem to care.  Was that what got to her so much? Was she scared…or did she want into that world, where his whims ruled the day, trumping feminine will every time.

“I wonder, Cameron, why did you choose this assignment?”

The question caught her off guard. “I didn’t.”

“It was assigned to you?”

She nodded.

“Interesting,” he said. “Of course that begs the question, why did he choose you for BDSM.”

“It’s not because I’m some wanna be submissive,” she said sharply. “So don’t even think about it.”

Cameron knew at once she had made a mistake. Everything disappeared from his face, including the cold smile.  

“I have other business,” he said, rising to his feet and putting money on the table as though she no longer existed.

Stunned and bewildered she heard his footsteps fading away.  Just like that he was out the front door.

Now what?

She didn’t just mean for the next few minutes or days, either. It was her whole life opening before her, like some dark, hot cavern at the bottom of which lay both her worst fears and deepest dreams.

Craig, she had to find Craig.

She would tell him everything and get a fresh start.

Assuming it wasn’t already too late.


Chapter Four

“I don’t know what you want from me,” Craig called out as Cameron stormed from the kitchen back to the bedroom. “You’re driving me crazy.”

“I’m sorry I’m such a burden,” she shouted, spraying the top of the dresser in anticipation of giving it the polishing of its life. “Anyway, it’s not like it makes any difference, eighty percent of couples experience at least moderate communication breakdown by the third year of the relationship according to Gaspers and Green.”

Cleaning was what she did when she was upset. She needed the sense of rootedness in some humble task, something to offset the discomfort of fighting.

It hadn’t started as a fight, of course. It was supposed to have been an opportunity for growth as a couple in which she, for her part would explain her dilemma, the deep seated desires unleashed by her exposure to Victor. This in turn would help her de-brief on their love making last night and her strange behavior this morning.

Instead she had circled around the point, hoping for a little bit of support on his part, or maybe some flat out mind reading. Naturally the result was a disaster.

“Cameron, would you knock it off with the maid routine?” he told her. “We need to finish this discussion.”  

He’d made it as far as the doorway, hands at his sides, all business.

“I don’t need to do anything.” Of all times for him not to let things go. Give her an hour or two and she’d be able to sort it all out. 

Maybe.

“Just leave,” she said.

Craig moved in now, gripping her arm. “You’re scaring me.”

The feel of his fingers, masculine and bold, tripped a trigger, attraction and repulsion at the same time. “Plan on forcing me, Craig? Going to make me stay home like your good little wifey? Except you won’t marry me, will you?”

Craig cocked his head. “Where is this coming from? We both agreed to hold off on marriage until we were done with school.”

He’d let go of her by now, backing a safe distance away. The move made her feel like a pariah, spurned, dangerous.

Slut.

“Sometimes a woman doesn’t want to have to agree to everything. If you don’t like how I’m acting, just put your foot down, that’s all I’m saying.” Since when had she gotten so tired? So god damned weak?

“I shouldn’t have to, Cameron, you ought to police yourself.”

“Please don’t be angry.” Her eyes watered. “I love you, Craig, so much.”

He folded her into his arms. “I’m not angry, baby, I just worry about you.”

The need hit her like a freight train. Her pussy clenched, driving her every word and action. “Craig, let me…”

She sank to her knees in front of him. Her breath caught in her throat as she undid his zipper.  Cameron needed his cock deep in her mouth. She needed to show him that she could be good…safe and predictable, just like he wanted.

Craig groaned, pushing his pelvis forward as she released his throbbing, red hot cock from its confinements.

Cameron wanted it all, better still she wanted him to make her take it all.

“Put your hands on my head…f—force me.”

“What?”

She was panting. “Make me suck you. Order me to.”

Feverishly she unbuckled his belt. He had to get the message. “Haven’t you… ever…. wanted….”

Craig was beyond words looking down at her holding up the worn, snaking leather.

A pretty slave girl at his feet, hopelessly in love, begging to be whipped and dominated.

“Stop it, Cameron.” His voice was hard, not like she had ever heard it before. “Is this from that sex class? Because I don’t want it.”

Don’t want you, was what she heard.

“Cameron?”

Wildly, like a trapped animal she pushed him away, rejecting his hands, his attempts to soothe. “What’s wrong? We can work it out.”

No, they couldn’t, not if he couldn’t accept this part of her.

Hell, she needed him to help her accept it.

“Just…don’t touch me.”

Jeremy’s words haunted her as she found herself flying down the stairs.

Don’t run, he had warned, or she would find herself stuck in slavery, the worst kind of all.

Whatever that meant. 

***

No one answered when she knocked on the door of the club. Were they not open yet? Or was she no longer welcome now that her silver ticket had expired?

Finally an old man came out to tell her the club was private.

“Please,” she said, not knowing until then what she would say exactly. “I am here to see Chloe. She’s expecting me.”

The old man frowned, sniffing out her ill conceived lie.

“Victor sent me,” she added quickly. “I’m to give her a message.”

Cameron half expected him to slam the door in her face but instead he grunted something inaudible and waved her past.

She had done it, she had gained access.

But what did she hope to find? Really, her mind must be far gone to have brought her to this point.

I will interview Chloe, said the voice of reason, saving her.

Yes, that was it. Cameron would look at slavery from a slave’s perspective.

The club was dark inside, the tables and chairs stacked up, the surfaces bathed in dark shadows that made the place seem even more ominous than it had last night.

Was it all just a dream, the twisting bodies, the leather and the cries of surrender? Perhaps she would wake up even now and turn to Craig, laughing to tell him about it.

“This way,” the old man said, pointing her to the back. At first she thought they were going to the back room where she had been last night, but instead he took her to a set of swinging doors.

The rows of pots on the wall and gleaming silver countertops immediately identified it as a kitchen. Pots were set up on the stove. A chef was stirring one of them.

Cameron startled as she looked down at the floor behind him. A nude girl, a buxom blonde was on her hands and knees scrubbing, welts crisscrossing her ass, indicating a long history of physical punishment. A leather collar circled her neck. She had matching bands on her wrists and ankles.  Silver rings were sewn into each, presumably to chain her with.

She did not look up upon their arrival. No doubt she was trained to perform her menial function without interruption.

Cameron saw a second girl come around the corner with a cutting board of freshly chopped celery. She was naked and collared like the first. Her hair was chestnut brown and she had very tiny breasts and pointy nipples each of which had been pierced.

The chef gave her a reward, letting her take one of the celery pieces from between his fingers straight into her mouth. She tried to rub herself against him, but he pushed her away and returned to his cooking. Almost as an afterthought he dropped a celery piece onto the floor and snapped his fingers.

The blonde slave promptly crawled over to retrieve it. She did so with her lips and tongue…like a dog.

“Stop stalling and follow me,” the old man said impatiently. “Get your jollies somewhere else.”

Cameron flushed. She hadn’t realized how intently she been watching the scene, both horrified and aroused. It was so scandalous and wrong, treating women this way, but why then did her belly burn? Why was she so excited, pulse racing as she tried to imagine herself like this, denied clothes, stripped of all dignity, reduced to eating off the floor.

The old man led her to a door all the way in the back. The door led to a set of wooden stairs that plunged into darkness. She could only imagine what lie at the bottom. Chloe, if she could believe the old man was really taking her to see Chloe and not leading her to some terrible fate of her own.

What was she doing here, anyway? Why had she left Craig, running off like a mad woman? She should be talking to him, letting him help her through this crisis so she could go back to being a normal girlfriend, one who liked her sex safe and vanilla.

The old man didn’t speak again until they reached the bottom. “You will find Chloe in the back. When you’re done knock on the door upstairs, someone will let you out.”

Cameron’s stomach tightened in terror. Victor had told her about this room, a special place for ‘girls like her,’ as he’d put it. Given what she had already seen in the kitchen, she could scarcely imagine the condition Chloe was being kept in.

Was Cameron so different? Wasn’t she a female, too, small and vulnerable, so easy to capture and hold. She was painfully aware now of her light clothing, the sleeveless cotton blouse, khaki shorts and open toed sandals. How easily it could all be taken away.  

“Y—you’re leaving me?” she said.

“Of course I’m not,” he said sarcastically. “What could be more important than staying here and waiting hand and foot on the likes of you?”

“Isn’t there a light you can turn on at least?” She tried not to sound too pitiful.

The old man laughed. “Maybe if you ask nicely.”

“Please,” Cameron rasped. “Turn on a light?”

“That’s not how you ask,” he chided.

She gasped, feeling his hands in the darkness, one settling on her breast, the other clamping her ass cheek.

“No, don’t,” she groaned.

He was strong for his age. Cameron was powerless to resist as he pulled her tight against him for a kiss. His tongue pushed deep, invading, using. His breath was foul. She could feel his hard cock.

Oh, god, please, don’t make me have to…

Abruptly he pushed her away. “Too bad Victor doesn’t share his fresh meat. That’s all right, you’ll be choking down my cock soon enough.”

“I’m not Victor’s meat or anything else,” she protested, trying to deny the reality of the stench in her mouth, the humiliating dripping between her thighs. “I don’t belong to anyone.”

The old man laughed. “Who the fuck are you kidding? You’re a slave all right, it’s written all over you.”

He was still laughing as he headed up the stairs. When he got to the top he flipped a switch illuminating the room below in a pale yellow. Cameron adjusted her eyes to the light, trying not to panic as he closed and locked the door behind him.  

The truth was sinking in. There were women down here somewhere, slaves in cages.

She did a scan of her surroundings. The walls were made of cement blocks. There were rubber mats here and there on the floor. The first thing she noticed along the wall was the row of torture implements, from whips and paddles to complicated metal harnesses and clamp devices. A little further down she saw a wooden X frame with leather straps attached to all four sides.

Beyond this was a ceramic toilet, unadorned white, fully exposed on all sides.

Was this where the slaves relieved themselves, no privacy and no shame?

“Turn off that light,” complained a sleepy voice, soft and feminine.

Cameron turned to her right. There against the opposite wall was a gleaming rectangular cage. It appeared to have been made for a large dog but its occupant was very human.

The dark haired girl lay on her side, her legs drawn up toward her chest. There was no room in the cage to stretch out nor could she rise above a crouch.

A cunning form of imprisonment, Cameron thought, well suited to making the woman feel like an animal. No doubt the silver dog bowls in the cage reinforced this.

“I’m sorry,” Cameron croaked as the woman continued to glare at her.

“Who are you?” the slave asked.

“My name is Cameron.”

“Cameron,” repeated the girl. “That’s a pretty name, too pretty for a slave. They won’t let you keep it.”

“I’m not a slave. Why does everyone think I am?”

“I used to be Elizabeth, now I’m Sweet Tits.”

“But that’s disgusting. How can they just take your name?” Cameron asked appalled.

“They take everything,” said the girl. “That’s the idea.”

“But you must hate it,” exclaimed Cameron

“But you must hate it,” mocked a voice.

It was coming from underneath a tarp in the back of the room. Cameron saw other tarps as well. How many women were down here exactly?

“I’m looking for Chloe,” said Cameron. “Does anyone know where she is?”

“Chloe’s got a girlfriend,” a woman chuckled. Someone else followed up with a whistle.

“I’m over here, you little twit,” Cameron heard a fierce whisper.

Cameron followed the voice to the appropriate cage. She pulled off the tarp to reveal the beautiful woman lying on her side, naked. There was a water bottle attached to the outside with a tube for Chloe to drink from. A small silver dish was attached to the door. It was half full of brownish pellets. Cameron’s knees went weak. Did they make her eat animal food?”

“What are you doing here, haven’t you gotten me in enough trouble?” Chloe demanded.

“I—I wanted to interview you.”

“Do I look stupid?” she demanded. “You think I would ever open my mouth without Victor’s permission. He would have my hide for talking to you now.”

“So your slavery isn’t consensual.”

Chloe hissed. “You don’t understand anything. You’re a vanilla poser bitch and I would love to see you strung up by the ankles and taught some manners.”

“Time’s up,” the old man called out.

Cameron rose hastily to her feet.

“Put the tarp back,” said Chloe.

“But wouldn’t you prefer the light?”

“I really pity you, you know that?” Chloe said. “With all your choices and your high and mighty airs. You must be pretty fucking miserable. Run home, maybe your boyfriend will smack your ass a while if you ask him nice.”

“I am not a masochist.”

“You’re a slut and that is close enough.”

Cameron covered the tarp and hurried out. She didn’t look back until she was safely on the sidewalk. Chloe’s words ate at her. What the hell did it mean, she was a slut and that was enough?  And why should she take advice from a girl who got her kicks living in a cage eating rabbit pellets.

It was disgusting. Even if it did heat up Cameron’s belly making her imagine herself in Chloe’s place, humiliated, helpless, totally degraded. What if Brian saw her that way or Jeremy? What would they think of her? And what would they do to her? This last thought sent a very dangerous shiver down Cameron’s spine.

She was so absorbed in the plunging vortex of her thoughts that she never saw the man in front of her.

“Whoa,” he said, his voice rich as coffee. “Where’s the fire?”

Cameron regarded him. The man was handsome in a non-conventional way. He had a prominent nose, hawkish eyes and a lean and sturdy build.  He wore black jeans, narrow boots and a leather jacket.

“Or maybe it’s a ghost you’ve seen?”

“Neither,” she managed finally her voice dry as a desert.

“I am Rennie.” He put out his hand.

Cameron accepted the grip, his long strong fingers enveloping hers.

“You look like you could use a friendly listening ear,” he said.

“Me?  Oh, no, I…”  The objections died in her throat. She was pretty desperate right now. She couldn’t go home and she certainly wasn’t going to talk to Jeremy. Ultimately, she sighed. “I am afraid it might be hard to explain.”

“If it has something to do with what goes on in there, I am familiar with the place. I’m also very discrete.”  

He angled his head toward the club door.

“Do you know Victor?” she asked.

He winked. “What about you? Shall we call him for a reference?”

“It’s not like that,” she said quickly.

“I was only playing with you.” He took her arm. “I think you’ve had enough of this place for one day. Let’s go and have coffee, shall we?” 


Chapter Five

Rennie made Cameron laugh all the way to the café and well into their second cup of coffee. They talked about a lot of things, none of which had to do with BDSM, much to her surprise.  

It turned out there were a number of coincidences between them. He liked the same bakery in Paris. He had enjoyed walking along the Left Bank with a warm baguette in his hand, just like her. He was also fond of Woody Allen movies, especially the later ones where tragedy seemed to inevitably overcome the humor of his early films.

“So,” he said at last, on their third cup of cappuccino. “Tell me about you and the club.”

“You mean what was a nice girl like me doing in a nasty place like that?” she quipped.

“Actually I was wondering why a nasty girl like you would be in such a nice place,” he gave it right back to her.

She slapped his wrist. For just a moment, in the midst of the play she sensed the electricity. Something lit in his eyes. Cameron wrapped both hands firmly around her cup.

“I’m doing a paper on ritualized alternative sexual practices, actually.”

He pursed his lips. “Is that what it’s called? Dear god, perhaps I’m not as qualified as I thought.”

Cameron’s ears perked up, as did her nipples. “So are you...into the scene?”

“So many euphemisms,” he noted. “Are you that afraid to call a spade a spade?”

“Of course not, I’m preparing to be a counselor.”

“Are you? Then you should counsel me.”

“I am not licensed.”

“But you have training, information?”

“Some, yes.” She felt the need to be cautious.

“Personally,” Rennie told her. “I enjoy having women to my home. I make them clean for me, very degrading stuff.”

Cameron’s toes curled. “That’s…an interesting fetish.”

“I don’t have sex with them. They are required to masturbate me but that’s as far as it goes.”

“So you have a domestic fetish,” Cameron sought to keep the conversation. “Are there certain costumes which arouse you, say the classic French maid’s uniform?”

“That’s too much fluff,” he dismissed with a wave of his hand. “I like a woman naked on her hands and knees.”

“Like at the club, in the kitchen?”

“I have never been in the kitchen.”

Cameron sipped her drink. Whether from the caffeine or the stimulation of the conversation, she found her hands were shaking.

“I could show you if you like,” Rennie said.

Cameron’s heart skipped a beat. “You could…what?”

“We could go to my apartment and you would have a demonstration of my fetish, as you call it.”

“You…you have a woman there already?”

He arched a brow. “I think you know the answer to that.”

The answer was he wanted to perform his fetish on her. She lowered her eyes. “I couldn’t possibly.”

“Don’t answer hastily. It’s a unique opportunity, a one-time event. You would be completely safe and afterwards we would never speak of it again.”

“I have a boyfriend.”

“I told you, it’s not sexual.”

“But it would be a betrayal.”

“And what about this?”

“What do you mean?”

“All of it, sitting here talking with me, going to the club. I assume you have some kind of feelings. Surely you see how that is taking you from your boyfriend.”

“I don’t want to talk about my personal life.” She couldn’t begin to explain how she was working things out with Craig, how together with his help she would get this out of her system.

Rennie examined her.

“Stop staring,” she said.

He pulled money from his wallet. “I shall walk down the street. If you change your mind follow me. Do not attempt to catch up. Stay behind me a respectful distance. I’ll acknowledge you when I’m ready.”

“Thank you.” She forced a smile. “For the coffee, but that’s as far as it goes.”

Rennie kissed her hand before walking away. Her belly did a hot flip.

She was doomed and she knew it. No matter the danger signs, no matter the moral wrongness of the whole thing, there was no turning back.  

Cameron saw him outside the café. He was already a good ways down the cobblestone street. She called out to him. He either didn’t hear or he was choosing to ignore.

She kicked off her sandals for better traction.

“Rennie,” she said when she was just a few feet behind, her breasts rising and falling from the exertion.

Presently he crossed the street. She moved into his shadow remembering his injunction to stay respectfully behind. He walked another block or so. Cameron drew stares, barefoot as she was, clearly subservient. Her pussy was hot and wet and slick by the time they reached the red sports car.

Her knees nearly gave way when he opened the trunk.

“Suit yourself,” he said when she hesitated.

“No, wait.” She was pleading, her pulse racing. Looking around to make sure no one was looking she put one foot tentatively inside. He offered no help. She pulled herself up awkwardly.

“Hands and feet against your body,” he warned.

The trunk slammed hard, plunging her into darkness. Cameron whimpered. Oh, god, what had she gotten herself into?

The ride seemed very long and bumpy at points. Her body was hypersensitive to every little movement. Her sex throbbed with need but she was scared, too.

At a certain point she cried. 

***

Eventually they reached their destination.

Cameron squinted, though the light was dim. How long had she been riding? Would Craig be missing her yet? Not likely. She could fall off the face of the Earth for all he cared.

Rennie gave her a hand climbing out of the trunk.

“Thank you,” she murmured. “Is this your garage? I’m so thirsty.”

Rennie ignored her. “Everything off, you can leave your clothes in the trunk for later.”

“Is this part of the game, then? How long will it last for?”

His face bore no expression. “You’re trying my patience, Cameron. If you’re not naked on your knees in the next thirty seconds you can expect punishment.”

She took a step backward. “What’s your deal? I thought this was a game?”

“It is a game, my kind of game. Surely you don’t expect me to treat my maids like royalty,” he pointed out. “Now move your ass, slut.”

Cameron ached to slap him.

“What’s the matter, you don’t like that? Well what do you think you are coming over here when you have a boyfriend?”

“I should go.”

“But you don’t want to, so follow me. It’s all right. I don’t have an axe in there or a chainsaw.”

She laughed in spite of her unease.

Rennie led her inside. The house was beautiful, modern décor, not a piece of dust anywhere.

He sure didn’t need a maid. That was for sure.

“Drink this.” He handed her a glass half full of scotch.

“It’s a little early in the day.”

“Fine, we’ll share it.” He drank half and gave it over.

She took a mouthful, liquid fire. “I’m going to be so sick in the morning.”

“Just try and relax,” he soothed, moving to unbutton her blouse.  

She made no move to stop him. “I’m not a slut,” she said.

“You’re right, sluts do things for sex, you are just here to be humiliated.”

Her knees went weak as the reality sank in.

“Give me the glass,” he said.

She handed it over. He promptly threw the remains in her face.

“That’s for not getting naked when I told you to. Any more trouble and you’ll be licking my floors clean, got it?”

Cameron stood there dumbfounded, the scotch dripping down her cheeks and chin.

Rennie scowled. “Are you deaf, cunt?”

Her eyes watered. “Please don’t be mean.”

“I’ll be as mean as I like. You have a problem, you use the safe word, Rumplestiltskin and I’ll stop, otherwise I am going to feel free to be a total prick bastard for the next hour or so. Now, take off your clothes before I rip them off your pathetic, cringing body.”

“So…so you’re just playing now?” she said, pulling off her blouse. “Because you’re really good.”

He rolled his eyes. “You really are an empty headed little bitch. You sure you’re not blonde?”

Cameron’s cheeks glowed like fire. He was like a different man.

Then again, she felt like a different woman, dirty, needy, slutty.

Except she wasn’t here for sex.

She undid her bra. How long since anyone other than Craig had seen her breasts?

“This is the first time I have done something like this,” she said.

“No shit, Sherlock,” he scathed.

Chastised, she undid her skirt and skinned it down over her hips. Her nipples were rock hard and her pussy was thrumming with expectation.

“Nice panties,” he quipped, no doubt noticing the wet spot. “They would look real good wadded up in your mouth, wouldn’t they?”

“Please don’t, Rennie,” she said trying to get into character.

“Please don’t,” he sing-songed, mimicking. “Man, I would about kill myself if I had to live with you. Do you even know how to mop a floor, clean a toilet?”

She bit at her lower lip. Was that what he had in mind?

“What’s your boyfriend’s name?” he asked now.

“Craig,” she said before she could think to lie.

He snorted. “Craig? What kind of a pussy name is that? I bet you get away with murder, spread your legs once or twice a month in exchange for everything your heart desires.”

“We don’t have a lot of money.” Tears mixed with the scotch stung her eyes. “For your information, he’s a good man.”

“Yeah? Too bad he has you.”

Cameron lowered her head, the tears rolling down her cheeks onto her breasts.

“The first thing we need to do is get you properly outfitted like the little bitch you are,” he said. “You’ll find your uniform on the kitchen counter.”

She padded barefoot across the tile, her pulse racing as she crossed the threshold. Oh, god, it was a dog collar, studded black, sitting right beside the coffee maker.

Cameron stood there staring at it.

“You want an invitation, bitch?” he shouted from the living room.

She started at the sound of his voice. Reaching out, half afraid it might bite her she grabbed the circlet of leather and made a run for it.

He snarled as she held it out for him. “What am I supposed to do with it? I’m not the masochist, you are. Put it on, get your fucking jollies.”

Damn, but he was a mind fucker.

Hopefully he didn’t have an ax hidden away somewhere…or a little cage.

What had possessed her to do this, anyway?  It was like ever since she had started the project she had imagined this shield of protection around her, like nothing bad would happen because it was all for a grade.

Cameron arched her neck now, pressing the dog collar against her carotid artery. She felt it throbbing. She buckled it, securing it by means of a tiny padlock.

 “You’re mine until that comes off, understand?” said Rennie.

Cameron shivered, afraid to breathe. “Yes,” she said huskily.

He leaned forward, sudden as a lizard. “Yes, Master,” he said, spitting in her face.

She cringed, wondering if it would be all right if she wiped off the spittle.

Of course it would be all right. It was her body, wasn’t it?

“Yes, Master,” she corrected herself.

Rennie had a leash now which he promptly clipped onto her collar. “We’ll be starting in the bathroom. I’ll show you the way.”

He reacted with fury as she tried to walk. “Who the fuck are you, the Duchess of Kent?”

She shook her head.

“You’re my bitch maid, say it,” he growled.

“I’m…I’m your bitch maid,” she repeated, the admission clutching at her tighter than the collar.

“And how do bitch maids move from place to place?”

Cameron took a wild guess. “On their hands and knees?”

“I guess there’s hope for you yet,” he said, waiting for her to lower herself onto the floor.

Cameron was made to crawl like this the whole way through the house. He led her just like a dog. “There are cleaning supplies under the sink,” he said. “I will be back to check in a half hour.”

With that he closed the door and locked it from behind. She tried the lock, not that it would do any good. Looking around her at the toilet and sink and shower she felt a streak of rebellion. Why the hell should she clean for him? He wasn’t a Master he was a con artist.

“I’ll sit here and do absolutely nothing,” she said to no one in particular.

Whether he was reading her mind or if had some sort of secret camera she wasn’t sure. In either case he came in a few minutes later, the coldest look on his face.  

“You think you’re putting one over on me, do you? How about if I take you back to the club and they can teach you some manners?”

Cameron felt the grip of fear, the safe word on the tip of her tongue.

“Don’t worry,” he went on to redeem himself a little. “I won’t do that, but I think it’s what you need. You want a man to override your will. You want to be forced to do things. Now I know why you are so hell bent on saying you aren’t submissive. You’re a slave, Cameron, and that’s a whole different animal.

She was on her feet before she knew it. She slapped him hard, forcing his head around.

He glared back at her, saying nothing and for a split second she saw Victor’s face, emotionless, completely and totally in control.

A man like that could do things to a woman, Cameron thought. He could own her, punish her, play with her like a toy…all the while feeling nothing.

She ought to be terrified. She ought to be running away, from Rennie, from this project, the whole damn thing.

Instead she was sobbing—like Rennie could do anything for her.

“I’m sorry,” she kept saying over and over. “I’m so sorry.”

Rennie had to help her get dressed. He cleaned her up first, wiping off the scotch and the spittle. She sat slumped in the passenger seat the whole way. He felt so bad he gave her money, slipping a hundred dollar bill into her palm.

Like being a whore was a step up.

The gesture made her laugh.

Though she didn’t refuse it.

Rennie drove off into the darkness a very confused man.

Cameron, meanwhile, could barely get the key in the lock she was shaking so much.  

She had to hope Craig was sleeping, it was her only chance.

No such luck.  

The clock indicated it was nearly three am but Craig was not sleeping.

“Where were you?” she heard him as she tiptoed into the dark bedroom.

“Oh, Craig, you scared me. Where are you and why are you awake, honey?”

“I asked you a question.”

His cold tone made her pulse race, not to mention what it did to her pussy.  She thought about Rennie.  She thought about Victor.

I have three slaves I keep, he had said, Solange, Veronica, Chloe and lastly the child woman Rachel.

To her he gave everything…and nothing.

Did he have room in his stable for more women?

If stable was even the right word.

“I was studying with a classmate.”

He turned the light on by the nightstand. “Studying what? Where are your books?”

Cameron lowered her guilty eyes. He was sitting up with his back against the headboard, the sheet covering him up to the waist. He was bare-chested and she could see the outline of his cock under the sheet. More than anything she wanted to crawl to him and take it in her mouth.

Let him shove himself deep to the back of her throat, unconcerned with her gagging as he pumped himself to a spectacular conclusion.

She would swallow every drop, too, like a good girlfriend.

A good slut as Chloe had called her.

“I—I left them in the living room,” she mumbled.

“I don’t believe you,” said Craig.

Cameron bit down on her lip, afraid to look at anything but her own feet.

“Is there someone else, Cameron, as that it?”

She shook her head.

At least not yet.

Tears streamed down her face. Lord, where was all this emotion coming from?

“Come here,” he said.

Craig took her into his arms like the child she had become. For a long time he stroked her hair as she rested her head on his strong chest. She could hear his heartbeat, strong as ever.

“Do you love me?” she said at last.

“Are you kidding?” he said. “How can you even ask?” 

“I need to hear it.”

“In that case, Cameron Emily Blaine, I love you more than life itself and I will shout it for the whole world to hear,” he said, the lightest undertone of play in his voice.

Cameron didn’t want light and she didn’t want play, at least not that kind of play. “Is this a joke to you?”

“Huh? Of course not.”

She rose from the bed, heading back to the bathroom.  

It was getting to be a routine.  

She listened for him to come for her, but he didn’t.

She fell asleep in a ball on the floor, her body naked on the tiles, much too tired this time to play with hairbrushes.


Chapter Six

Cameron awoke to the sound of knocking on the door. She sat up, woozy, feeling the tile prints on the side of her face.

“Are you in there?” she heard Craig call out. “I have to go to the tech lab, but I need to know if you’re still alive first.”

She opened the door. He was standing there with coffees in a cup holder and a small bag from the bagel place.

“I’m glad you find this funny,” she said.

“I don’t, but until you decide to tell me what’s really going on, there is nothing I can do, except try and keep you in one piece. I got you a double latte and a raisin bagel, strawberry cream cheese and lox. As usual, I got lots of dirty looks from the bagel people.”

He was sweet as hell, getting all her favorite things. He wanted a kiss but she didn’t feel human. “I’m like scum,” she said.

If only he knew how true that was.

“You do look a little like something off the bottom of my shoe.” He winked. “Luckily that’s a turn on.”

Is it? Cameron wanted to say. Do you have any kinks at all?

How hard had she been trying to run away from her fantasies and where did they come from, really?

Craig was about the safest, steadiest guy in the world, everything her father had not been. She knew the drill, the correlations between desires for BDSM and childhood trauma.

Up to now she’d assumed she had it all neatly compartmentalized.

But maybe it was too separated out, her past, her fantasies, her studies and her relationship. She hadn’t even told Craig about her BDSM assignment.

Why not?

It wasn’t like her.

Cameron compromised with a kiss on the cheek.

She would have liked him to have settled things for a change.

“Fuck that,” he would say, grabbing her by the hair and taking what he wanted from her lips.

Just once she would like to taste blood, her own after a really evil kiss.

Was that so bad?

“You’re a nut, Cameron, you know that.”

“Be careful on the way to the lab,” she said. “You know how you get when you’re bike riding and thinking about some goofy computer problem.”

He grinned. “Hey I get my best ideas that way.”

“That broken arm last year wasn’t such a great idea,” she reminded him.

“Point taken.” He thrust the bagels into her hand, keeping one of the Styrofoam cups. Decaf, two pink sugars and a squirt of honey, same damn thing he got every time.

She watched him out the window, rolling up his pants legs with rubber bands. A few moments later he took off down the street, his cup balanced between his legs.

And a few moments after that she heard her cell phone ringing. It was in the living room in her purse.

“Is this Cameron?” said the unfamiliar voice with the unknown number. “Cameron Blaine?”

“Yes…”

“My name is Veronica. I was told to call you.”

Cameron’s knees went weak. She knew of only one Veronica and that was the one who belonged at least part-time to Victor.

“Yes…” Cameron repeated stupidly.

“I’m to have lunch with you today, one o’clock at the Danbury Room.”

Just like that? “I have plans,” Cameron lied.

“Please?” said Veronica. “It would mean a great deal to me.”

Cameron recalled the terms of her liaison with Victor. She would call whenever she could get away and he would decide if he had use for her…

“Shouldn’t you be with Victor?”

“He wants me with you.”

“Any idea why?”

“I was hoping you could tell me that.”

Cameron licked her lips. “Will it be just the two of us?”

“Yes,” she confirmed. “And I am to pay for you.”

“I’ll be there,” said Cameron, already thinking in her mind what to wear.

One never knew, after all, Victor might decide to show up.

Not that she wanted him to. It was just a good idea to be prepared. 

***

Cameron spied Veronica sitting at a corner table. She was one of those petite women that other women hate, perpetually beautiful, always looking ten years younger than their real age, able to eat and drink anything without gaining a pound, running flat out ninety miles an hour day in day out never getting tired.  

According to the maitre d she had been waiting there a half hour already.

“I hope I’m not late,” said Cameron.

“Oh, no, you’re right on time.” Veronica shook her hand, warm and firm, bracelets jingling. “Thanks for being here.”

“Uh huh.” Cameron rapidly sized her up, trying to reconcile her calm, staid beauty with the notion of slavery to Victor Cabrini.

Victor certainly knew how to choose them, the gentle oval face, soft feathered hair, chestnut brown, matching eyes and a figure to beat the band.

She must work out a lot, Cameron thought.

“So tell me how you know Victor,” she said adjusting her tailored suit jacket.

“I met him at the club.  I’m working on a project, for a graduate class.”

“You’re a student?”  

“In psychology, yes.” Cameron couldn’t tell if she was relieved by the information or upset by it. “I hope to be a therapist.”

“A therapist…I see.” Veronica raised her hand for the waiter. “Would you like a white wine? I know I would like another glass.”

They were a few sips into their chardonnay when Veronica took a big old stab at the proverbial elephant in the room. “Are you and Victor lovers?”

“No,” said Cameron, trying to think in clinical, non-personal terms. “How about the two of you?”

She smiled, indicating nothing about this conversation was going to be simple. “Lovers? No, I don’t think that’s the right word. I’m afraid of him you see.”

Cameron’s face must have registered sufficient horror because she quickly qualified the statement.

“Oh, I don’t mean he would stalk me or abuse me or anything. I mean that I am terrified he will leave me. You’ve no idea the lengths I go to be available, to keep myself attractive for him. I haven’t had an ice cream or a cookie in forever. I jog all hours, take beauty treatments in Paris.”

“The results speak for themselves,” said Cameron sensing the woman’s need for approval.

“Do you think so?” she seized on Cameron’s words. “Because he hasn’t wanted to see me in ages, it’s not fair, competing against all those models, they have looks and all the time in the world to prove themselves. I’ve offered to leave my husband, to forsake everything but he likes it this way. I’m this interesting piece in his collection, you see, the married woman who cannot be with him but who has no choice but to acknowledge him as her total master.”

“That must be a hard thing to balance.”

“Not when I consider how much pleasure it gives him to see me in torment,” she said with a straight face. “That is something I alone can give him.”

“You’re a masochist.” It was neither a question nor an accusation.

“Absolutely.” She drank more of her wine, conspiratorially, like they were long lost sisters. “I wanted to be with him so badly today, I bought special underwear, I told him all about it on the phone, that’s when he told me about you and I cried…”

“I’m truly sorry,” said Cameron not sure how else to proceed.

“Oh, there’s no point in that. Victor gets what he wants. And right now it’s that little twit Rachel.”

“You mean the girl he is living with?”

“Demon seed more like, oh, she makes me fume, Cameron, with her waifish little body and her long silver blonde hair and all those pouty looks. What is she a fucking fairy princess?”

“Victor told me something interesting. He said he gives her everything and nothing.”

Veronica rolled her eyes. “Those two love their drama. One minute they are the perfect gothic slave and master couple and the next it’s World War III. If you ask me, it isn’t Victor wearing the pants.”

“He doesn’t let your masturbate,” said Cameron quite out of the blue.

Perhaps it was some indescribable need to defend Victor’s virility that drove her.

“Nope. How do you like them apples?”

“How do you manage?”

“Like I say, I exercise, keep my mind busy plotting to get away from my husband, all so I can hear Victor tell me he can’t see me because precious Rachel had a fever or a toothache or a god damn splinter in her perfect little toe.”

“Is your husband a possessive man?”

“He’s a doddering old fool but he goes ballistic if I’m not around to wipe the milk from his chin or point him to the bathroom, like we don’t have fifty million servants for that.”

Cameron did the math. “So that means…”

“Only Victor touches me,” she completed the thought. “That’s part of the deal. My body is his temple, or something like that.” 

“It all seems so sad,” said Cameron. “Surely you want more out of life? Couldn’t you find a more fulfilling BDSM relationship?”

Veronica laughed without humor. “Honey, slaves don’t choose their masters, contrary to popular belief.”

“But it’s consensual.”

“So is love, right? How about you, do you have someone special?”

“I have a boyfriend, a fiancé, really, named Craig.”

Funny, she thought, how she never called him that, fiancé, such a finicky, nebulous word, not at all manly in Cameron’s opinion.

“And do you wake up every day consenting to love him? Do you freely choose it, take it or leave it every time you’re apart and you draw a breath and pray you’ll see him again?

Cameron was silent.

Veronica arched a brow, knowing. “So maybe you’re not in love so much, eh Miss Goody Two Shoes Graduate Student?

“That’s not true, Craig is my life.”

“But you’re curious, about the BDSM...and he isn’t, am I right?”

“We play a little…”

Correction, Cameron had gotten him worked up into a froth to the point where he came down on her ass like a ton of bricks.

Veronica held up her empty glass signaling for a refill. “Fuck men,” she decided.

Cameron caught herself giggling. “You’re not a stereotypical slave.”

“And you’re not a stereotypical grad student, so where does that leave us?”

“Broke,” Cameron decided. “And horny.”

“Well, I’m not broke, but I’ll drink to horny.”

They clinked glasses, thick as thieves.

“You know,” she said. “Technically there is no reason why I can’t call Victor back, you know. I could tell him lunch is done and we have a little more time, you and I…”

“But we haven’t eaten.”

Veronica made a face. “You want to ruin a perfectly good buzz with food?”

“I suppose not.”

“Come on.” Veronica grabbed her arm. “Let’s make some trouble.”

They called Victor from Veronica’s cell phone. They sat in the parking lot in her German luxury sedan, still floating a little from the wine.

“You sure you want to do this?” Cameron asked.

“Oh, I’m sure I don’t,” she said breezily. “But I never have been very fucking smart about things.”

“You’re not dumb,” said Cameron. “Just a masochist.”

“Excellent point.” She hit speed dial and put it on speaker phone just in time to hear Victor’s deep, rich voice.  

“Why are you calling me again, Veronica?”

Veronica tried to hide a raft of emotions. “I, or rather we, are done with lunch.”

Victor said nothing.

“Hello?” said Veronica, her voice a little strained.

“I’m here.”

“Did you hear what I said?”

“You are done with lunch. I don’t see how that affects me.”

“Well it could, it might,” she fished.  

Another pause. “Is Cameron still with you?”

“Yes…” Clearly it was affecting Veronica, just hearing his voice.  

“Where are you?”

“In my car.” Veronica was slipping into another mode, less frivolous, more concentrated. Cameron could see it in her body language, the letting go, her free hand lying palm up on her lap, resting just above the hem of her tailored business skirt.

Something else was happening, too, almost like channeling, Victor’s will entering the automobile, through her.

“You shouldn’t have called.”

“I know…”

Veronica arched her back a little, quite unconsciously.

“You’re hoping I’ll punish you in front of the girl,” he said. “You want to show off.”

“No…”

“Do you think I’m here to be a stand in for your pornographic fantasies?”

It was Veronica’s turn to be silent.

“One month, no contact, is that punishment enough?”

He might as well have impaled her on a stake. She took the phone off Intercom and pleaded into the mouthpiece. “Victor, please, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to offend you. You know I’m nothing without you, I’ll do what you say, I won’t annoy you, honestly. Are you there? Can you hear me?”

Veronica went silent. Victor was telling her something. She glanced nervously in Cameron’s direction, once, twice, three times.

“Yes, yes, I understand,” she kept saying. “I know, this is generous, really.”

Cameron was on pins and needles. “What did he say?” she exclaimed after Victor hung up.

Veronica fished through her purse. “Of all the times to quit smoking, there’s got to be a loosey in here somewhere. Check the glove box, will you?”

Cameron obliged, promptly treating herself to a jack in the box explosion of X rated objects, everything from a vibrator to a pair of fuzzy handcuffs tumbling out on to the floor.

“Sorry, I always carry props,” said Veronica.  She tossed her purse in the back seat.  “I have to kiss you, that’s what he said.”

Cameron laughed waiting for a punch line.  “He said…what?”

Veronica wasn’t cracking a smile. “If you don’t let me I can’t see him for a month. Please, Cameron, I’ll die, you don’t know.”

Cameron shook her head. “This whole thing is crazy, I’m sorry, but you need some kind of help.”

“I’m in love, damn it,” Veronica blasted. “Who are you to judge?”

“I’m not anyone, but—”

“Then stop acting like my shrink and just be a woman, now can I kiss you or not?”

The blood pounded in Cameron’s head. She was curious. Veronica was a beautiful woman, passionate and high strung. How would she taste? How would she kiss as opposed to a man?  

“I--I’ve never done anything like this before.”

“There’s a first for everything. Now lean back.” Veronica hit the button reclining Cameron’s seat.

Before she could open her mouth to object Veronica moved in. She kissed like a man, hard, demanding and fearless. Cameron felt herself softening, yielding, offering herself up to Veronica’s will, her nipples, keen and tight with anticipation, her sex throbbing with the desire to be taken over.

Good grief, could this woman really be a submissive?

Veronica stopped just short of employing her tongue.

Cameron was short of breath when it ended and more than a little disappointed.

“Yummy,” said Veronica. “And you’re sure you’ve never done that before?”

Cameron nodded, unable to speak for the moment.

Veronica’s eyes twinkled. She dabbed her lips with her tongue. “We could do more…”

“But Victor…” Cameron managed.

“My body is off limits, but he wouldn’t mind if I had my way with you.”

“I have a boyfriend.”

“And I have a husband, and a Master on the side, what of it?”

“Craig and I are faithful to each other,” Cameron explained.

Veronica shrugged. “Your choice, although I think you have the perfect alibi, what with this being research and all. Besides, it’s not like you’d be letting another guy give it to you.”

“Wow,” said Cameron. “You really do have your own logic, don’t you?”

“You’re just now figuring that out?” Veronica turned on the ignition and threw the car into gear. “Fasten your seat belts, girlfriend, you and I are going for a ride.”

Veronica went out of her way to find a sleazy motel over in the industrial section of town. It was wedged between an adult book store and an all night minute mart.  

She made Cameron go in and get them a room.

“It’s good practice,” Veronica insisted.

“What for,” exclaimed Cameron. “You don’t think I’m doing this again?”

“It’s not about the room,” said Veronica. “It’s about facing your demons. You are as terrified of not going in there and degrading yourself as you are of going.”

Cameron didn’t understand, though she did pick up on the degradation part.

Nice girls didn’t rent rooms by the hour, rooms that smelled of stale sex and bragged of an endless procession of illicit, deviate lovers.

“207,” said the desk clerk, a large man with a double chin and a layer of grease over his lip from a hamburger he was eating.

She reached for the key, old fashioned brass on a plastic ring. He held on to it a second too long, glomming fingers and ogling eyes, raking past her tented breasts for the umpteenth time, pity mixed with ruttish lust.

What was a girl like her doing in a place like this?

“I’ve never been here before,” Cameron felt obligated to say. “Can you point me in the right direction?”

The clerk smirked, directing her around the corner and up the stairs. On the way out she could feel him, invisible fingers groping her ass.

“How did it go?” Veronica asked.

Cameron slumped in the seat. “Like I need a shower.”

Veronica giggled. “You ain’t seen nothing yet.”

She had a suitcase in the trunk, which she called her toy bag.

“I come equipped, the kinky Barbie,” she quipped as they climbed the metal and concrete stairs, circa 1970.

The room was small and dingy, yellow cinderblock walls, a half closet, three beat up coat hangers on a dowel rod and a bathroom fan that sounded like a 787 taking off from JFK.

“Oh, this is absolutely fucking perfect,” Veronica declared heaving the overnight bag onto the creaking queen size bed. “We are going to have a blast.”

Cameron did not share the woman’s enthusiasm, not that her opinions had been carrying much weight of late.

“You’re way more submissive than I am,” Veronica laid out the terms. “So I will top. It’s a little draining, but I can manage.”

Cameron frowned. “I don’t know if I want this to go in a BDSM direction.”

Veronica told her to come here.

Cameron approached, ever the innocent.

Veronica kissed her again. Even with her heels, she was an inch shorter than Cameron and about ten pounds lighter, but still she managed to completely overpower the younger woman with just a touch of her lips.

Cameron felt waves of pleasure, her nerve endings screaming for the novelty, the possibilities. She pushed her body against Veronica, inviting, almost taunting, breast to breast, pelvis grinding, so different than a man’s body, but equally explosive. She wanted Veronica’s hands on her clothes, under them, too, and she wanted her will, her voice, her orders directing her.  

It kept running through Cameron’s head:

Someone is going to take me over. I am not going to be deciding what to do…how to do it…I am going to be a plaything.

“Damn,” said Veronica, pausing to inhale her fragrance. “You’re a hot thing. You might be 24/7 material, lord knows I’m not. Victor’s got his claws into me deep and I would probably jump off a fucking bridge if he asked, but waking up next to him, saying thank you, master, every time he gives me a snot rag to wash?”

Cameron had her arms at her sides, letting Veronica work her magic. There was this strange sense of power, knowing she was at the center of the action, the total object of another’s attention.

“Sweetie, I don’t know how far this will go,” Veronica said. “I’m just going to go with the flow. You trust me?”

Cameron nodded.

“Good. Your safety word is snot rag. Now take off your shirt, shoes and pants.  We’ll see what your underwear has to say about you.”

Cameron slipped off her sandals and pulled her tee shirt over her head. She was wearing a gray jersey bra, the kind designed to disguise more than advertise her breasts.

Veronica withheld comment until she had skinned her jeans down to reveal a pair of midnight blue silk panties.

“Well aren’t you a contradiction. Your tits say ‘I just want to be one of the boys’ while downstairs you’re a little gangbang waiting to happen.”

Cameron’s eyes widened.

“You don’t like me to talk dirty? Sorry it’s a turn on, and I’ll bet it is for you, too. Tell me, are those little slut panties of yours wet right now?”

Cameron was silent. She went weak kneed as Veronica headed for her bag of tricks, opting for a sleek black riding crop which she proceeded to test in the air, just inches from its intended target.

The whip made a faint whistling sound in the air with each pass.

“Let’s start again, shall we?  I’m Mistress Veronica. You are slut, bitch, ‘C’ or whatever else I feel like calling you. You are here to entertain me and I bite back so don’t fuck with me.  I learned from the best and that’s Victor. He’s been in my head plenty of times, he’s made me crawl and beg, he’s made me come while I’m flooded from my own tears. As for you—you are a little girl and I will run circles around you. Understand?”

Cameron swallowed.

Veronica reared back snapping her wrist. The blow landed square on Cameron’s panty clad thigh. It hurt. Tears pooled in her eyes, a combination of pain and shock.

“I asked you a question, you stuck up little bitch.”

“Yes…yes, I understand,” Cameron exclaimed.

Her head swam. She hadn’t asked for this. She barely knew Veronica, and above all, she was not into BDSM.

Veronica rubbed the whip over the hurt skin. “How does it feel to be punished like a dog?”

“Hu—humiliating,” Cameron managed to exhale the word.

She only prayed it was the right answer.

“But it turns you on.”  Veronica tapped Cameron’s nipples one after the other with the flat end of the crop. It was agony. Her breasts were so swollen, sweaty and straining against the sports bra.

Thank heavens Veronica’s latest question proved to be rhetorical.

“Bend over,” she said. “Grasp your ankles.”

“What—what are you going to do?” she asked meekly.

Veronica grabbed her by the hair. “Whatever I fucking feel like doing. Is there a problem?”

“No, Mistress.”

Cameron felt the blood rush instantly to her head. It was a vulnerable position, one that left her open to a lot of things.

She felt Veronica’s hand on her buttocks through the panties, long manicured nails, fine, delicate bones. “Do you like when men look at you?  Do you like your ass?”

“Sometimes,” Cameron said honestly.

Veronica laughed. “What you need is to be spanked every day. I’ve met females like you.”

Cameron was feeling the heat, a fine sheen of sweat on her exposed skin. Was the air conditioning not working?

“You act like you don’t want it, you give men the runaround but you’re not happy until you’re somebody’s slave.”

“I wish people would stop saying that,” Cameron blurted without thinking.

She cringed immediately, fearing further punishment.

Instead, Veronica was delighted. “Who else told you that?”

Cameron told her about Rennie, which put her into hysterics.

“That man is gay as the day is long,” she said. “But he insists on playing with female subs.  It’s a pride thing, don’t ask me.”

Veronica was gone for a minute. When she returned she had something hard.

“Recognize this? Yep, it’s a standard issue dildo, babe, and it’s going in you. Oh, you’ll love it. You’ll be grunting and moaning in no time.”

Cameron’s thighs ached. Her hip still hurt, if that was possible. “May I have a drink of water?” she asked.

“Oh, no problem,” said Veronica.

Next thing Cameron knew her panties were down around her hips and she was being whipped.

“Please,” she cried. “I’m sorry. I don’t need water.”

The physical pain was like the rail of a train, steel wheels slicing through her brain, but with every turn, with every blow came this other reality, the second rail.

I’m being whipped. I’m being whipped. I’m a bad girl asking for water. I need to make it right, oh, god make it right.

This rail was bittersweet, dark, forbidden like chocolate in the moonlight.

Cameron didn’t count them all. Maybe it was five, maybe ten. She had the sense it wasn’t much by BDSM standards but it had just rocked her entire world.

“Don’t move,” said Veronica setting the whip on Cameron’s back.

She agonized, trying not to move.

Veronica returned with a small silver dish which she had filled with water. It was exactly the same kind she had seen in the slave cages at the club.

“Like I said, I come equipped.”

Veronica had to help her kneel because her head was spinning so much. Not a word was spoken between the two women as Cameron got down on all fours, crawled to the bowl and kissed the cool water.

She drank it like a good girl, pleasing her mistress.

I don’t know how far this will go, Veronica had said.

Pretty damn far at this rate.

Veronica pushed the dildo up inside her while she was still drinking. Cameron burned with shame and scandal at the way it went in, so smooth and easy, like her cunt had been born for this.

Curling her toes, she gave up more of her hot, wet channel, letting the device cleave her body and soul.

“There is a good little bitch,” said Veronica. “Happy, sweet Cameron, a walking advertisement for 24/7 submission, or should I say a crawling advertisement.”

Cameron moaned. How surreal it felt, on all fours, nipples chafing against her bra, puffy pink sex lips kissing and sucking at the dildo with humiliating eagerness between the half moons of her ass cheeks.

“Is that the best you can do?” Veronica disapproved, whipping her ass with the crop.

Cameron wriggled and writhed in reply, trying to get it deeper. Every inch more put her closer to nirvana, to the center of her own sluthood.

“Does Craig do this for you? Does he know how to push your buttons? Lucky little bitch, you’re having the time of your life, making me do all the work.”

“Harder, fuck me harder, Mistress,” she said, not caring for her pride, her future or anything else.  “Please, just use my hole.”

Veronica obliged, thrusting the dildo deep enough to make her see stars.

Cameron collapsed onto her elbows, taking it, her cheek to the floor, her whipped ass in the air, blatant, reckless.

She kept saying it over and over, wrapping her head around it just like her cunt wrapped around the fake cock.

Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me…

Veronica chose this moment to lay a bombshell. “You’re not going to come, baby doll, not if I can’t.”

Cameron strained to see over her shoulder. “Did…did Victor say that?”

Veronica smacked the meat of her ass with her palm. “I said it, are you deaf?”

Cameron whimpered, almost giving in to the self pity, and then at the last second she clenched her fists and screamed.

It was primal, it was rage. It was a lot of shit stored up.

“Stop being a brat,” said Veronica. “At least you can go home and get off.”

“I need to come,” Cameron cried. “It’s not fair.”

Cameron knew she was pushing it, but why? Did she want to see how Veronica would handle a tantrum?

She got her answer quick enough.

“Get up,” Veronica commanded.

Cameron sniffled, a bellyful of trepidation under her pouty exterior.  

She was about to get what she had wished for, like it or not.

Veronica proceeded to take her by the wrist and led her to the closet, making a quick detour at the toy bag.

“Ask me, go ahead, fucking ask me what I’m going to do,” Veronica dared her.

Cameron figured it out quick enough.

No wonder Veronica had thought the room was so perfect.

Among other things, the dowel rod in the closet was just the right height.

Veronica fed the hand cuffs through and clicked them closed, securing Cameron’s wrists just above her head.

Fuck.

Veronica glared at her, another dare.

Cameron lowered her eyes.

“I can see, you bring it out in people,” Veronica said.

Cameron was afraid to ask what it was she brought it out. Whatever it was, Veronica didn’t volunteer.  

She walked away instead, hips swaying imperiously.

“I’m sorry,” Cameron whispered now, too softly to be heard.

The lights went off. It was dark on account of the drapes being closed.

Except for a sliver of dirty light coming through the industrial sized window like something in an urban vampire movie.

This was definite mind-fuck territory.

Cameron was so fucking horny.

She would fuck that desk clerk. She would fuck the broken broom handle with the duct tape on it that he kept on the desk for security.

Oh, yeah, Victor had trained Veronica well. What did the rest of life matter when you could play like this, bleed like this?

It was a waiting game.

And Cameron was supposed to lose.

“Mistress, Veronica…I’m sorry…your slut…is sorry.”

This time it was loud enough to hear.

Veronica came to her but not with any noble intentions of freedom.

“Open your mouth to complain and I will put a ball gag in it.”

Cameron bit her lip, nothing but anticipation as Veronica cut the straps of her sports bra.  As feared her breasts betrayed her, spilling out, bouncing, begging attention, craving abuse.

Veronica played with them a little, like they were lonely puppies.

Just long enough for Cameron to want it soft and then, boom, the rug pulled out again, we now return you to your regularly scheduled sadomasochism.

The clothespins were strangely ordinary. Veronica knew how to apply them.

“You have to feel into the pain. It bites and doesn’t let go. Let your crotch have it, that’s my advice.”

Cameron danced in place for the first one, foolishly.

The pin only bit harder, faster.

She was steadier for the second.

Surprisingly, it wasn’t that bad, a radiating throbbing, a kind of warm security, an absolute in a nebulous world.

“Turn.”

One simple word, a command.

Cameron let her ass face out.

She thought of herself in terms of body parts, tits out, belly out, cunt out.

Veronica had something broad and flat.

Cameron yelped. Shit was that a violation?  

She was quiet for the second blow, taking the paddle across the broadside of her behind, the ass she sometimes liked and sometimes didn’t.

“I’ll leave it at two,” Veronica said. “Wouldn’t want hubby to ask too many questions, seeing you all bruised and beaten.”

Cameron caught the error. Was it a test, to see if Cameron would correct her for mistaking the relationship between her and Craig?

“Turn,” Veronica said again.

Cameron rotated, little shuffling bare foot steps.

“Spread.”

Oh, jeezus, a vibrator. How was she supposed to keep from coming now?

Veronica went right for her clitoris.

“I can’t, I can’t,” Cameron whined.

“Can’t what? Follow orders? Lazy little slut, I would beat you every day, you would wear chains and sleep in a little cage because you can’t handle freedom.”

Cameron held on, somehow.

Veronica left her, letting her slump against the wall.

How long was this going on, hours, days?

She strained to hear something, anything.

“Don’t leave me like this!” she shouted, already cringing in anticipation of punishment, like these nipple clamps weren’t enough, beating at the walls of her brain, demanding response, wanting the pain sensors to shoot off for real.

Veronica returned, but not to whip or paddle.

It was worse, she wanted to talk.

“What are you gonna do?” Veronica whispered in her ear. “When he calls for you?”

Cameron knew who she meant, it was hardly rocket science.

“How—how do you know he will?”

She snorted. “You’re flavor of the day.”

“I will say no…”

“To Victor?  You?”

“Just because I’m submissive doesn’t make me his submissive.” It was a corny line she had read in an on-line journal, but Cameron liked the sentiment.

“Oh, you’ll say yes all right, because Victor knows the secret.”

“What secret?”

“It’s got nothing to do with you, if that’s what you think. It’s everything to do with him. The man enjoys this shit, he loves women and he loves torturing them.”

“You’ve just described half the serial killers of the world,” Cameron ventured.

Veronica shrugged. “You’re the psychologist, but I don’t think serial killers really enjoy it, they just have all these shut down parts of their brain. Victor’s is lit like a Christmas tree. He won’t really hurt you, he knows right from wrong, but if you go into his lair you’re gonna get the treatment.”

“Like you?”

Veronica kissed each of her clamped nipples. “It’s going to hurt when I take these off. You got someplace you can go?”

“It’s a little hard chained in a dumpy closet.”

“I mean mentally. Can you drain all it off into sex?”

“Don’t be absurd.”

“We call it subspace.” Veronica ran her finger nails across Cameron’s belly. “It’s where a master sends you, but you got to want to go. Maybe if you think of Craig doing this, chaining you up, making you sing…and cry.”

Cameron felt nothing.

“Or should it be Victor, is that what you want? Would you like to be his pretty little slut, begging his attention, crawling, whatever it takes? You know what you see in his eyes when he’s clamping your breasts or shoving his cock in you? No fucking compromise, that’s what you see. That’s the goddamn terror. He doesn’t need you, he never will, but you’ll need him, more and more and the ante will go up, and you know eventually you’ll falter, you won’t have enough and then…”

“And then what?” Cameron cried, feeling the waves of pleasure and pain, ripping through her mind.

She took off both the clothespins at once. “And then…he leaves you.”

Cameron slumped in her bonds.  She fell against Veronica who gently began to soothe her.

“You’re safe, we have…each other.”

Cameron was sobbing. She didn’t know why.

Veronica said something about a standard reaction to a first session.

She drew a bath and let Cameron soak a while in the tub. The suds played about her half floating breasts. She ate her knees on account of the small size. Veronica sat on the outside of the tub, her feet tucked under her. She had a silver flask in her purse, Russian vodka that went down surprisingly easy.

They talked until it was dark.

Cameron remembered her car back at the restaurant.

She also remembered Craig.

“Are you all right to drive?” asked Veronica.

“I think so,” Cameron said. “As fit as you are at least.”

Veronica snorted. “That’s not saying much.”

Cameron snapped her fingers, remembering. “Snot rag--that was my safety word.”

“You forgot it? Good lord, why didn’t you tell me?”

“You said you would ignore anything I said except the safety word itself. Besides, I wouldn’t have wanted to stop what you were doing to me.”

“In that case, you may be more messed up than I am.”

Cameron laughed. “You seem all right to me.”

Veronica rolled her eyes. “Now I know you’re messed up.” 

***

Craig was over the whole hiding in the bathroom routine.  

“Cameron, you will open this door now,” he said, his voice cutting through her like a knife through butter.

She could hardly blame him. It was the third night in a row. She had opted to take a shower when she got back from the motel and one shower just kind of turned into two and then three, like she couldn’t quite get clean.

And there were the marks on her ass.

Jeezus, how would she explain that? What kind of research leaves welts?

“I’m going to count to three, then I will knock the fucker down.”

Her heart slammed in her chest. He would do it, too, or throw out his shoulder trying.

Honestly she had never seen him so worked up, at least not about her. He got this way with computer programs or when he was telling his family where to get off for interfering in his life.

They hadn’t liked Cameron from the beginning, thought she was too esoteric, not practical enough…or pretty enough.

That last one really got to Cameron.

“One…”

She unlocked the door just as he got to two.

Craig swung it open, still spoiling for a fight.

Cameron on the other hand felt the strength bleed away.

Oh, god, let him just expose me and get it over with…

Pushing past her he made a cursory search. “There must be something keeping you in here, what is it, drugs?”

She kept her back to him as he moved about the room like a prowling tiger.

Predictable, he became suspicious. “What don’t you want me to see?”

“Nothing…”

He grabbed her arm. It was like a shot of pure sex.

“You’re hurting me,” she lied.

“You’re full of shit,” he said.

She had a towel on, he ripped it off.

“Please, let me…” she said throatily.

He kept her on her feet. “Christ, Cameron, you think I want a blow job right now?”

She certainly wanted it, his cock shoved to the back of her throat, making her gag, treating her like the little slut she was. That was the only way out of this, the only hope of balancing the scales and keeping everything going.

“I’m sorry, baby…”

“So now you’re crying?”  He spun her about. “Why are you covering your ass? Get your hands out of the way?”

Cameron put her hands to her sides, awaiting judgment.

Craig said nothing, the most damning attack of all.

“Let me explain…”

He shook his head. “We’re done. This…is done.”

“But you don’t even know what happened. You’re not even giving me a chance…”

He pointed to the door, very, very calm. “Pack your shit, Cameron. Just pack up and get out.”

She followed him to the kitchen. He was making coffee for more studying, like she was gone already, like he was just going to go on with her life and meanwhile she had nothing, no man, no center…no master.

“Get up,” he told her as she threw herself at his feet, sobbing. “Don’t make this any more of a shambles.”

“Let me explain,” she begged, clutching at his pant leg. “I didn’t cheat on you, I promise.”

“Well, whatever you did, it involved you being naked with someone, and how come you didn’t tell me you were doing a project on BDSM?”

Her heart skipped a beat. “How…how did you…?”

“How did I find out, you mean? I went to your teacher, told him we were having some issues. I was just looking for a referral to a counselor and that’s when he spilled the beans. Is that what’s going on, are you in over your head?”

Her silence was all he needed to hear.

“I am sorry, Cameron, I will be your friend, but you can’t just use me, damn it, when I think the other night, the way you were in bed that you were just living out some fantasy. I bet it’s the same way now. What am I in your head, some fucking pirate or biker lord while you kneel down there all wet and ready?”

“You’re an asshole.” Cameron scrambled back across the linoleum on her ass. “I don’t want you, I don’t need you.”

“I feel sorry for you, Cameron, I really do,” he shot back. “More than that I feel sorry for what we could have been. I’m going out for a walk, if you can manage it, don’t be here when I get back.”

Cameron rolled herself into a ball on the floor.

She sobbed until there was nothing left.

Finally, reason kicked in.

She had to call someone, find somewhere to stay.

There was only person who would understand.

She hit the redial, praying Veronica would answer.

“Hello?”

Cameron’s heart skipped a beat. She looked in horror at the phone.

The last number hadn’t been hers…it had been his.

“Who is this?” Victor demanded.

Cameron couldn’t bring herself to hang up. “It’s…it’s Cameron Blaine.”

“Ah, yes,” he said. “Our little graduate student, how is the research coming?”

The floodgates opened. “Craig…I…we…”

Victor cut to the quick. “Did he hurt you?”

His gallantry caught her off guard. “No, he’s not that type.”

Although maybe you are.

“Do you need a place to stay?”

For some reason she saw humor. “Sorry, I am not into cages…or bunny food.”

“You’ll stay at the mansion.”

Cameron tensed. He was serious. “What about Rachel?”

“She has no say in the matter.”

“Veronica says otherwise…”

“Veronica is a treacherous, jealous snipe, and I mean that in the most loving way.”

“Yes, she told me how much you love women.”

“My driver will come for you, no arguments.”

“You don’t know where I live.”

“I can find out, you’d be surprised.”

That she didn’t doubt. Robotically she recited the location, numb as any GPS.

“He’ll be there in fifteen minutes, be ready.”

Cameron terminated the call. She packed a small bag and put on jeans and a tee shirt.

“I hope we’ll talk,” she said meekly in the doorway to Craig’s study. “In a few days.”

“I don’t trust myself to say anything right now, Cameron, please respect that.”

She nodded, fresh tears in her eyes. He never even bothered to look up from his monitor.

Served her right.

Victor’s driver was a perfect gentleman. He never once looked at her in anything but a professional way.

And why should he, she thought, Victor wasn’t an animal, just because he kept naked women, treating them like dogs…

She settled herself in the back seat of the limousine, marveling at the carved wood interior, the plush leather seats. There was even a built in bar.

“Help yourself,” said the driver, closing the door.

Cameron poured herself a vodka.

Here’s to you, Veronica, boy do I have a funny story next time I see you.

Victor’s estate was located outside the city, in a northern suburb famous for its millionaire occupants. Even on a street of mansions, his stood out. The wrought iron gate stretched a quarter mile ending at a guard house with a uniformed officer.

The driver lowered the back window so the man could look inside. He did so with trained eyes, ex-police or military. Beyond the gate was a long winding drive, lined with sculpted shrubbery in the shapes of various animals. The drive ended at the house itself, a long gray stone frontage with dozens of windows and a high gabled roof.

Two more guards were waiting. One of them had a dog, a Doberman on a heavy leash. For the first time, Cameron felt afraid.

Were the guards trying to keep something out…or in?

She had to remind herself that Victor came referred. He was a member of the Club, the same one recommended by her teacher.  

“Are you in over your head?” Craig had asked.

She hadn’t been able to answer him. There was a logic to what she had been doing the last few days but not everything logical was sane.

A butler greeted her at the door. He had white gloves and black tails.

Half past two in the morning, she thought, what did Victor do, roll him out of a closet somewhere?

“Welcome, Miss, to Cabrini Greens,” he said with a bow.

“It’s a bit of a joke,” said Victor, entering now through a marble arch at the far side of the massive foyer. “Cabrini Greens is a notorious housing project. I’ve adopted the name and made it something beautiful.”

Victor looked splendid as always in a smoking jacket and slacks.

He probably woke up looking fabulous.

“I’ve heard of the place, yes,” she said.

Somewhere in the distance, echoing through the portrait lined walls, Cameron heard crashing glass.

“That would be Rachel,” Victor said dryly. “Tend to her,” he told the driver who was standing just behind Cameron, dwarfing her with his muscular, football player form.

“Yes, Sir,” he said, his voice giving no indication as to what he might do.

Tend to her. The words cut through Cameron. Was this part of the ongoing drama?

“Chambers will show you to your room,” Victor said. “If you will be so kind as to give him your schedule for tomorrow he will see to your needs.”

Her schedule…yes, tomorrow was Monday.

She had classes, her internship at the county clinic in the afternoon.

“I—I don’t know if I will feel up to going anywhere,” she said.

Victor inclined his head. “The choice is yours. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have business?”

“Rachel?” said Cameron, her nosiness getting the better of her.

Victor smiled, enigmatic. “Rachel, indeed.”


Chapter Seven

Cameron woke up with that odd feeling, the kind you get when you know someone is watching you.

She blinked twice, focusing on the blonde girl, her hair fine as spun silk, her skin glowing in the morning sunlight. She was sitting across from the bed on a red velvet armchair. One leg was swung up over the arm revealing a very neatly shaved sex, a pair of pretty pink lips brazen as petals underneath a feather light robe, fairy green.

Her breasts were surprisingly lush for such a delicate frame. The robe darkened her nipples but did not obscure them.  

She was barefoot, a circle of flowers tattooed around her left ankle.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” the girl said, extending her leg for a better view. “It’s Victor’s mark…one of them.”

“You must be Rachel.” Cameron sat up groggy.

“And you’re what the cat dragged in.” Rachel licked her lips, imperious. “You’re not all that.”

“I am what I am,” Cameron managed, gathering the sheet about her naked breasts. It was one thing to be evaluated by a man, or even by the likes of Veronica, but this girl was something else.

Rachel arched a brow, like she was a million years evolved. “Victor’s not going to fuck you, you know, you aren’t his type.”

“What makes you think I want him to?”

“Everyone wants Victor.”  She had her button nose in the air. “He’s the best…and so am I.”

“I thought slaves were modest,” Cameron said.

Rachel ignored the dig. “You want to look at my pussy but you won’t let yourself, why?”

“I’m not bisexual if that’s what you’re driving at.”

“We’re all bisexual, it’s human nature.”

Cameron couldn’t resist.  “Really?  And what college did you learn that at?”

“I’ve never been.”  Rachel ran her fingers through her hair.

“No shit.” Cameron tried not to watch her, the hypnotic motions, the pretty aquamarine nails.

Rachel just laughed, pure tinkling, falling glass, snow flake thin, slow motion, kaleidoscopic. “You’re so transparent. If you want it, just ask.”

“All I want is breakfast.”

“Do you now…” Rachel spread obscenely. “Then come and get it.”

Rachel threw a pillow at her. “Cover up, will you? Does Victor even know you’re here?”

Rachel pushed the pillow between her thighs, wrapping her legs around it “Dare me to come?”

“Get out!”

Rachel had the look of the devil. Slowly, but very, very methodically, she began humping. The halves of her robe fell open. “You get out, street trash.”

“I’m not trash!”

Why was this impudent young woman getting to her like this?

And why hadn’t she noticed the jewelry before, the tiny emeralds in her pink lobes, the matching necklace, the gems held together by fine spun gold, a luxurious interweave of chains.

Was it a collar or something else?

“You know why you are afraid of me?” Rachel said.

“I am not afraid.”

“It’s because of what I am…”

“You’re a brat, that’s what you are.”

“So put me over your knee. Oh, I forgot, you’re not dominant.”

Cameron was on her feet, trying to tear the pillow away. She succeeded, only to have Rachel lunge at her like a wildcat.

Fuck! Her nails were like claws. She ripped across Cameron’s face, opening a row of scratches.

Cameron struck back, using her palm. Rachel recoiled but only for a second. This time Cameron lifted her and tossed her on the bed. They rolled several times until finally Cameron pinned her.

Rachel’s eyes were pure green hell fire. “Do it,” she hissed. “Fuck me, own me.”

Cameron growled, overcome by the moment. She pushed the girl’s slender thighs apart with her knee.

“Is that all you have?” Rachel taunted.

“Little cunt,” said Cameron. “Spoiled little cunt.”

“It’s not so little,” said Rachel, grinding her pelvis against Cameron’s bare thigh. “Check and see.”

“Damn it, what’s wrong with you, Rachel?”

“What’s wrong with you?” Rachel managed to lift her head, her teeth clamping down hard on Cameron’s breast.

“Ow!” she screamed. Now she was pissed. Disengaging the girl, she flipped her over onto her back and began to spank her, peppering her pert little buttocks with savage blows from the palm of her hand.

Rachel started moaning, humping the bed.

Figured she would like it.

“That’s enough.”  

Victor was in the doorway, his firm tone more than sufficient to stop Cameron’s arm midair.  He was wearing a double breasted suit which emphasized his strong masculine build. The tie was blue, cobalt like his eyes, unblinking.

Cameron climbed off the bed like it was on fire.

Rachel sat up, hair plastered to her face, smirking. “She laid hands on me, Victor, are you going to let her get away with it?”

Victor regarded Rachel, his expression complicated. “Wait for me in the solarium.”

Rachel licked her lips. She winked at Cameron.

Like a cat, she sauntered off, humming an unknown tune.

“Are you all right?” Victor asked.

Cameron moved to cover herself with the blanket. “No thanks to that little monster of yours.”

“She will be dealt with. Is there anything I can do for you?”

“You can answer a few questions. In what galaxy do you consider that thing a slave?”

Victor smiled, revealing a kind of twisted fatherly admiration. “Think of her as a pet, a rather high strung one.”

Cameron frowned. “I would like to take a shower.”

“Of course, and if you would like to after you are dressed, you may feel free to come to the solarium to see firsthand how I deal with my little monster as you call her.”

Cameron feigned disinterest. “I will think about it.”

Actually there was nothing she would rather see than the insolent little Rachel getting her comeuppance.

It was all she could think about as she cleansed her body of the layers of sweat and sexual heat. She had the smell of Rachel on her, animal sex, plus her own arousal. They had come damn close to love making, if that was the right word for it.

Rachel had flat out wanted to be overpowered. And barring that she was going to use every weapon in her arsenal to hurt or maim.

A pet indeed.

She was a rabid beast who belonged in chains.

How could the same man own her and also the genteel, playful, emotionally mercurial but infinitely more mature Veronica?

And in between the two there was Chloe, simple, pretty, caged Chloe.

Cameron slipped the bar of soap inside her aching pussy now, pretending it was Victor’s cock. According to Rachel he would never fuck her, but Rachel was a cruel girl who said cruel things.

She was also a liar.

With a lot of mental issues, a doctoral thesis topic unto herself.

What kind of childhood had Rachel endured? Had she been abused?  

And why was Victor so obsessed with her?

Leaning against the wall, Rachel spasmed, her pussy clamping down on the soap, her clitoris swollen and pulsing. At the last second before orgasm, just to push herself over the top, she clamped down on her nipple, pinching it with her thumb and forefinger.

Veronica would be proud.

Craig would be…disgusted, fascinated, what?

She had told him she would call in a few days.

He wasn’t sure he would want to talk.

Fine, so she had fucked things up for good, couldn’t have been that great a relationship in the first place if he wasn’t even giving her a chance to explain.

It was shock, that’s all. It would wear off.

After all, suppose the situation were reversed and he showed up with a paddled ass?

Almost comical.

Cameron slid down, back to the wall, her spine rubbing on the tile, all the way to the floor. She came and came and came and still she wanted more.

Only the prospect of seeing Rachel’s punishment kept her from masturbating any longer. As it was she couldn’t get dressed fast enough, throwing on a tee shirt and running shorts.

Now she just needed to find the solarium.

She almost ran into the butler in the hallway. “I am to escort you,” he said.

The solarium was down a long corridor which led to another corridor. The walls were lined with suits of armor and paintings of men in various antique military costumes dating as far back as the sixteenth century. Juxtaposed were pictures of lounging, cherubic females, largely in reclined positions, naked or near naked besides streams and rivers or on picnics.

The message of female objectification and subordination was subtle but potent. One only had to visit the club to know that things hadn’t change all that much.

There were certainly no male slaves to be seen there, either cramped in demeaning little cages or serving away on hands and knees, groveling for bits of food from the hands of their superiors.

One of the guards was standing outside the double doors. He wore a blue blazer over a red golf shirt. He cast a menacing look at Cameron. The butler said a few words and he stood down, albeit reluctantly.

The butler opened the left door, indicating Cameron should enter. He closed it quickly behind her, adding greatly to the shroud of mystery.

“Ah, Cameron, there you are. Have a seat.” Victor was standing in the middle of the room, a giant glass enclosed area two stories high and some thirty feet long. There were plants of enormous size along with a bar, two couches and a fireplace, which looked strangely incongruent in the warm, jungle style ambiance.

Victor had removed his jacket and tie. He was holding a long red velvet rope that hung down from the high ceiling. “You’re just in time.”

Several of the guards were in a semicircle, their flies open, enormous hard cocks exposed.  

Victor put some slack into the rope. A pulley squeaked and an apparatus lowered. It was a kind of frame made up of gold rods laid out at cross angles. There were leather cuffs, two on top and two on the bottom.

Rachel was suspended from it, her lithe body painfully contorted into an upside down X. She had been stripped of her robe and locked inside of a leather helmet device with zippers over the eyes and nose. The mouth portion was open, her jaws being held wide apart by a kind of reverse clamp.

She hung limp, looking exhausted and broken already.

“You look pale, Cameron, I thought you were anxious to see justice done.”

“This…is hardly justice.”

He shook his head. “You can’t have it both ways. I’m too lax, I’m too strict, which is it.”

“Let her down,” Cameron said.

“But the fun is only beginning.” Victor adjusted the rope, bringing Rachel’s leather hooded head to the level of the guards’ crotches.

“Look alive, Rachel, darling,” crooned Victor, inclining his head toward one of the guards.

The guard had a two pronged silver rod.

“No,” cried Cameron.

The guard pressed the prod into Rachel’s belly. Her body shook, she moaned indiscriminately into her gag.

The first guard handed the prod to one of the others. Putting his hands on either side of Rachel’s head, he guided his cock into the open hole.

Rachel coughed, drooling.

The first guard grunted, fucking her hard.

The second guard used the prod again, this time pressing it to Rachel’s breast, just below the left nipple. The shaking and quaking of Rachel’s torso was just what the first guard needed to push him over the edge. Pulling himself out of the captive hole, he took aim, spilling himself directly onto her tongue. The spray coated the pink surface, dripping down.

“Swallow,” said the second guard, electrocuting Rachel on the hip.

Rachel gulped the come as best she could, her body twisting and writhing against the frame.

“Please…”  Cameron was begging. “I’ll do anything.”

Victor looked her up and down. “Tempting, but you’ve still got a boyfriend.”

“We broke up, I told you.”

“And you would put yourself in Rachel’s place?”

Cameron’s pulse raced. “Yes,” she said, scarcely recognizing the sound of her own voice.

The guards looked at Victor, waiting for his reaction. He held them in suspense a moment and then he started laughing. They followed suit.

“I’ll tell you what,” Victor said. “I’ll leave it up to Rachel. Take off the dental gag.”

The first guard worked skillfully, pulling the metal contraption from her mouth.

“Rachel, my sweet,” Victor said. “I know you’ve been listening. What shall I tell our kind visitor and her offer?”

Rachel’s voice was scratchy and hoarse, but her words were unmistakable. “Tell her…to eat shit…and die.”

“I am thinking we should take that as a no,” Victor mused. “What do you think, Cameron?”

“I think she’s scared out of her mind, brainwashed, disturbed.”

“That’s quite a diagnosis. Do you care to narrow it down?”

“You know what I mean,” Cameron accused.

The second guard was already shoving himself between Rachel’s pouting lips. Without the gag on she was required to hold her jaws open, sucking the man deep into her mouth.

He showed no mercy pushing directly to the back of her throat. Using the cattle prod as a dildo, the guard invaded Rachel, piercing her blatantly parted sex. Cameron tried not to be excited, but her body was betraying her, the tight nipples and the deep throbbing in her cunt.

Rachel sucked furiously. The guard ejaculated quickly, forcing her to drink down his thick, warm gobs.

The third guard went right to work, picking up where the second had left off.

Cameron had expected Victor to take a turn, but after the third man had reached his climax he dismissed the men and fixed himself a drink.

“Are you going to let her down?” Cameron said.

The ice tinkled in his glass as he deposited the cubes with a pair of silver tongs. “Rachel is good for hours up there, aren’t you, my sunshine?”

“I can endure anything,” said Rachel. “For you.”

Victor took a sip of his scotch. He had not as yet offered Cameron a drink. “I should like to use the pins, Rachel, have I your permission?”

“My body is your temple, Victor…your playground.”

Rachel sounded like such an old soul, like there was some nobility in sheer masochism.

Victor kept the pins in a brown, mahogany box, velvet lined. They were deceptively small, finely pointed with tiny pearl heads.

“I should be going,” Cameron said hastily.

Rachel laughed. “I’m the one going to bleed and she’s scared.”

“Rachel,” Victor said employing an entirely new tone. “You will ask our guest to stay…and to participate if she likes.”

Her breathing instantly deepened. “Yes, Master.”

It was the first time she had employed the term.

“Cameron, please stay?” said Rachel softly, purring like a kitten.

Victor handed Cameron the box. “I will give you the easy job.”

He extracted one of the pins. It was a longer one, the size of a sewing needle.

He went to Rachel, lightly rubbing the tip over her barely, barely grazing it. “You’ve been very naughty, Rachel, you gave our guest a terrible fright.”

Rachel writhed in response. “Punish me…”

Victor took hold of her apple shaped breast, expertly squeezing the flesh.

The needle slid in clean, erotic, the gleaming metal piercing soft flesh.

Victor paused to play with his victim’s clit.

“Oh, god,” she moaned. “That’s it, it’s so fucking good…but don’t let me come, just…just drive me out of my fucking mind.”

Victor inserted a second pin near the first. Slowly, methodically he worked his way around the tender globe. After each pin he paused to stroke Rachel’s clit. She was making a noise now, a kind of moaning sob. Cameron could only imagine the stinging pain, not to mention the agony of riding on the razor’s edge of pain and pleasure, a heartbeat from orgasm.

Victor took one of the tinier needles. Bypassing her breasts, he moved directly between her legs. Oh, god, now what was he going to do?

He was manually stretching her labia, getting it ready for the needle

The room went black before she saw the tiny sliver of gold enter her pink red lip, piercing it like an earlobe.

Of all the times to faint…


Chapter Eight

When Cameron regained consciousness, she found herself back in bed. A doctor was leaning over her, a portly man with thinning hair and pink balloon fingers. She had been having a sexual dream in which Craig was caressing her breast, whispering in her ear how sorry he was and how he would never let them be separated again.

To her horror she discovered it was the doctor groping her, his hand eagerly massaging under her tee shirt.

She moved to scream and he covered her mouth with one of his ham hands.

“Don’t resist,” he rasped. “I know what you are. I know all about Victor’s women, he lets me have my way with them. It’s part of my fee.”

Cameron’s protests came out a garbled mess. She tried to convey it with her eyes. She wasn’t one of his women, not like that.

“Relax,” he said, manipulating her rubbery swelling nipple.  “It’s not like everyone else doesn’t do worse...”

His soft fingers had skill and Cameron was still feeling very weak. All the BDSM sex scenes she had been watching hadn’t helped either.

“That’s it, honey, that’s a good patient.”

Oh, god, she hated herself for moistening, for giving up her one best chance to fight him off. It wasn’t right—he had no right.

“Let me just go lock this door…and then…get these shorts off.” He moved fast for a big man, there and back in seconds flat. Sliding his hand under her ass like it was some kind of medical procedure, he lifted her up, managing to work her shorts all the way past her hips.

“Please,” she said weakly. “I don’t want to do this.”

“You’re aroused,” he said. “Don’t tell me you don’t want it. Do you need the domination? Victor’s women usually do. It’s okay. It turns me on, too.”

With that he grabbed her face, both cheeks in one hand. “Now you listen to me, I am the doctor and you’re the patient. You do as I tell you or there will be consequences, understood?”

She wasn’t ready to give in yet. “If you’re really a doctor you should show mercy.”

“Not to sluts like you. Shall we do an exam to confirm it? You don’t even know me, you are probably disgusted by me but all I have to do is tell you to spread for my cock and you’re ready like a bitch in heat, aren’t you?”

She didn’t answer fast enough for her liking. He grasped hold of her left nipple through the tee shirt twisting it.

“Ouch, you’re hurting me…”

“You will address me as Doctor or Sir.”

“You’re…you’re hurting me, doctor.”

Without letting go of her nipple he lowered his head, swallowing her lips with his. Her struggles and protests dissolved, the pain, the humiliation and the need all mixed in her head, a hot jumble that left her panting.

He released her, grinning.

“That’s more like it.”

Cameron moaned. “Why—why are you doing this?”

“It’s what you’re here for, isn’t it?”

She shook her head no. He just laughed. “Strip,” he ordered. “It’s time for your slut examination.”

Cameron pulled the tee shirt over her head baring her breasts. She thought about Rachel, poor Rachel stuck with needles, hooded and hung upside down. She had refused a chance to get free.  Why?

For the same reason you are cooperating with this so-called medical practitioner, came the voice in her head.

Domination, humiliation, whatever it was called, she couldn’t resist.

He helped her with her shorts and panties. “Very nice,” he approved at the sight of her tight little pussy. “Let’s see what’s going on, shall we?”

Cameron planted her feet on the bed, pulling them toward her chest. He eased her legs apart, his face intent like a gynecologist.

“There’s a lot of fluid,” he said. “And your lips are swollen.”

He touched her with something cold and metal, some kind of instrument.

“Can you feel that?”

“Yes…”

She tried not to arch her back. She barely contained the moan.

She was so helpless, so damned needy.

“Please move against my finger.” He pressed her clitoris. He had put on some kind of a glove. Shamelessly, she began to hump, pressing her body against his hard knuckle.

He removed his hand, denying her impending orgasm. “Kindly clean my glove,” he said putting it to her face.

She parted her lips, accepting the juices. She licked and slurped at the latex, shamelessly imagining it was a cock in her mouth.

“Your slut reflexes are good,” he observed. “Do you crave orgasm?”

“Yes,” she croaked. “Yes, Doctor.”

“I have a final test, roll onto your stomach for me.”

Cameron obeyed. Her ass was upturned now, completely open to his predations.

“You will feel a little pressure,” he said.

Oh, god, he was pushing his finger up into her ass, spreading some kind of gel, cold and slimy. “Please, what are you doing?” she moaned.

“Sluts must be equally open anally and vaginally.”

“I don’t…I can’t…”

“It’s your treatment, you can’t argue.”

Cameron moaned as he began to push the object into her. “Is that…a dildo?”

“It’s a scientific instrument, but yes, it simulates a male penis. We find we get the best response this way.”

For some reason she thought of the blonde slave on the kitchen floor of the club, on her hands and knees, scrubbing, accepting scraps from the hands of her masters.  Did she receive this kind of ‘treatment’, too? What about Rachel? Or Veronica?

And what about her host—what was he doing right now? Was he laughing somewhere thinking about his house guest?

“Where…is Victor?” she said, trying to concentrate on the words she needed to say.

“He is with Rachel.”

Still? What would they be doing by now? Cameron fought back a wild flash of jealousy. She had no interest in Victor, with his lean body, sculpted form and wolf’s eyes. She could go her life without feeling the touch of his fingers on her superheated skin…or the feel of his hard cock inside her superheated pussy.

Cameron balled her fists and pounded on the bed. The doctor was gradually working the dildo in. She felt like she was being split open. Her body felt so full and yet her throbbing channel was so empty.

She was on the verge of begging the doctor for sex, his slobbering body swallowing hers as he thrust his shaft inside her, small as it might be.

“Are you ready for a clinical climax?” he asked now.

“Yes, Doctor, please,” Cameron whimpered.

“Turn over,” he ordered, patting her ass.

Cameron rolled onto her back, the dildo still inside her ass.

The pressure radiated up her spine, to the very tips of her nipples. “Hurry,” she groaned.

“This will not be like any orgasm you have ever had,” he said. “You must be patient.”

He was holding a tiny instrument in his hand, a cross between a surgeon’s forceps and an eyelash curler.

Her belly clenched in anticipation, sprinkled with fear. “Wh—what is that for?”

“It is called a clitoral extender. You will submit to it.”

Cameron clamped her thighs together. “I won’t let you.”

The doctor’s face held no expression as he leaned down. Crisply, employing a freshly gloved finger he slapped her. Cameron’s head whipped to the side, her cheek instantly red with pain. He was poised to hit her again.

“This will continue, slut, until you open your legs.”

Cameron felt the strength drain. She did as told no further resistance.

The doctor patted her head, an odd patronizing gesture that shamed her worse than anything, including the anal invasion. “Good girl, you’re coming along nicely.”

Cameron’s only defense now was begging. “Please, Doctor, don’t hurt me.”

“Oh, it will hurt a bit. As I said, this is going to be a novel experience for you. You will come as a true slut, in pain.”

Tears erupted. Why wasn’t she just pushing him away or saying no? Why in hell was a part of her attracted to this like a moth to flame?

“Is there any other way?” she wheedled. “Could I…could I please you with my mouth?”

“No thank you,” said the doctor. “I am on duty, although I am sure you are quite a skilled little cocksucker.”

He told her to hold very still for the next part.

“And I do mean still,” he emphasized.

Cameron didn’t dare breathe. He had a look of intense concentration on his moon face. Holding the extender in one hand, he used the other to manually part her sex lips.

Her sex gushed in response, her aroma filled the air. Her body’s reaction only deepened the shame, the dark desire.

“Very often we restrain the subject, but I am trusting you to be able to control yourself,” he explained.

Cameron didn’t want to be trusted, she wanted to be taken, transported to some other universe, where all of this made sense, where a girl didn’t have to lose her closest relationship in the world on account of sexual urges she could not control, where one’s own fiancé didn’t react with pity and anger at the sight of a few red marks on one’s flesh.

The doctor had hold of her clitoris. She felt the cool metal pincers, smooth, deviously efficient, tighter and tighter, the pressure mounting, throbbing pleasure mixed with a sharp sting, indescribable.

“I won’t ask you to hold out,” he said. “This is your first time…”

The words faded away as Cameron’s world exploded into a million pieces, shattering across the horizon, lifting and shaking her, invisible whips slashing at her from every direction at once, along with feathers, tickling, and hands…demanding.

The orgasm sliced her open, razor thin. The doctor held her down at one point, his ham hand on her pelvis. Her head was thrashing, she reached for her nipples twisting them back and forth, trying to stay ahead of the plateau.

Eventually it ended. She was limp, drenched in sweat. She felt like she had been blasted from a volcano, spewing in the form of liquid hot magma which splattered on the earth and cooled into shimmering stone, a sheet of it, smooth as ice.

The doctor was packing up his instruments.

“What…what time is it?” she wanted to know.

“It’s nearly dinner time. Victor is expecting you. I believe you will find a suitable outfit in the closet.”

“Will you be there?”

The doctor laughed. “Oh, I have other places to be, a round of examinations at the club to be precise.”

Cameron struggled for something else to say.

“You should know I am going to give a report to Victor,” he said closing his medical bag with finality. “Would you like the results?”

‘No’ said her brain, though her mouth said yes.

“You have an unusually high tolerance for pain combined with a very sensitive response on the sexual registry. While I am not a psychologist, I would say that if you pursued the BDSM lifestyle you would find it conducive.”

“As a submissive or slave, you mean.”

She had spoken the words acerbically, though he took them at face value.

“I should think the former rather than the latter, but the choice would be yours,” he said.

Cameron seized on his words. “Finally, someone who doesn’t see me licking a man’s feet and begging to live in a cage.”

The doctor smiled. “Oh, I see you doing all that and more, but I doubt you will ever find a man to give it to you, which is why you will have to settle for being a submissive.”

“Why wouldn’t a man give it to me?”

“I think I will defer to Victor on that one.” The Doctor bowed. “It’s been a pleasure, Miss Blaine.”

What was that supposed to mean?

More confused than ever, Cameron went to explore the closet.

The dress took her breath away. It was midnight blue, knee length with a plunging back and a scoop neck. There were matching heels. She touched the silk. It was expensive, that was for sure.

Would it fit her?

She was afraid it wouldn’t.

Then again she was afraid it would.

***

Rachel was dressed up like a school girl on holiday, low flat sandals, a modest green dress accentuated by green ribbons in her upswept hair. The only luxury was the emerald necklace and earrings, though even these were subtle and understated.

Everything about her said demure, well behaved young lady.

Victor by contrast, looked like the lord of the manor in his black tuxedo. The pair of them was there to greet Cameron as she entered the dining room.

“You look stunning,” said Victor, taking Cameron’s hand and bringing it to his lips for a kiss.

Cameron stole a glance at Rachel for signs of jealousy. She had her hands at her sides, her eyes shy and downcast.

“Rachel, have you something to say?” Victor prompted her.

“I am terribly sorry for my behavior,” said Rachel, “Will you accept my apology?”

Cameron was too stunned to reply. Was this the same Rachel who had been hanging upside down in a leather hood in the solarium, let alone the free-wheeling little gypsy who had snuck into Cameron’s room overnight?

“Yes,” said Cameron at last. “Of course.”

Rachel smiled eagerly, grabbing Cameron’s arm in a gesture of pure sisterly love. “Let me show you to your seat. Victor, may I move my place so I can sit next to Cameron?”

“Yes,” said Victor. “That would be fine.”

Rachel chatted away as they walked. The dining room was enormous. The table was built to sit a hundred, though it was set for only three. A chandelier the size of a small mountain hung from the ceiling.

“I am so glad you are here,” Rachel was saying now as she began moving her setting to the other side of the table. “We will have so much fun. Do you like the Jonas Brothers? Of course not, they are way too immature. I used to like Green Day, now I like Nickelback. You know all their songs are about sex, the women are pure sluts and the men love trying to control them. Wouldn’t it be off the hook if they sang about BDSM?”

Cameron just stood there. It was like trying to follow a whirling dervish.

This chick gave new meaning to bipolar.

The new arrangement left Victor at the head of the table with Cameron to his right and Rachel to the right of her.

Victor helped both women to sit, holding out their chairs for them.

“A toast,” he said after the champagne was poured. “To new beginnings.”

“To new beginnings,” proclaimed Rachel, rather louder than the other two.

Cameron had her doubts.

Sure enough as soon as the soup arrived, Rachel had something to say.

“I’m not sure I’ll be very hungry with all the protein I’ve had today.”

“Do your best,” said Victor, his tone serving notice that the topic was to be dropped.

“I only meant that I swallowed a lot of come,” she said, as though spelling out the obvious would somehow serve a purpose.

“Rachel Francine,” Victor pronounced. “This is your last warning.”

Rachel hung her head. “Yes, Sir.”

“So tell us Cameron,” said Victor. “What do you think of our humble abode so far?”

Cameron fished for words. “It’s…enlightening.”

“Cameron, tell us about the Doctor,” said Rachel.

Cameron flushed red. “I…I’d rather not talk about it.”

“Did he use his little clit tweezers?” she whispered more than loud enough to be heard by Victor.

“Cameron already said she didn’t want to talk about it,” said Victor.

Rachel looked contrite. “Sorry.”

“You need some thinking time, young lady,” Victor decided. “Go and find your spot.”

“But we’re talking,” Rachel whined. “I’ll be better, I promise. Please don’t do this to me in front of company.”

Victor snapped his fingers. “Corner, now.”

“Yes….” Rachel rose from the table, all trace of rebellion instantly vanished.

Victor held out his glass for more champagne. The server quickly obliged, though he had half an eye on the waif doing her sexy shuffle across the tile.

Rachel slipped off her sandals as she reached the far wall. Hands at her sides she slipped into place, her face obscured now, her buttocks exposed, only the dress to protect her from prying eyes…or punishing hands.

“Let’s keep that back straight,” said Victor, not deigning to look at his young slave. “And that pretty little nose tight to the wall.”

Rachel obeyed, pressing herself more tightly.

“How…how long will she stay like that?” Cameron wanted to know.

“A few minutes, an hour, it all depends.”

“On?”

“How contrite she seems.”

Cameron guzzled her champagne. So Victor wasn’t a pushover. He had his dominance over the young, tempestuous beauty. And yet there relationship was more complex than mere master and slave.

She longed to learn more about it.

“Her contrition doesn’t seem to last,” Cameron noted.

“Neither does anything else in this world.”

The champagne was kicking in, emboldening. “That sounds evasive. Is Rachel a failure…as your enslavement projects go?”

Victor smiled. “You could ask me the same about Veronica. She is hardly a textbook submissive.”

“Not like cage loving Chloe, who, by the way, has someone else’s initials on her ass, ZS, as I recall.”

“ZS is not a person.  It’s an entity, the Zanzibar Association. It is a community of consensual masters and slaves,” said Victor. “I acquired Chloe from them several years back.”

“Acquired? That doesn’t sound consensual.”

“Chloe made certain agreements, pledges when she joined the Society. She could quit, but she has her vow to obey.”

“You make it sound like marriage.”

“Oh, it’s much more than marriage. A slave commits body and soul, his or her literal life in exchange for the caring protection and discipline of a master.”

“You haven’t mentioned love,” said Cameron. “Then again you already made it clear you live your life without it.”

“That is my choice.”

“To deny your humanity?” Cameron wasn’t sure why this conversation was upsetting her so much. Probably it had to do with Craig. “That doesn’t seem like much of an option.”

Victor’s eyes were deep, cold, unblinking. Cameron wanted to flee from them, but something held her focused. The need to convert him, to pull him into her world—or did she want to be in his?

“I have seen enough of this humanity you speak of,” he declared. “I prefer the beasts of the world. They are more honest at least.”

Cameron reached to her lap for her napkin. “I’ve lost my appetite.”

“Planning on running…again?”

“I’ve never run from you.”

“Your whole life is about running,” Victor said. “Don’t look so surprised, you’re not the only one who studies the human psyche. Inside you is a hurt female, a wounded rejected girl. She knows what it will take to heal her, but she is scared of the price—rather you are scared of paying it for her.”

“Mumbo jumbo,” she dismissed. “If you’ll excuse me.”

Victor laughed.

“Is there a frigging joke here?”

“You’ll have to forgive me, but I’ve rather seen through to the end and it’s a bit comical. You’re baiting me right now, secretly hoping I will tell you to sit back down and mind your manners. We’ll circle the issue a while, etc., etc. By morning we’ll have blasted through the possibilities and you will vow to hate me for the rest of your life.”

“You’re not worth hating.”

“Let her go,” called out Rachel, still in her place in the corner.

“Silence!” shouted Victor, making the chandelier tremble.

Rachel began to cry.

“Feel more like a man now,” Cameron taunted. “Maybe you should take her back to the solarium, although that doesn’t seem to work does it.”

Victor was on his feet, something new in his eyes. His movements were slow and deliberate as he removed his jacket and for the first time Cameron saw it, the very thing that Veronica had been saying. His real power lay in his ability to enjoy.

He was playing.

It was all a fucking game, including the yelling.

Rachel wasn’t out of control. She was the creature he wanted her to be.

She had been trained, that’s what he had meant when he called her a pet. An over indulged one.

Didn’t masters spoil pets for their own pleasure?

But a man like Victor was easily bored. He needed new mountains to climb.

The flavor of the day, Veronica had called Cameron.

“Rachel,” said Victor. “I am afraid we must leave you for a while. Do be a dear and wait for me, will you?”

Rachel’s shoulders shook as she sobbed, silently.

“What do you think you are doing?” Cameron said as Victor stepped around the table reaching for her.

“I believe it’s called cutting to the chase.”  

In one smooth motion he lifted her into his arms, pulling her against his muscular chest. She tried not to inhale his scent, fresh musk with a hint of sheer masculine essence. He was so strong and she was so frail.

She ought to be fighting, saying no.

But she wanted it.

And god knows she needed it.  

***

Victor carried Cameron up the stairs, three long, winding flights straight up to his bedroom.  The décor took her breath away almost as much as the man himself. It was fit for a king with gold leaf furniture and an enormous four poster bed. The bed was covered in red velvet. There were matching velvet ropes, one at each corner.

Cameron felt a hot stab in the belly. It was built in bondage.

A riding crop sat atop one of the monogrammed pillow cases.

Was it a usual part of the furnishings or had he anticipated having someone in here tonight…her to be precise?

Somber looking men frowned at her from the paintings. Their eyes were dark as Victor’s, though they lacked that dancing light of play.

Victor wasted no time depositing her in the center of the bed.  He did so with such gentleness that she was almost lulled into a false sense of security.

His next words cured her of any illusions.

“Since the clothes you are wearing are technically mine,” he said. “You will understand if I take the liberty of ripping them from your body.”

“You’re a gentleman for warning me,” she said. “Though I had my suspicions.”

Victor smiled, that trademarked angling of his lips that made him look like the devil in the disguise of an Adonis. “You may not think me a gentleman when this is all over. I have a tendency to push to the limits.”

“You’ll give me a safety word, then?”

“No,” he said, rather surprising her with his answer. “That would spoil the fun.”

“So you have no qualms about raping me?”

“On the contrary, Cameron, the moment you say no, it will end. And I won’t gag you, either.”

“What’s the catch?”

He laughed, letting forth that rich, deep sound she was coming to crave like a fresh cup of coffee in the morning. “You really don’t see it, a brilliant student of the mind such as yourself? I am choosing to deny you any cover. I am not content to conquer your body.  I will have your mind’s acquiescence. You will collaborate each and every step or you will be cast aside.”

“You’re a bastard,” said Cameron. “Truly.”

“Thank you,” he said, unbuttoning his shirt. “I pride myself on the point.”

She watched him strip himself to the waist, baring his lean, swimmer’s physique, the washboard abdomen, the firm pectorals and rounded biceps.

Hands at his waist he said, “Shall we begin, Cameron?”

“Yes,” she replied, the sound of her own voice deafening and almost frightening in her own ears.

“It is my desire to be rough with you, Cameron, I want you naked as a preliminary to that end.”

Her heart slammed in her chest. Her breath grew shallow.

“Cameron?”

His voice held little patience…the clock was ticking.

“Yes…”

“That’s not enough, I want it spelled out.”

“Be—be rough with me…strip me…”

Victor moved very quickly, pinning her. The kiss let her know what was to come. She tasted her own blood, felt his tongue probing, stabbing, invading, their teeth clicking against each other, no chance to breathe, no opportunity to respond back.

Oh, god, she wanted to offer herself…

But this wasn’t about offering.

Face cold as stone he turned his attention to her breasts. Savagely he tore at her bodice, efficiently moving to expose her breasts. When the bra got in the way he simply tore down the entire top of the dress, pulling the bra straps over her shoulders.

She burned with the heat as he looked at his prize. She was nothing else at the moment to him but this, a pair of tits, round fleshy mounds to do with as he pleased.

Asking mercy would be futile.

He devoured them now, looking for his pleasure, not hers. God help her, she enjoyed, rose to the moment as he suckled and nibbled and bit.

Apparently the whimpering was not affirmation enough.

“Is this too rough for you, Cameron?”

Fucking…bastard.

She wanted to scream, how was she supposed to talk?

“It’s…it’s all right…”

He clamped with his teeth, leaving her no option but to squirm and push at his head with her hands.

“You want this over?” he challenged. “You want out of here?”

She shook her head.

“N—no…”

“I can go on?”

“Y—yes…”

The stakes went up considerably.

Yessssss…

His knee between her legs, making her spread, his hands, pulling up her dress, forcing it up past her waist, her panties, yanked down, shoes off, thrown across the room, all in rapid succession, a flurry of male centered energy, reducing her to object, an impending shelter for his pounding lust.

No—not just an object, a creature, a being of fantasy, pure energy. Mental pinup, spiritual jerk off…

Victor had her ankles obscenely apart now, a wishbone in his grip. “I don’t want to touch it, Cameron, no fucking foreplay, I don’t want to look at it, I don’t want to know what you’re thinking, feeling, or how goddamn wet you are…I want to be inside you, I want to make that happen…do you agree?”

He was looming, oh, god, he was there, he had opened his pants, he had done all the things necessary on his end. But he wouldn’t do it. He wouldn’t stick it to her, in her, until she said.

“No…foreplay,” she gasped, waving all rights, though ironically this reality of sheer overpowering, indifferent male power was what was making her wet.

No foreplay was foreplay.

Even Victor seemed to be feeling the strain now. He collapsed on top of her, his cock pushed up inside her, slid between the lips, jammed, exploded down within like a penetrating missile. She tried to remember what it had looked like, summoning from memory the split seconds she had seen his erection, that precious interval between the moment he took it out and when he used it…used her.

Victor extracted himself once, twice, slamming down in between. She was the favorite ride at the amusement park, the challenge of the hour…flavor of the day.

They fit, jeezus, they fit, in the heat, the mutual agreement to abandon humanity, playing the part of animals for just a few minutes.

He hadn’t even remembered to whip her.

This was deeper than BDSM.  

Primal.

His orgasm was hers, she soaked in the come as it spurted, clenching, unclenching her pussy walls, timing the waves of release with his own tight projections.

Nothing like this had ever happened with Craig or any other man. She was his beginning and he was her end. It was a circle, an uncoiled whip, snapping, unsnapping, curling out into eternity.

Dominant, submissive, what did it matter as he lay above her, gradually taking on weight, readjusting to human form until finally they remembered, or rather their souls remembered.

He was muscled, strong, on top. And she was underneath.

She couldn’t breathe.

She asked him to relinquish, which he did, moving himself to the side. His arm stayed across her waist, his hand naturally cupping her breast. She wanted to cry.

But not from pain.

He had wanted to be rough…but somehow he had taught her tenderness.

Cameron was afraid to fall asleep. She wanted this to last. She wanted to keep her dreams intact…her illusions.

This Victor was no knight in shining armor.

Then again, what kind of princess wants her clothes ripped off, her body thrown in place like a rag doll.

A princess like her, she thought, as her consciousness drifted away.

A dark princess…into the dark night. 


Chapter Nine

Rachel prodded Cameron awake, hours later, maybe days it hardly mattered.

Cameron’s head pounded, her mouth was dry. She lay in a shambles, her tattered dress strewn across the bed in pieces.

“Someone had a good time last night,” sing-songed Rachel.

Cameron wasn’t in the mood. “If you’ve come to taunt me…”

“Actually you have a phone call. It’s your stupid cell. It kept ringing so I answered it. It’s a guy named Craig. He sounds cute. Is he hot?”

Cameron snatched the phone from Rachel’s hand. “Craig, is that you?”

“Cameron, thank god,” he said. “Who was that who answered the phone?”

“It’s nobody,” Cameron said glaring at Rachel.

Rachel stood there smirking. She had pig tails today and a white tee shirt that said “Goofy and Gorgeous.”

“Rachel, please give me some privacy.”

Rachel rolled her eyes and sauntered out of the room.

Where was Victor? Cameron wondered.

“I’ve been worried sick about you,” Craig was saying now. “Where are you?”

“I’m…safe.”

“You don’t sound safe. Look, I want us to talk, I’ve done a lot of thinking and I’m not willing to end what we have just because of one little…incident.”

It was a lot more than that now, Cameron thought glumly. “I want to talk to you, too, Craig.”

“Good.  You’ll come home, then?”

She swallowed hard. How would she face Craig in the home they had built together, humble as it was? She didn’t deserve to be under that roof, not anymore.

“Can we meet someplace else?”

“I suppose…”  

“It would mean a lot to me.”

“Fine, name the place.”

She suggested a café, realizing too late it was the same place she had met Victor. “I can be there in an hour,” she said, having no idea what time it was now.

“I’ll be waiting,” he said. “I love you…”

“Me, too,” she answered, voice trembling.

She disconnected before he could say anything else.

A half hour later she had managed to shower and get dressed. She asked the butler to arrange a ride for her to the café. She gave no thought to what would happen next, after she met Craig, whether she would go back to him or return to Victor.

Assuming he wanted her.

She hadn’t the nerve to ask where he was.

Craig was true to his word, waiting outside the front door of the café.

“Cameron, thank god,” he said, giving her a hug.  

She half expected him to ask about the limo or maybe even be upset, but all he did was take her by the hand and lead her inside. He kept saying over and over how he had realized how much she really meant to him and how he would do whatever it took to keep them together.

Cameron couldn’t take it anymore. She finally interrupted him from across the table. “I slept with another man,” she said.

Craig blinked, as if waiting for a punch line. He had been holding both her hands in his, just moments ago talking about their future, white picket fences and children, and now…it was like the foundation of his world had just crumbled.

“Cameron…what are you saying?”

As though it weren’t self explicit enough.

“I fucked someone else, okay? It happened last night…”

Craig released her hands. “Who was it?” 

He was speaking slowly, in that measured tone he always used when he didn’t want to become emotional. They had always laughed about how she was the emotional one for both of them.

“You don’t know him. He’s a friend of one of my teachers.”

“Damn,” said Craig under his breath.

“I met him doing my project for Alternative Sexuality.”

“Must have been some project.”

“He is sexually dominant,” Cameron said, “I’ll answer any questions you have.”

It was the least she could do.

“Is that supposed to make it all better?”

“No,” she acknowledged. “It’s not.”

He looked down at his coffee as if seeing it for the first time. “I knew something was off. You’ve been so…distant, even in bed. Is he the one who put those marks on you?”

“No,” she said, feeling more like a slut than ever.

“So, what, there’s a group of guys? They hand you around or something?”

“It’s not like that.”

Cameron thought of Rachel, helplessly accepting cock after cock. And all the rooms in the club where girls could be used, the cages, the dirty mattress, designed for sexual humiliation.

“So what is it like?” he said, sounding pretty distant himself. “There must be something they do for you I can’t. You like being spanked or whipped, I guess.”

It was Cameron’s turn to stare at her coffee. “Sometimes,” she said, barely whispering.

“And chains, you like those? Do they make you hot?”

Her eyes moistened. “Please don’t be cruel?”

“How am I cruel? I have a right to know what I’m up against.”

Cameron felt something release deep inside. It was submission, degradation of a different kind, but exciting none the less.

Craig was about to strip her of her pride and invade her inner thoughts.

“There was a woman, too. There were two women, actually.”

“You’re bisexual?” Craig didn’t seem disgusted. In fact his voice had tightened, indicating he was very interested.

“Not exactly. I get excited from the power exchange. It’s like being made to do something I don’t exactly want, but I have to, you know?”

“Or you’d be punished.”

“Yes…”

Craig sighed, deep and reflective. “So what am I supposed to do about this? You expect me to dominate you, too?”

“I can’t force you. That defeats the whole point.”

He shook his head. “This whole thing baffles me.”

She reached to touch his hand. “I’m sorry, Craig, I am, you deserve better than me.”

“No, Cameron, what I deserve is the girl I met and fell in love with. What in blazes happened to her?”

“I don’t know,” she answered honestly. “Maybe she never really existed.”

“If those people have brainwashed you…”

“They can’t do anything that isn’t already in my own head. I had fantasies, Craig, when I was a teenager. I thought I was over it. I should have known when I was afraid to tell you about the project I was doing.”

His hand was cold in hers.

“Talk to me, Craig.”

“You wouldn’t like what I have to say.”

“Try me…”

“I think you’re irresponsible and reckless. You’re also afraid to be happy, which is why you are trying to wreck what we have. Do you deny it?”

“No.”

He sighed again. “Is there any way past this?”

“I have  to pay,” she said. “If we want a fresh start.

He snorted. “What? I should beat your ass to settle things?”

“If you wanted,” she said.

The voice came from far away. At the same time it was deep inside, perhaps the most accurate thing she had said about herself in a long time.

“Punish me, Craig.”

His gaze narrowed.

“You’re angry and you have a right. Whatever you decide, I will abide by. Corporal punishment, loss of freedoms, sexual discipline…”

“Sexual discipline, what’s that?” he asked, a half sneer on his face.

“It’s where you use a person’s body however and wherever you want, you play it rough as you like, make me suck you off in a men’s room, for example, or tie me down and fuck my ass.”

“And how does that differ from rape exactly?”

“Because I am agreeing to submit…and because I deserve it.”

“But you’d enjoy it, too. You said yourself, this BDSM stuff is about roughness, playing with the idea of force.”

“It’s a fine line,” she acknowledged. “You might need to pick things I definitely wouldn’t like, house cleaning, cooking, or take away my television privileges.”

“Privileges? What are you sixteen?”

Cameron didn’t want to break down, not here, not now. “I’m trying to relate to you, I am trying to reach out.”

“I’m sorry,” he acknowledged. “I know this can’t be easy for you.”

“It’s even harder for you. And you really didn’t deserve it.”

“But I do love you, Cameron, and that means I won’t walk away.”

She bit her lower lip. It was a leap of faith. “I have to know that whatever we do there is pleasure for you. If it’s just to please me it will all backfire.”

“So we have to find my natural dominant self.”

“Yes, but the scary part is not all people are turned on by BDSM, it’s like any other variation, latex, high heels, it either arouses you or it doesn’t.”

He arched a brow. “We did manage to have a pretty wild session the other night.”

“You ravished me,” she acknowledged. “You were a tiger. Can you isolate exactly what turned you on?”

“I think it was seeing you spin out of control…and then taking over.”

“You dominated me, you really did.”

“But I was angry, that’s not good.”

“Agreed, so how do we take the emotion out of it for you?  If anyone can figure that out, it’s you.”

Craig laughed, which she took as a good sign.

He ordered refills, which gave them both a chance to think.

“I do know of one thing we could do,” he said at last.

Cameron pounced on his words. “I’ll do anything, Craig.”

He was smirking, a little like Victor. “I’m not sure you’d like it, but it could be a way to help me feel…on top of things again.”

“Yes…”

“You could wear a chastity belt.”

Cameron’s belly did a hot flip, another good sign.

“Well?” he said.

“I said anything, right?” she rasped.

“You did.”

“It’s settled then,” Cameron declared, having no real idea what she was saying. “Between the two of us we will find a way to lock up my pussy and give you the key.”

Craig nodded. “And in the mean time there is something else.”

She waited with bated breath.

“It involves going back to the apartment.”

“You’re the boss,” said Cameron.

“Indeed,” said Craig trying it on for size. “We’ll see about that.” 

***

Cameron’s hand hurt like hell. She was on the tenth page and she had barely scratched the surface. Craig wasn’t letting her use her laptop either which made it take twice as long.

“Baby, why can’t I at least write in cursive?” she had asked as he laid out the punishment assignment.

“Because your handwriting sucks,” he had told her, hands on his hips. “Anyway, this isn’t supposed to be easy.”

He had a point, the bastard.

Actually she was elated. He was showing signs of being a natural dominant and he was doing it his way.

“I want every single detail,” he had told her as he sat her down at her desk. “Every time someone touched you or you touched them, everything that was said and most importantly how it all made you feel.”

The idea was brilliant. In the BDSM world it was called slave journaling, the compulsive revelation of the sub’s inner mental workings to her dominant, usually for the purposes of further control and manipulation.

“What will you do with it?” she had asked him as he thrust the legal pad in front of her. “When I’m done?”

“That is not for you to worry about,” he had said.

Midway through page eleven Cameron decided to take a potty break.

Craig stopped her midway down the hall. “Where do you think you are going?” he asked with all the friendliness of a jail warder.

“I have to go pee?” She hadn’t intended it to come out as a question.

“Without permission? I don’t think so.”

Cameron’s nipples tightened even as the objections rose. “But you can’t make me hold it.”

“You’re right,” he said showing a malevolent amount of patience. “I can’t make you do anything. But I can set the terms under which we will be reconciled. I believe you gave me that right, did you not?”

She lowered her eyes, her voice thickening. “Yes…”

“In that case, I suggest you return to your assignment, forthwith.”

“Craig, please?” She crossed her legs for emphasis.

He considered. “I will give you two options.”

“Okay…”

“Either pee in the toilet and start your assignment all over or…”

“Or what?” She was afraid to find out.

He had that look, that little smile she was coming to associate with males in the process of mentally tormenting their females.

“Or you can pee in the bathtub…with me watching.”

“You can’t be serious,” she exclaimed. “You know I don’t even like the door open when I’m using the bathroom.”

“I know you don’t and it’s always annoyed me. It’s like you’re excluding me. So what’s it going to be, make up your mind.”

Cameron bit her lip. Both choices sucked, but in the end her sore hand beat out modesty. “I’ll choose…the bathtub.”

“You’ll be naked,” he further refined the terms. “And I will watch.”

“Of course you will,” she grumbled.

He stood in the doorway as she stripped. She had been nude for him many times under many circumstances but nothing had ever felt like this.

“You seem pretty excited,” he said.

She felt the color come to her cheeks. He knew her all too well, the high pointed nipples, the way her breasts rose and fell and how she kept licking her dry lips, quick little dabs of her tongue.

“Yes,” she acknowledged. “You’re…the first.”

“The first how?”

“You’re pushing me past a boundary, Craig. This act of submission, this level of obedience belongs to you and you alone.”

She noted the swelling of his cock, yet another good sign in a long list.

“Tell me why this is hard for you, Cameron. What is it about revealing your bodily functions?”

“I—I’m not sure. I remember as far back as high school not wanting anyone else in the bathroom with me. I would hold it in for two or three periods waiting.”

“But you know you can trust me,” he said. “What you feel stays with me. I want you to share it…all of it.”

She crossed her hands in front of her sex. “I feel embarrassed.”

“Put your hands at your sides,” he said. “Open your legs for me while you talk.”

Cameron complied, her pussy throbbing and aching, her head swimming. “It’s…it’s humiliating.”

“You’ll be squatting,” he said. “The piss will come out of you, it will go down the drain.”

She lowered her eyes.

“I want my cock in your mouth afterwards,” he said. “I want to come and I want you to swallow everything I give you.”

“Yes, Craig, I’ll do that.”

“Think of this as a cleansing,” he said. “You’ll piss your cunt clean, you’ll erase the marks of that other man, what’s his name again?”

“Victor.”

“Yes, we will erase Victor.”

Cameron felt a twinge of panic. Men like Victor did not erase easily, nor did they surrender their prizes. She could only hope he had already had his fill of her.

And she of him.

“Do you need to go badly, Cameron?”

“Yes…”

“Ask me, ask permission.”

“Can I, Craig? Can I relieve myself?”

“Say ‘piss’, Cameron. Ask to go piss—for my pleasure.”

“May I piss,” she said, waves of degradation overcoming her. “For your pleasure.”

He unzipped his pants. She felt a lump in her throat as he pulled out his enormous, thick cock, warm, familiar…like coming home. “Yes,” he said. “You may piss for my pleasure.”

Cameron climbed into the tub. The tiles were cold on her feet. Craig entered the room now, his shaft in hand. He was stroking the length of it, very slowly, squeezing and massaging.

“Spread your thighs wide,” he ordered. “Play with your nipples at the same time.”

Cameron released a soft moan assuming the position. She felt the zing of pleasure and shame simultaneously. Her nipples ached. She thought of Victor kissing them, biting them.

Luckily there were no marks. She would have to write about it, though, presumably when Craig was through taking his pleasure.

“It’s…hard,” she complained.

“I can give you water to drink, we have all day.”

What day was it again? He was missing classes and so was she. First things first…

“I’m waiting…” His breath was quick and his cock looked ready to explode. Cameron felt it deep within, the release, the mix of sensations, the flow, a trickle at first, golden yellow drops and then…a rush, a jet from out of her cunt, spraying the tub floor and splashing up onto her feet.

Cameron was still pissing when he reached for the back of her head drawing her in. He had never been this hard, this thick. He grunted and shoved himself deep inside her mouth. She nearly gagged as he touched the back of her throat.

Fortunately he pulled back a little, wanting the suctioning of her tongue and cheeks. His come spurted, nowhere to go but down her throat. Cameron gurgled and swallowed, gurgled and swallowed.

He pressed the top of her head, steadying himself. For a long time he continued to fuck her mouth, even as his erection began to flag. Unbidden she licked him clean as soon as he extracted himself.

“You may take a shower and return to your assignment,” he said, looking both refreshed and strangely enlightened. “And don’t bother getting dressed again.”

“Yes, Craig,” she said huskily. 

It wasn’t master but it was close, a damn sight closer than she had thought possible just a few short hours ago.

Cameron resumed her writing now, this time in the nude. With every word she was painfully aware of her condition, the hypersensitivity of her body, the way her breasts rose and fell, the way her nipples tightened as she continued to relay the story, blow for blow.

She kept her thighs tight together, fighting the arousal. The parts about Victor were the hardest.  Just thinking about him made her heart pound, her pulse race. She knew she should be confessing, leaving the past behind, but she found herself wanting to be back there. She had missed so much the first time around, all the subtle nuances of their conversations, first at the club and then at the café.

He had a sense of humor. This was clear as she relayed the conversations. He also knew how to wrap her around his finger with his looks, the way he curled his lips, the way his dimples flashed, and those eyes. What would a woman give up just for a chance to see herself reflected in those icy depths?

He reminded her of a roller coaster, a ride of terror and thrills that you barely survive but can’t wait to take again, a dark pleasure you partake of knowing you will never be able to share it with another human being.

When she reached the sex scene her hand froze up. The ink might as well have been her blood.  It had happened so quickly, the act itself, and yet time had stretched out almost to infinity. Was she deluding herself to think it had been something unique in both their lives, something sacred?

Or did a man like Victor fuck women to oblivion on a regular basis, making them participate in their own utter undoing, their complete abasement?

If anyone was quintessentially male it was him, shamelessly reducing sex to its basest animal nature, no pretext of anything emotional. And yet he brought out her most female instincts, needing and wanting it to be permanent, hoping for something, anything.

Did he care about her? Did he think of her? Had it meant anything to him?

Hurriedly, she forced herself through, clinically describing the scene and wrapping it all up with a neat bow.

Just as hurriedly now she brought the entire assignment to Craig.

He gave her a kiss and told her how he proud he was of her.

She didn’t want him to be proud.

She didn’t know what she wanted.

“You’re tired,” he guessed.

“It was a lot,” she agreed.

Grinning he took her hand. “Let’s go to bed, you can take a nap and I will read what you wrote me.”

Craig lay on his back, head propped up on the pillow, still fully clothed. Cameron lay across him, her cheek on his chest. She could hear his heartbeat, steady and soothing…safe.

Predictable…

She pushed away the negative connotations of that word. It was a little hard to breathe.

Craig stroked her still damp hair, misinterpreting her anxiety. “Just relax,” he said. “I’m sure what you wrote is fine.”

“It was hard,” she told him. “To remember everything.”

Craig patted her bottom and started with page one. “You are a nervous little thing.”

Cameron hadn’t expected to fall asleep. She must have been more exhausted than she had realized. The next thing she knew Craig was waking her up with kisses.

She rolled lazily onto her back, trying to collect her thoughts.

Craig was on his elbow, staring intently. “Tell me more about Victor,” he said.

Cameron flushed red. “It’s hard, I don’t want to cause friction.”

“But I want to know what attracted you,” he said.  “I need to know.”

She wanted to tell him that he just needed to be himself. “Take me, Craig?”

“Sure,” he said.  “Do you want anything fancy?”

“Just you.” She reached for his crotch. “I want you inside me. I want you to put your mark on me.”

“That would be nice,” he agreed. “You and me…nice and tender.”

Teach me tender, she thought. But what about the other part, Teach me rough?


Chapter Ten

They talked about Cameron as if she wasn’t in the room, which was appropriate, given her status and theirs.

Rennie was speaking at the moment, his hands busy affixing the device between Cameron’s legs. “This particular model has the advantage of allowing the slave to urinate without the need to remove the apparatus,” he said, snapping shut the twin locks, one on each hip.

It was a heavy belt, though not as heavy as the previous one, which entirely sealed her vagina and anal cavity. Personally she had preferred the first one, which consisted of a series of simple chains woven about the waist and between her legs—not that she expected to be asked.

Her last independent action in this arena had involved recommending Rennie as a resource for Craig in his search for a proper sexual restraint system.

Rennie had been more than happy to comply. Cameron was relieved, because the only other alternative she knew of would involve asking Victor.

Forty eight hours had passed now since she’d seen him and she would be more than happy to go another forty eight hours, if not years.

At present they were in Rennie’s living room. Craig knew all about her activities here thanks to her nefarious tell all journal. The two men had shared a good laugh over that one.

“I’m glad there are no hard feelings,” Rennie had said.

“The fault is mine,” Craig had said, “for giving her too much freedom.”

With that he had ordered Cameron to strip naked.

She had done so, feeling hot and flustered.

“The screen is ingenious,” Craig said now, running his fingers over the tiny mesh piece neatly inserted in the center of the crotch. “And you say it’s easy to clean?”

“Absolutely, just a little rinsing after each time,” Rennie assured. “The real advantage here is you don’t have to be bothered every fifteen minutes locking and unlocking. After a while it’s like you’re the slave following her about.”

“Understood,” said Craig. “Although there’s a definite humiliation factor in making her have to ask.”

“Yes, that’s definitely a higher level of control,” he acknowledged. “And you can make a game of it, too, requiring her to ‘earn’ the right to piss, say by licking your feet.”

“Or sucking cock,” said Craig, clearly in the spirit of things.

Cameron’s belly flipped again and again as she imagined such a life, denied the right to urinate on her own, forced to humiliate herself each and every time.

Talk about a power exchange.

“Then again, it isn’t always practical,” said Rennie.  

“True,” said Craig. “She has school and so do I. Of course we could have one of each.”

Rennie grinned. “I like where your heads at. It’s more expensive, of course, but well worth the investment.”

Craig frowned slightly. “I am on a budget.”

“Not to worry,” said Rennie. “You have an anonymous donor. Anything you want is yours.”

“Victor,” Craig guessed.

“Yes, is that a problem?”

“Tell him, Cameron,” Craig prodded.

She stared at her bare feet. “I cheated on Craig…with Victor.”

Rennie looked surprised. “Victor fucked you?”

Cameron nodded.

“I see,” said Rennie. To Craig he added. “My apologies, I didn’t realize.”

“It’s all right,” Craig said. “I’m curious, how did Victor know we were in the market for chastity belts in the first place?”

Rennie cleared his throat. “That is my fault. I happened to be talking to Victor and mentioned the fact, on account of him having met Cameron before. I didn’t realize it was an issue. I should have known when he made the generous offer. I will tell him no thanks, of course.

“It’s all right we’ll accept his charity,” said Craig.

Cameron hadn’t seen that one coming. “You’re really okay with that?”

Craig gave her a stern look. “I don’t think this is your business, do you?”

“No,” she said softly.

“No, Sir,” he corrected, feeling his oats.

“No, Sir,” she said meekly.

“Put her in the heavier belt for now,” said Craig. “We’ll take the mesh one with us. And let’s throw in the chain one for good measure, if you don’t mind?”

Rennie winked. “I’m sure Victor can afford it.”

“I’m sure he can, too,” said Craig speaking with a bit more confidence than might have been warranted by the circumstances.

Back in the car, with Cameron safely secured in the belt under her smart little skirt, Craig shared his game plan. “Victor crossed a line,” he explained. “I want to make sure he knows it’s not acceptable to do so again.”

Cameron was leery. “But, Craig, Sir, Victor is not the sort of man to take threats well.”

Craig furrowed his brow. “Unzip my pants, girl.”

Cameron wasn’t sure what one had to do with the other.  

He made it clear.

“You need something to occupy your mouth, a nice cure for attitude.”

Cameron tugged on his zipper with her small fingers. “Yes, Sir,” she said with a good deal more respect this time.

“I assume you still have Victor’s number in your phone?”

“Yes, Sir,” she acknowledged, pulling Craig’s stiff member free from the opening in his trousers.

“Good.” Craig started the car and pulled out of the parking spot. “Dial his number and hand me the phone.”

Cameron did as told.

Craig took the phone, pushing her head into place.

She took him between her lips now, his hot spear invading her increasingly enslaved mouth. Beneath the belt her pussy ached, her forbidden pussy, which she could not at the moment touch let alone provide herself any relief. The reality sank in. Craig was really taking control of her pleasure as well as her basic body functions.

Moaning softly she tried to please him now, wanting his favor, his mercy…but also his strength.

She did not want to be free. She wanted him to hold her against all possible takers—Victor chief among them.

“Is this Victor Cabrini?” she heard him say. “My name is Craig, Cameron’s fiancé.  I believe I owe you my thanks? In fact, I was hoping to offer it to you in person…at your earliest convenience.”

His hand went to the back of Cameron’s head as he spoke the words. He was pushing himself deeper as if in emphasis of his position over her.  

She forced herself not to gag.

He had her hair in his fist now. She could feel the rigidity of his thighs, the deliberate intent not to orgasm too quickly.

The realization hit her, dark and hot, blindsiding.

It was a punishment fuck.

She took it, tears in her eyes.

Totally, fucking, overwhelmingly happy.  

***

Twenty minutes later they were pulling up Victor’s driveway. Cameron couldn’t believe Victor had agreed to see Craig, let alone so quickly.

His cock still hard, Craig pulled free of Cameron’s suctioning mouth. Her lips made a popping noise as he withdrew. A line of spittle ran down the corner of her mouth. She was a mess, hair tousled, lipstick smeared.

“Fix yourself, you’re a mess,” he said.

Cameron worked quickly, pulling back her hair and re-applying her lipstick.

“When we are inside the house,” he told her. “You will speak only when spoken to, is that clear? For all intents and purposes you’re a slave I’m bringing?”

“Yes,” she said, her pussy thrumming. “I understand, Sir.”

Oh, god, she needed to touch herself.

“Stop squirming,” he ordered.

“Yes, Sir,” she said, reconciling herself to the slow torture, the rising, unstoppable twitch, like an itch under a cast you can’t reach, or that place on your back you can’t itch.

Only multiplied by a thousand.

“Craig?” she rasped as they pulled up to the door, only seconds left before she lost her right to speak freely. “I’m afraid.”

He took her hand. “You’re with me.”

“Thank you,” she said, already catching herself looking up at the dozens of windows, looking for the one in which Victor had claimed her…his room, his cock, his power.

Oh, if only Craig understood.

“Trust me,” said Craig, sensing her apprehension. “I know what I’m doing.”

All well and good, she thought, if only she trusted herself.

Rachel was there to greet them at the door. She was wearing cut offs and a white tank top. Her feet were bare and her hair was tied back, just loose enough to drive a man wild.

In a new twist, she had a collar on, red leather studded with diamonds. A tiny lock adorned the front of it along with a metal loop stitched into the material.

Was it by Victor’s design or some new impulse on her own part?

As Victor had said, the two were meant to be indistinguishable.

“Cameron, girlfriend, I missed you,” Rachel exclaimed rushing her for a hug.

Meanwhile she had her eyes on Craig, checking him out.

“And this must be your fiancé. Hi, Craig, we talked on the phone. I’m Victor’s property Rachel.”

Victor’s property?

Good luck with that.

“Hello, Rachel,” said Craig, maintaining a guarded tone.  

Rachel was having none of it. “Cameron didn’t say how hot you were, isn’t she a bad girl? We’ll have to punish her, huh?” she said, touching his arm and chest in rapid succession with her hand.

With that she told them to come inside, managing to brush one full breast against Craig on the way.

“I want to show you the solarium, you remember this place, Cameron, don’t you?” said Rachel.

Cameron nodded, trying to push the images out of her mind, Rachel upside down in the leather hood, the aroused guards.

“Victor takes me here when I’m naughty,” said Rachel. “I’ll show you.”

She took him by the arm and led him to the center of the room.  

The rack was in its highest position, nearly touching the ceiling. She explained its intricacies, carefully watching for Craig’s reaction every step of the way.

Victor entered midstream. “Rachel, darling, our guest doesn’t need to know every little detail of how your master amuses himself.”

Rachel ran to Victor like she hadn’t seen him in a hundred years. “Master,” she exclaimed grasping him tightly. “I missed you.”

Victor stroked her blonde hair. “Be a sweetheart and offer our guests drinks.”

“Yes, Master.”

“And kindly do so naked, we’re among kindred spirits.”

Rachel promptly removed her shorts and top—after managing a coquettish glance at Craig.

Cameron wanted to scratch the girl’s eyes out.

“Cameron,” said Victor. “You’ve neglected to introduce me.”

Victor’s voice reached out to Cameron and wrapped her body like a whip, snaking, slow motion energy.

“Victor, this is Craig, my…” The word stuck in her throat.

“I have taken possession of her,” Craig stepped in. “As I mentioned on the phone.”

Victor’s deep blue eyes showed nothing, not a trace of humanity. “You’re a fortunate man.”

Cameron shivered head to toe. Craig was so far over his head.

“Cameron,” said Craig. “You may remove your clothes as well. Let’s show Victor what his generosity has afforded.”

“Yes, Master,” she said, not wanting to be outdone by Rachel.

“Awesome,” said Rachel. “We’re like slave sisters.”

Not exactly, Cameron thought.

Rachel made no effort to hide her reaction as Cameron slipped off her skirt and blouse, stripping down to her chastity belt.

“Holy fuck!” she exclaimed.

“Language, Rachel,” Victor chastised.

“Sorry, Master.” She hung her head, hiding a definite smirk.

A moment later she took Craig’s drink order. He asked for scotch for himself and water for Cameron.

“You’ve chosen an excellent model,” Victor said.

“I’m afraid it’s one of three. Rennie suggested it wasn’t a problem.”

Victor waved his hand. “One, three, it’s all the same.”

Rachel was back with drinks for Cameron and Craig.

A moment later she went to whisper something in Victor’s ear.

“She would like to show you the hood, Craig,” Victor explained.

Rachel ran off to fetch it. She brought it straight to Craig. “Put it on me, Master?”

Craig took the black leather hood now and slipped it over the head of the eager Rachel. There was a zipper on each side and one in the back.

There was also the one across the mouth which had been left open the last time.

“Close that one, too,” Rachel said. “Please?”

Craig did so, silencing her.

“You want my Rachel,” Victor said now, nothing more to go on than intuition—that and the body language of the lust filled Craig. “Why don’t you enjoy her?”

Cameron felt the world drop out from under her.

“That’s what you came here for isn’t it, to assert your position as a male?”

“I am not trying to create friction between us,” said Craig. “I just wanted you to see that Cameron and I are together on this and that we don’t want to be involved with your scene any longer.”

“But what does Cameron need to see?” Victor looked at her. She went weak in the knees, like an arrow through the chest. “Does she not need to know her position? She belongs to you…you do not belong to her. You may fuck whom you want.”

“Craig,” said Cameron, unable to bear the vow of silence. “We should leave.”

“Silence, slave,” Craig warned.

“Rachel,” Victor commanded, intent on settling the matter. “Submit.”

Rachel collapsed to her knees. Feeling with her hands, she then lowered her head to the floor at Craig’s feet.

“She’s quite well trained,” said Victor. “A natural masochist, that one is. She will take anything you give her and then some. Personally I don’t spank her much, it’s too mild, but you’re welcome to do as you wish. I have spare rooms, or you can use her here. She’s not fussy.”

“It’s a generous offer…” said Craig. 

Rachel was back up on her knees now, rubbing herself like an alley cat.

Cameron burned with jealousy.

“…But I’ll have to say no.”

Victor smiled. “A man of iron will, a rare thing these days.”

He was looking straight at Cameron.

The fire of jealousy turned to something else.

Victor was not done with her.

“We should be going,” Craig said.

“Of course,” he said. “I will show you out.”

Rachel crawled to him, following the sound of his voice.

Victor rejected her, pushing her away with his foot.

Cameron wanted to be sick.

“What’s wrong?” Craig asked her after they were back in the car.

“Nothing,” she lied.

It was the beginning of the end.


Chapter Eleven

It wasn’t until several days later that Cameron figured it out. She had gone over the scene at the mansion countless times in her mind, analyzing her behavior and Craig’s both  Rachel and Victor’s parts were easy enough to understand and frankly they weren’t the problem. What they had done with their little show of domination and submission was to expose something, a fundamental weakness in Cameron and Craig’s relationship.

In Cameron’s mind, Craig’s inability to accept the gift of Rachel’s submission had been a rejection of both women, though Craig would never see it that way.

To Craig it was an affirmation of monogamy. But Cameron didn’t want monogamy. She wanted a master, a man willing to break the conventional rules, strong enough to hold her to a standard while rising himself above it.

She wanted to be conquered by a lion, not loved by a tame cat.

She wanted the smell of other women on him, the insolence as he fucked her, daring her to resist, splitting her wide and laying her bare, taking and possessing while promising nothing but his own satisfaction.

And therefore hers.

The chastity belts weren’t going to work.

Not as long as there were men—one man in particular—powerful enough, immoral enough to break through metal, to make a mockery of other men’s promises.

Victor’s eyes had said it all, that last look he had given her.

He knew she would be back.

All too, well, he knew the truth.

Cameron would crawl to him.

She would give everything, because it was already his and had been since the moment he penetrated her and probably way before that.

There would be the guilt, the inevitable delays, but she would call him.

She would go to him.

And he would not make it easy.

Cameron was an addict, humiliation was her drug. Craig was a man of science, a man of reason and of limits. He wanted that white picket fence and the correct number of children.

Cameron was no mother, no wife—and she knew it.

The fact that she had lied to Craig as they left Victor’s mansion proved it all.

So did her jealousy. It wasn’t about not wanting Rachel to get her hooks in Craig, hell, she could care less. Let Rachel try, she was a non-entity. She was a symbol, a test. 

And Craig had failed.

The first dozen times Cameron got voice mail.

With each message she grew more desperate. Every recorded word was an indictment, a deeper step into degradation as she grew more graphic, specific and self-abasing. She promised him pleasure, she swore up and down she would take nothing in return. A couple of times she called him a cocksucker and hung up.

Finally he called her—at two am.

“Be at the club in an hour,” he said.

Craig never heard her leave. He was a sound sleeper and she was very, very quiet. She moved like a cat, slipping the black dress over her body, nothing underneath.

Just the belt, the one made out of chains.

Would Victor know a way to get it off without anyone knowing?

Or would he destroy it?

The choice was his.

He could destroy her, too, so long as he took her back one more time to that moment, back to that perfect climax, that alternate universe on the bed, where he cared, where he really was that perfect man that didn’t exist.

The beast with a heart of gold.

The gold heart that she would only reject if she ever really got hold of it…

Oh, god she was a hot mess.

She called a cab from the hallway. She threw two twenties at him as they pulled up to the battered black door.

Cameron had no ticket this time, no magic silver pass.

“I’m here to see Victor,” she told the guard, the same man as last time with his oily muscles and smooth shaven head

He took her inside to an alcove, the same tinny music playing in the background, the same silver lights in the haze.

“How bad you wanna see him?” he asked.

She wanted it bad, all right. Bad enough to open her mouth up for his tongue, bad enough to have her breasts mauled though the material of her dress, her ass groped, her shoulders pushed down until her knees hit the dirty floor.

His cock was waiting, sprung free of the leather pants, hard and throbbing and ready for her. The guard wasted no time  Inserting himself and pumping furiously he grunted, once, twice, three times before spilling himself, gobs of warm thick seed between her lips.

Cameron gulped it down, earning her right to make it to the next step, to the back rooms where Victor might or might not be and where he might or might not give her the time of day.

“You’ll wear a club collar,” he said. Wadding his fist in her hair he yanked her to her feet like a rag doll.  “And cuffs.”

Cameron put her hands behind her back. The cuffs were leather, secured by links of metal chain. The collar was leather, too, thick and black like the kind worn by large species of dogs. He buckled it tight and clipped on the leash.

She nearly stumped as he jerked it forward.

“Move,” he said. “Or I’ll drag you on your ass.”

Cameron had asked for this. She had a fiancé waiting at home, innocently sleeping. Why wasn’t she happy with Craig? He was giving her everything she’d ever asked for, even the trappings of BDSM.

That was it. He was giving it to her because she wanted it.

Not because it was in her nature.

Craig had made it clear he couldn’t live without her.  He would do anything to make it work out.  He would jump through hoops.

Even if it meant making her jump through them…

It was all so fucked up.

Victor was simple. He had wanted to fuck her and he had.

And he’d made it clear he might want more…

She had seen it in his eyes and now he had confirmed it, calling her here.

Cameron licked a stray drop of come from her lips now as the guard pulled her through the crowd. Some of the same masters and slaves were there as last time. How different it had all seemed then, how foreign.

Now she felt at home, all the more so for the eyes upon her, judging, evaluating. She was no visitor now, she was just another slut, here to be used and exploited.

She tried to look for familiar faces, Chloe or Rennie, perhaps, or the blonde she had seen dancing so intently on that first night.

Cameron caught the eye of a thin Asian man leaning against the wall. He wore a suit and shiny leather shoes. In one hand he held a riding crop, in the other a leash, similar to Cameron’s. The leash connected to a collar gracing the throat of a buxom dark haired woman.

The woman, a BBW, was on all fours, her head lowered, her tongue busily licking at the man’s leather shoes. She wore a diaphanous skirt which revealed her creamy ass cheeks and a pair of puffy pink sex lips.

The Asian man frowned at Cameron and she lowered her eyes. She stayed as close as possible to the bodyguard, risking his annoyance.

He brought her to the unmarked door, the one that led into the play area.

Cameron felt a soaring elation combined with a hot-sex infused dread.

She knew what went on back there in all those rooms and tonight she would not be an observer the way she had been that night in Room 31.

The guard opened the door and pulled her through. The hallway was pitch-black. She stumbled two more times, crashing into an open door she had not been able to see in the dim light.

Muttering under his breath, the guard took hold of her upper arm.  His grip was steel as he marched her to her destination.

Was it Room 31 again?

Would anyone be waiting for her inside?

The guard finally stopped. She heard the sound of a key in a lock.

The door opened with a squeak.

She cried out as the guard shoved her inside. The room was even darker than the hallway. Losing her balance Cameron fell to the floor. The surface was surprisingly resilient beneath her, like foam gym mats. She floundered a bit until, all pretense of decency gone, the guard yanked directly on her collar forcing her to her feet.

Cameron went light headed as her air supply was temporarily cut off.

Once she was upright, the guard undid her leather cuffs. Any hopes for freedom were quickly dashed as he pulled her arms up over her head. He reattached the cuffs to some kind of rope or chain suspended from the ceiling.

Was he going to whip her?

The next thing she knew the guard was removing her shoes.

She was on tiptoes now. Her body stretched painfully, her most sensitive parts ill protected.

She could feel him right in front of her, his breath on her face, the smell of him. She could sense him, sniffing her out for weakness.

Her whimpers broke the silence.

It seemed to be the reaction he was waiting for.

Once, twice, he slapped her breasts, wracking her with pain.

Again he stared.

She held her breath.

This time he left her alone.  

Cameron heard the door slam behind him. He locked it from the outside, as if she could escape on her own.

She tried to concentrate on the details, the weight of the collar, the feel of the metal leash dangling down her back, the sound of the air conditioner, clicking on and off.

Despite the cool temperature, sweat collected in all the embarrassing places, underneath her breasts and between her ass cheeks and under her arms. It was the little things you never thought about in a fantasy. Did I put on enough deodorant to withstand unlimited suspension in the darkness?  

And what about lip gloss—did I use enough to withstand a random anonymous cock sucking?

She wondered just how long they could leave her in here. Given how free they felt to keep caged girls about surely they would have no compunction about one little chained prisoner?

Sooner or later, she would have to pee, though…

Cameron’s suspense came to an end. The door was opening.

She heard heavy breathing. It was a big man. Her first thought was of the Doctor, but this one had a different smell, slightly sweeter and more complicated, like orange and cinnamon.

Cameron tensed as he touched her arm. It was surprisingly gentle, finger tips trailing all the way down her side to her hip. He clenched her waist next, steadying her.

He kissed the back of her neck.

Cameron held back the moan as long as she could. He was making love to her, the last thing she would have expected in a place like this.

She would have preferred a beating.

“Please,” she whispered. “Don’t…”

He was behind her lifting the hem of her dress, up over her hips, exposing her ass, her pussy.

Gauging her readiness, he inserted a finger, parting her puffy sex lips.

Humiliated, she dripped on his hand.

He was patient, maddeningly so. Using one hand to reach around and massage her breast he continued masturbating her.

He managed to find her clitoris.

She held off as long as she could.

He took an orgasm from her, letting her shudder and writhe and spasm against his hand.

Then she heard more of the hard breathing and after that a labored grunting sound. Come splashed on her ass.

He took his fingers, covered in her come and his and put it to her lips.

Cameron licked them clean.

When she had completed the task to his satisfaction, the man tugged her dress back down, leaving her as if nothing had happened.

He closed the door softly behind him. Again she heard it lock.

“Victor,” she croaked into the silent darkness. “I hate you…”

Hate was very like its opposite, though, all too apt to convert over, especially when one is chained up in a sex dungeon.

The next visitor had no interest in touching Cameron letting alone making love.

He let his stick do the talking, wood or leather whipping through the air, first to her left, then to her right. He was taunting her, toying with her inevitable fears.

She tried to turn her body as best she could in an effort to keep the slashing sounds at bay but who was she kidding? She would endure exactly what this person wanted her to endure.

Whoever it was didn’t make any sound, none at all. Cameron couldn’t smell anything either, beyond the rank odor of sex on her own body.

Something sharp poked her breast. Not knife sharp, but hard and thin.

“Who are you?” she asked stupidly.

She began to thrash and dance—even more stupidly.

Her tormentor was having a blast, running the stick over her ass, her hips and her nipples.

“I just want to see Victor!” she cried.

The stick whistled through the air. This time the business end landed on her ass.

Cameron screamed an apology.

Too late, the beating had begun. Steady blows, raining across her ass and upper thighs—oh, god it hurt there, right in the crease.

He whipped her hips, too and then her belly.

The screams meant nothing, or maybe they just turned him on more.

She continued bobbing and jerking after it stopped. Several moments hopping on her toes, groaning, clenching and unclenching muscles as though she could somehow have the power, any power to control the torture.

Was it over for good?

She strained to hear something, anything.

The stick appeared at the tip of her nose. Cameron held her breath. She had to be impressed the way he maneuvered the thing in the dark.

Then it touched her lips.

Cameron kissed it, licking, desperate, anything to please, to show her obedience, how much she got it and understood. She was the slave, he had every right to do this, he was superior, and yes, it even did things to her, much as she might not wish to admit it.

He tapped the stick against her belly.

“I’m yours,” she croaked, straining to spread her legs. “Fuck me…”

The stick slid down her leg and back up along her inner thigh.

Abruptly the stick tapped something hard.

Oh, fuck, she had forgotten about the belt.

“Wait…” she said.

The stick was gone.

The door opened and closed.

A few moments later someone else came in. He had a tool, some kind of cutter. She gasped, holding her breath as the belt fell away.

Now she had done it, she had really crossed the line.

Would Craig ever take her back?

The one she nicknamed the Cutter paused to kiss her, a deep sealing of his lips against hers. She sought forgetfulness, peace, pushing her breasts against him, letting him feel her desire.

The Cutter used his tool, sliding the cold across her neck. She dared not breathe. Very slowly, delicately he cut away at her dress, severing the material from top to bottom. Cameron felt the air on her stomach, her exposed breasts.

She whimpered as he rubbed the metal tool across her belly.

Yes, yes…

He laughed.

And then he left her.

Cameron hung limp, undone, used…and she hadn’t even been fucked in the process.

Could she stand much more of this?  

How many more were coming?

And what was the purpose? Was Victor teaching her a lesson?

By the next time the door opened she didn’t have it in her to tense up.

What was going to happen would happen.

He could do what the hell he wanted.

What he wanted was penetration, of the dirty, sordid kind. Making it clear he didn’t really want to touch her. She felt like something diseased, but irresistible, like a rubber, blow up doll. Was it the dried come, the welts, or was it just part of the strategy, to demean and degrade?

His cock pushed up into her and made a groaning sound like he’d been shot. He didn’t even take the time to fuck her properly, just squirted into her, filling her cunt with a thick, sticky load.  

Just as quickly he pulled out of her and scurried away.

This time the door was not locked.

Her heart slammed with anticipation.

Victor was coming, she could feel it.

A moment later the light came on.

She squinted, protecting her eyes. It was a merciless glare, cool and antiseptic. The fluorescent buzzed.

“Are you pleased with yourself?”

“Victor…”

“Don’t ‘Victor’ me.” He was standing in front of her, looking as sexy as ever in a black silk shirt and black slacks. The top three buttons were undone, giving her a tantalizing view of his chest. A row of whips hung on the wall behind him. Just below that was a mattress, similar to the one she had seen with Chloe.

They fuck you on it, Chloe had said, in order to humiliate you.

“You’re mad at me,” Cameron whispered, feeling her world collapse around her.

Victor laughed dryly. “You’re not important enough to be mad at, although you are becoming something of a nuisance.”

“I’m not a nuisance,” she insisted. “I saw how you looked at me at the mansion that day.”

“My, my,” he chortled. “What an imagination we have. You’re an attractive piece of ass, I’ll give you that, but I assure you it was nothing more than that.”

“That isn’t true.” Her eyes watered. “Tell me it meant nothing when we were together, when you took me the way you did?”

“And if I told you it did mean something,” he challenged. “That would please you? No, if it was devotion you wanted you would have stayed at home.”

Cameron hung her head. “Why didn’t you let me go?”

“I did, remember. You’re the one calling me like some kind of stalker.”

“I hate you,” she spat.

“I hate you, too, darling.” He approached, close enough to touch her cheek with the flat of his hand, the aroma of sandalwood filling her nostrils, the sheer presence overwhelming, sexualizing her all over. “Do give my regards to Craig.”

“Don’t go,” she begged. “Please, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it. Stay a moment, let me explain.”

“Explain what? I think you’ve revealed quite enough already, don’t you?”

“I did it for you…”

“Now you’re deluding yourself,” he said. “You’re a self absorbed thrill seeking twit who hasn’t the first idea of self sacrifice.”

“But you did return my call,” she grasped at straws. “You did call me here for something.”

Victor shrugged. “Call it charity work. I’m trying to knock sense into you. You belong in your white bread world, children and a mortgage, a nice light spanking once a month with Leno on the tube.”

“I’m not in love with Craig,” she exclaimed. “I care about him but that’s not enough.”

“Not enough for you, you mean. Like I said, a self absorbed thrill seeking—“

Cameron spit in his face. “And what are you, with your swaggering poses and your girls in cages, you’re afraid to love, you’re no master, you’re a fucking coward!”

His smile chilled her to the bone. He was the rattler and she had just poked it with a stick. “I don’t provoke, Cameron, you’re wasting your time.”

She watched, her heart slamming in her chest as he reached for her hair.

Slowly, methodically, he used it to wipe the spittle off his face.

When he was done he put her hair back tucking it behind her ear.

Then he slapped her, forcing her head to the side.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

She did so, her lower lip trembling.

He slapped her again.

“Look at me,” he repeated.

Cameron sobbed. “I’m sorry, Victor, I miss you so much…I’m nothing without you…I…I love you.”

He undid the chain connecting her cuffs. The sudden gravity tugged at her with all the force of a landslide. He made no effort to help as she collapsed at his feet. His instructions were curt and cold, promising fearsome retribution for disobedience.  

Cameron took it as music to her ears.

“Take off the dress, crawl to the door and get on all fours.”

She shook all over, panicked, elated, scarcely remembering how to make her hands and feet work. She said nothing, not even thank you as she followed his will, moving into place. Her body floated, despite the degradation, the pain of the whipping.

She waited for him at the doorway.

“Remain where you are, someone will fetch you.”

She lowered her head in acknowledgment, a single tear falling to the soft, rubber floor.

Victor was going to fuck her tonight….she was sure of it.

He left the door open, walking away. Why worry? She wasn’t going anywhere.

Now or ever.


Chapter Twelve

It was Chloe who came to fetch Cameron at the door. She was dressed in a black bustier and garter belt. Her stockings, if she had ever had any, had been removed. She wore bright red pumps. Her hair was teased out and she was heavily made up, the way a woman might look before performing at the Moulin Rouge or some similar venue. Black leather cuffs with sewn in metal rings adorned her wrists and ankles.

She did not look pleased to see Cameron.

“You just keep turning up like a bad penny. By the way, thank you for showing up at the club the other day. Victor had me caned by Marlon. You met him? The charming little fellow at the door?”

Chloe must have meant the bouncer, the one who had groped her and made her suck his cock.  She wanted to tell Chloe he had been rough on her, too, but Chloe didn’t seem to be in the mood.

“And now you’re here tonight,” said Chloe bending to pick up Cameron’s leash. “So what does Victor do?  Does he toss you out on your narrow ass? Oh, no, he asks for you to be deposited in his private suite, which means I lose my time with him again. Fucking thank you so much.”

“Chloe, I didn’t mean to—“

Chloe yanked hard on the leash, momentarily cutting off Cameron’s air. “Shut up, just shut up.”

Cameron complied, allowing Chloe to walk her out the door and down the hallway. She couldn’t see the door numbers from down here, though she could hear some of the sounds coming from underneath, the moans of pleasure and the whimpers of pain as the masters dominated their various slaves.

She tried to imagine the delights and the tortures. Were the slaves strung up like she had been, were they on their backs on the beds or the mattresses?

Were they being caressed or whipped, treated or punished?

Cameron imagined herself luckier than all of them. She was being taken to Victor’s own suite. She was to be readied for him. He would come there for her.

And he would do with her as he liked.

She’d pushed it hard tonight and she knew it. She had insulted and spit on him. Then again she had begged and cried. Which parts had turned him on?

All of it most likely.

Victor’s suite was decorated in the style of the last king of France, Louis the Fourteenth. While his wife Marie had charged the peasants to eat bread, Louis had fashioned an artistic splendor, complete with lavish tapestry, bold paintings and exquisite furniture.  

Cameron had little opportunity to study the details on her hands and knees. Chloe led her directly to the bathroom where she removed the leash and collar from Cameron’s neck and instructed her to clean her body in the shower.

It didn’t feel like Cameron’s body, not with the marks on her skin, the come dripping from her pussy, the marks and stains of strangers, men whose faces she never even saw.

Even the pain left from her beating felt borrowed, stolen, begged somehow. She might as well have been a stranger herself, scrubbing the breasts that were there for others to caress, the ass so perfectly made for the whip and the cane.

Chloe had her keep the curtain open, ostensibly to watch over Cameron, though it was clear she was curious, even if begrudgingly.

What did Cameron have and why was Victor so taken with her?

Just ask Veronica, Cameron thought. I am flavor of the day, and tomorrow it will be someone else, a new taste for the master’s palette.

“So what’s it like?” Chloe wanted to know.

“What’s what like?” Cameron asked, the water still pelting on her head and chest.

“You know what I mean,” Chloe accused. “Don’t be coy. What’s it like…with Victor.”

Cameron was shocked. “You mean you never…?”

“Would I fucking ask you if I had?” Chloe snapped.

“I just assumed…”

“Well don’t.”

It all began to make sense now, Rachel’s insistence that Victor would never have sex with her, Veronica’s distant relationship with the man.

Just how unusual was it for Victor to fuck his slaves?

One would think it would come as automatically as breathing.

Cameron considered how to answer. She decided Chloe deserved the truth, even if it risked making her more jealous.

“Victor’s not like any other man,” Cameron said turning off the water. “He’s like a storm. I didn’t know it could be that way. He took my body, my mind, he took everything. When he was inside of me it was like nothing else mattered, like nothing else even existed. He was using me for sex, sucking me dry for his pleasure, but I didn’t care, I wanted it, god help me, I did.  It terrified me afterward, but I had this sense of peace, too, you know?”

“And now?” asked Chloe handing her a towel.

“And now…” Cameron paused, wrapping herself in the soft material, enjoying a momentary respite from the increasingly uncomfortable exposure, mental and physical. “Now…I want it again.”

“That’s good,” said Chloe ominously. “Because you’re going to get it.”

Chloe had Cameron dry herself off before taking back the towel.

Cameron was pleased to obey, simple instructions she could have followed in her sleep. Walk this way, sit here in front of the vanity and pucker up for the lip gloss, shiny red, neck arched for the rhinestone choker.

“It’s beautiful,” said Cameron touching the shiny stones about her throat.

Chloe scorned her. “It’s a fancy pet collar, that’s all. You know he’s only doing all this to break your heart, don’t you?”

Cameron contemplated the words as Chloe slipped the earring stems through the delicate holes in her lobes. She could feel everything, the smoothness of the gold, sharp and tingling as it penetrated, the warmth of Chloe’s finger tips and even the slight weight of the rhinestones.

She wished her nipples were pierced, too, so they could be more pretty, more captive for Victor’s pleasure.

Or any others he chose to share her with.

She only asked for tonight with him, the rest would not matter.

“My heart was already broken,” she told Chloe now. “I was naked and alone, hopeless without a master. He awoke me…let him do what he wants.”

“You say that now…”

“What about you, Chloe? You live in fear of him, you resent him, you’ve obviously surrendered everything to him. You don’t even have a home, just a cage.”

“You don’t understand, Cameron, you are an outsider. You think it’s a game, a fantasy. Here in the club we accept reality.”

“But you are jealous of me,” Cameron shot back. “It’s so obvious you aren’t happy with the arrangement Victor’s made with you.”

“I say things, so what. I could leave, but I don’t.”

“You mean you can’t.”

“Like I said,” Chloe repeated, running the brush through Cameron’s damp hair. “You don’t understand.”

“I want to, though,” she said softly.

“Ask Victor, if you dare.”

“I’m asking you.”

“Ask me something else.”

“Fine, where are you from, how did you end up here?”

“Victor rescued me if you must know. I was a model in New York. They paid a thousand dollars an hour to take pictures of me. Put this on, pout your lips and walk like that, it was a submissive’s dream. Except I didn’t know I was one. Men took advantage, I slept with them for my career, I slept with them to say thank you, hello, goodbye, whatever. After a while I did it for no reason at all. My manager got me into coke, said it would make me more productive. What it did was eat up all my wages. Now I was spreading my legs for the rent money and the car payment. I still looked at it as voluntary until the time I didn’t show up for an appointment.  

“That’s when my manager showed up to set me straight. He tied me over the couch and beat my ass with his belt until I begged to go back to work. I sucked the client’s cock and his, too, kissing his feet for good measure. From then on I never said a word, ten twelve hours a day on my back with him keeping ninety percent of the money.  

“I didn’t think of it as slavery until Victor came along. He explained it all to me, the consensual and non-consensual parts, you know, all the ins and outs of BDSM. I fell in love with him after an hour’s conversation and I begged him to take me with him wherever he was going. He bought my freedom for a quarter of a million dollars, can you imagine that?

“I don’t know what I expected. At the very least I figured he would fuck me a few times, you know?  At least until he got bored with me. Imagine my surprise when he dumped me here. Never laid a finger on me--some way for a guy to get his money back, huh? Anyway, this is my life, I sleep in a cage, perform on the dance floor, spread for any Tom, Dick or Dom who comes along. Victor sees me when he feels like it, whips me a little to keep me in the game.”

“I’m sorry,” Cameron said. “Truly.”

“Oh, please,” said Chloe as she tied back Cameron’s hair with a long red ribbon. “Spare me the false pity.”

“None of this is my fault,” Cameron reminded her.

“You have no idea how much that means to me,” Chloe said sarcastically. “We need to get you dressed now before Victor has both our hides.”

Cameron’s costume for the night consisted of a black corset, red g string and a pair of slutty black pumps. Chloe made her lay face down sucking in her gut so she could tie the corset extra tight.

“I can barely breathe,” Cameron complained.

“I’m sorry,” Chloe mimicked. “Truly.”

Chloe smirked as Cameron got a look at herself in the mirror. Her breasts were an obscene offering, swollen, welted globes begging to be manhandled. Below the waist she was concealed no better than a common stripper, worse if you considered that a stripper had the right to tease and tantalize, revealing herself for money.

Cameron’s garments were a mockery, advertising her absolute lack of power to control how or when she was used.

“Still think you’re Victor’s princess?” Chloe taunted.

“I’ll be his whore,” Cameron challenged. “If that’s what he wants.”

“What he wants is Rachel,” said Chloe. “We all know that.”

“You’re lying,” Cameron shot back.

Chloe ignored her as she removed the gag from the vanity drawer. “I’ll be so glad to shut you up.”

The mouth part was shaped like a male phallus. It was made of soft red rubber. Cameron opened for it obediently. It tasted bitter and nearly made her gag.

“Not to your liking, princess?”

Cameron closed her eyes, concentrating on adapting to the foreign object. She tried to keep her tongue clear of it but it was too large. She had another problem, too, in the form of a line of saliva forming at the corner of her mouth.

“You’ll try not to drool,” Chloe told her as she buckled the device behind her head. “But you won’t be able to help it. Your nice titties will be all wet by the time Victor comes for you.”

Panic stricken she tried to keep the saliva in her mouth.

Chloe laughed at her obvious discomfort.

“There’s only one way to slow the drooling down and that’s to suck, Cameron, you can do that, can’t you?”

Humiliated, Cameron made a slurping noise. She swallowed a little of her spittle but not enough.

Chloe took a pair of handcuffs now and used them to attach Cameron’s wrists behind her. This accomplished she led Cameron to the foot of the bed. Next she had her squat down so she could attach a chain to her neck the other end of which wrapped around one of the feet of the bed.

There was very little lead which meant that Cameron could neither stand nor lay down nor could she close her thighs which were mere inches from the bedpost.

“Anything I can get you?” Chloe said sarcastically.

Cameron gurgled out a question in response but the words came out as nonsense. She had wanted to know when Victor was coming.

Not that Chloe would have known the answer.

Waiting—that was a slave’s main fate, long periods of tedium, keen anticipation, mind numbing, interspersed with frantic time of submission and taking and breaking.

As a final touch, Chloe put a blindfold on Cameron. Robbed of her sight she felt ten times more helpless, ten times more aroused. Anyone, especially Victor, could touch her and she would have no warning, not way to protect herself. She thought of him caressing her ass, tweaking her exposed nipples, like cherries topping her swelled, corseted globes. And her pussy, he could reach down and touch that, too.

“I wish you could see yourself,” said Chloe.

Cameron lowered her head, chain clinking.

Chloe laughed. “Sweet dreams.”

Cameron heard the door close and lock behind her.

She was alone. Almost immediately her thighs began to ache. She wished she could lie down, curl up and sleep at the foot of the bed. Let Victor find her that way, an obedient, adorable little pet.

He would want to lift her in his arms, set her down on the bed and kiss her deeply and sweetly. He would tell her about forever and how he had changed his ways, no slaves in his life but her, one partner, one slut.

She would tell him that she was okay with him fucking other women, that she expected it, in fact, just as she expected him to give her away, as a prize to his friends…or a punishment for her.

And yes, she expected the whip, the cane, and lots of it. And bondage, too, tied up, tied down, whatever he wanted.

But that wouldn’t happen.

It wasn’t Victor’s nature.

Hell, if he did change she might not even want him anymore.

Cameron was so exhausted, hurting, needy. She rested her forehead against the bedpost. Against all odds, she fell asleep, with her body slumped, still aching from the tortures of the night.

She re-awoke to the sensation of a shoe tapping her side. “Is this how you wait for me?” 

“Victor…” She tried to whisper his name through parched lips, but the gag got in the way. Oh, god her jaws ached and her back was stiff. Everything was black through the blindfold.

How long had she been unconscious?

Hurriedly she returned to her proper position, up on her heels, back straight, bare breasts thrust out. She could feel the dried layers of saliva, the tell tale drool Chloe had warned her of.

A tear dotted her eye. She wanted to look good for Victor not pathetic.

He wasn’t talking to her anymore, which wasn’t a good sign. She strained to hear him but he was too damn quiet. She issued a frantic, garbled apology for all her sins known and unknown.

The cane struck without warning.

It was a blow to her back, no flesh to protect her.

Cameron fell forward, her cleavage wrapped around the bedpost. Hard as she could she bit down on the penis gag.

Seconds passed, she shivered and whimpered in anticipation. Curse these fucking cuffs and this gag. She wanted to be free to crawl to him, to beg.

Sadist that he was, he played with her pony tail, flicking it with the tip of the cane. Did he recognize the sounds, garbled and inhuman?

She was broken. He had proved his point. Why not take her surrender?

Victor whipped her ass, a single strike with the cane, heaven in comparison to what her back felt like.

Her pussy juices trickled freely now, just like the drool.

“Is this what you want?” Victor said. “Because this is what you’re facing…for the rest of your life.”

She shook her head yes, using every ounce of strength.

Victor swore, calling her names under his breath. Or maybe he was swearing at himself.

She sensed his proximity, smelt the sandalwood as he leaned over her.

He was unclipping the chain but leaving in place the gag and the blindfold.

Showing no mercy, using her pony tail as a handle he hauled her to her feet and shoved her forward. She landed face down on the bed, the edge of the mattress against her belly. He left her like this for several minutes.

She heard the sound of ice tinkling. He was getting himself a drink.

The next thing she felt was an ice cold sensation on her back. He must have been rubbing an ice cube over her wounded back. Was he offering succor or trying to rub salt in a wound? The combination of the hot and cold sent her pussy into spasms, right on the edge of orgasm.

“Spread,” he ordered.

Cameron offered him her gaping pussy.

He pressed the ice cube to her puckered, swollen lips. Pain turned to pleasure and back to pain.

In a particularly dastardly move, he caressed her ear lobe at the same time.

She hit the roof when he touched her clitoris. Bombs exploded, crackling fireworks, back to back orgasms so intense she could not feel where one left off and the other began.

They had been so unexpected, so damn intense.

She knew why, too. They belonged to Victor. He had made them and then taken them from her. It was proof positive of his ownership, that he knew better than she how to utilize her own body.

Cameron whimpered like mad, fiercely sucking the rubber cock, the whole time pretending it was him.

Victor waited until she had settled down.

“Where you given permission to come?” he said coldly.

Cameron cringed. But he hadn’t given her a choice and now she was powerless to even answer his question.

“You’re a disobedient little cunt,” he told her.

Cameron closed her eyes, enduring the worst insult a female could hear.

“You don’t deserve my cock in you, but I will take you in the ass just to teach you a lesson.”

Victor seized hold of her waist pushing her up onto the mattress. “On all fours, and point that ass in the air, or so help me…”

Cameron arched her back, instantly compliant. She only wanted him to have some measure of pleasure, some sense of connection to her.

He came to her naked. She felt his thigh against her, arm brushing, his hand squeezing her buttock and moving to the tiny opening.

“You’re tight,” he said. “Ever been fucked in the ass?”

She shook her head no.

“We’ll use a lubricant. You’ll loosen over time—especially around here.”

Cameron tensed up. Did he mean to leave her at the club?

The cream was cold and creamy smooth. He pushed it in her with two fingers, forcing her to relax and open up.  

Hard to imagine a cock in there.

Victor used Cameron’s hair to wipe the excess cream off his hand.

He was slow and deliberate about it, maximizing the degradation.

“Chloe says you ask a lot of questions.”

Cameron gasped as she felt his naked shaft, pressing between her buttock cheeks.

“If you stay with me, you’ll speak when spoken to.”

Expertly he entered her, just an inch or two, but more than enough to make Cameron feel she was going to explode.

“Don’t fight it,” he advised. “Relax and take it in, just think of this as a second pussy.”

Cameron imagined just that and was able to take several more inches.

“Good girl,” said Victor.

Cameron’s heart soared. How had just these two words come to mean so much. She let him know she understood by pushing her ass against him, offering, encouraging more.

He gripped her hips, clamping them like steel. The drool poured from her mouth onto the bedspread as he went in further and further.

Cameron saw stars. She felt full and empty at the same time. She screamed in joy and expectation as he began to fuck her for real, withdrawing his shaft nearly to the tip and slamming it back in, reclaiming his territory and a little bit more, over and over.

She curled her toes as he found her clit again, manipulating. Her pussy clenched and unclenched, as if confused by the signals, wanting and expecting to have a cock to make everything feel normal.

Victor made her come again. He stopped his thrusts temporarily, letting the guilty little waves wrack through her. It was humiliating, climaxing like this, plus she was afraid because surely her punishment was mounting with every offense.

The orgasm wrung Cameron out like a dish rag. Victor seized the opportunity to invade, assaulting her senses, pounding her conquered ass. He rode her until he was good and ready, making it clear she must endure.  

Finally he climaxed, shooting his load of semen deep into her channel. She cried into the gag as he did so, his cock swollen and super rigid. Without another word, he climbed off her, leaving her in a sweaty heap.

She must have dozed off again.

He slapped her ass to rouse her.

“Get off the bed, slut.”

Cameron struggled to obey. Impatient he yanked her collar and dragged her arm. She landed on the floor on her knees—which was exactly where he wanted her.

He took the blindfold off. Victor was naked and freshly showered. Her heart clenched seeing how beautiful he was, his hair freshly washed and his skin glistening. She by contrast, still bore the stains of her abuse, though they felt like badges of honor.

Instinctively she lowered her head to his feet.

He let her stay like this for several moments.

“Up,” he said snapping his fingers.

Cameron arched her back, breasts on display, pussy visible.

“Slaves go on the furniture only with permission,” he said.  

She bowed her head.

“I called your boyfriend,” he said. “He’s on the way.”

Cameron’s eyes lit with panic. She moaned her protest, shaking her head.

“You’re not good enough,” he said flatly.  

Compared to what? Cameron wanted to scream. To obnoxious little Rachel? What a joke!

Victor took off the gag. Her jaw muscles screamed in agony but she spoke anyway. “I’ll only leave him again,” she said. “You know it’s true.”

“I don’t doubt you would try,” Victor acknowledged. “And that’s why I am ordering you to stay with him.”

Cameron’s brow furrowed. Now what was he up to?

“You say you belong to me? Then you’ll do as I say. You will give yourself body and soul to Craig, you will bear his children, you will obey him as you do me.”

“But…but this isn’t fair,” she protested.

Victor laughed, sending an icy sweet chill down her spine. “Slavery isn’t about being fair, my dear. It’s about pain and sacrifice.”

“I will sacrifice, I will do it for you, I will suffer. Treat me like Chloe, keep me on tender hooks like Veronica, I don’t care.”

He smiled now, and she knew she was beat. She didn’t understand the man’s thinking and she never would. Women were pawns to him, life a game. “I already have a Veronica and a Chloe,” he said. “Why would I duplicate? I would be a poor collector, wouldn’t I? And where is the challenge in doing the same thing over and over? I’ve made so many kinds of slaves, but I have never had a woman so devoted to me as to marry another in my name.”

Cameron regarded him with horror. “You’re a monster.”

“Yes, but you already knew that. Now here are my instructions. When you leave here you will never contact me or anyone at the club again. You will marry Craig and practice whatever BDSM the two of you choose but you’ll never, ever cheat. I hope you understand, this command lasts a lifetime.”

“But if you never see me how will you know I’ve obeyed?”

His eyes danced, liquid, alien and ice blue, the wolf at play. “That is what makes it interesting, isn’t it?”

Cameron shook her head. “I don’t understand this, any of it.”

“Stand up,” he said.

She did so, drawn by the sound of his voice, the solemnity, the surprising warmth.

He gathered her bound body in his arms. “I love you, Cameron, I believe I can say that now. I probably won’t say it again to anyone else. You are mine forever  I own you, I have taken you. We hold this between us, your degradation, the pain you endured, the secrets you revealed. You’re my slut, Cameron, and in an odd way, my queen. Do not disappoint me…ever.”

Cameron shook with the release, fulfillment and denial all at once, unspeakable joy…and unshakable tragedy. “Master,” she said.

“Slave,” he replied…and that was all.

Epilogue

Dr. Cameron Blaine-Bennett looked up from her desk surprised to see the young man standing there.

“Professor, excuse me,” he said. “I didn’t want to disturb you.”

“Nonsense,” she said with a smile. “These are my office hours, aren’t they, and my office door was open, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he nodded, looking way too serious for a twenty one year old college junior.

“Sit down,” said Cameron. “I’m all ears.”

He hesitated. “May I…may I close the door.”

“Of course,” she said, more intrigued than ever.

The student in question was named Isaiah. He was a transfer from another university. For the last three weeks he had been auditing her undergraduate class on Human Sexuality, a scaled down version of her favorite graduate level offering, Alternate Sexuality. Her mentor Professor Myles had taught her much of what she knew in the field. He was retired now, living on a golf course in Florida of all places.

Isaiah shut the door gingerly and sat down n the wooden armchair across from Cameron’s desk. She moved aside the stack of papers she had been grading, waiting for him to begin.

“Is that your family?” he asked noticing the picture of the handsome salt and pepper haired man and the twin fourteen year old girls, all three of them wearing yellow slickers from their boat trip underneath Niagara Falls last spring.

Hard to believe she and Craig had been together so long. She still got a tingle down her spine when she thought of him, not to mention what it did to her body.

Unconsciously, she shifted in her seat, all too aware of the chastity belt, the light chain one. It was delicate enough for her to break, though she never would.

She loved him too much.

Besides she was a slave.

Not that anyone would ever suspect.

“Yes, my husband and children,” she said. “But you aren’t here to talk about me.”

He sighed, staring at his hands. “Not exactly, no, although it has to do with you.”

“Do tell,” she said.

“To begin with,” said the fair haired Isaiah.  “I didn’t come here by accident.”

What piercing eyes he had, thought Cameron. Only one person in the world had eyes like that…

“None of us do,” Cameron quipped.

He sighed again. “You knew my mother, I think. Her name was Rachel Falcon.”

Rachel, the blonde hair, the button nose, the stunning good looks, of course.

But why talk of her in the past tense?

“I knew a Rachel when I was in graduate school. She was in her early twenties, surely she’s not…”

“Dead? Yes, last year, she was struck by a car.”

“Dear god,” Cameron whispered.

“My father, he…he took it hard.”

Cameron’s heart froze in her chest. Did she dare ask? Would it violate that vow of long ago, that pledge to the man who would ever be her master though they would never see each other?

“His name,” said Cameron. “Is it…Victor?”

The young man nodded. “He loved my mother, though he never told her. Isn’t that a strange thing? He supported my mother and me throughout my growing up, he paid for school, visited me regularly.”

“So you didn’t live with him?”

“No, as soon as my mother became pregnant he sent her away, fully funded, of course. He gave her everything she ever wanted—except for him.”

Cameron tried to picture Victor’s torment. He was not a bad man. He would never turn his back on flesh and blood. But a live in slave with a child, no, that would never have done.

“And where is he now?” said Cameron, no longer caring for her vows or his. “Your father, I mean?”

“Oh, he is gone, too.”

The world fell out from Cameron, the way it does when you realize something is now forever out of reach, something which you never really had in the first place but which somewhere in the back of your mind, you imagined you might one day stumble across, quite by accident, when least expected.

“I’m sorry,” said the young man. “You seem shocked.”

Cameron forced a smile. “We were…friends, a long time ago. Tell me, how did he die?”

The young man stared at his hands again.

“No,” she changed her mind. “I don’t need to know.”

She always had asked too many questions where Victor was concerned. It was one of the reasons he had sent her away.

Although she had come to realize over the years it had way more to do with her than him.

He wanted her happy, fulfilled, with a normal life, whatever that looked like.

Relieved, Isaiah continued. “My father left a very detailed will, a lot of his instructions can’t really be enforced, of course…”

Cameron smiled through the tears. Ever the dominant…

“Among other things, he wanted me to know you, to come and study where you taught.”

She swallowed a lump in her throat. “He knew where I was?”

“Oh, yes, he followed your career. He had an entire folder of information. I never knew him to be so interested, quite honestly, in anyone. Certainly you’re the only one he kept track of like that.”

Cameron tried to picture him watching over her all these years. Was he proud of her? Of course he was…

“He had a lot of business interests, a lot of that will fall to me. He also had an interest in a club.”

“I know of it,” said Cameron.

“He left it to someone named Chloe. She’s been the manager there for years.”

Good for her, thought Cameron. She’s finally coming into her own.

“I know this is all pretty out there,” said Isaiah.

Cameron laughed. “You have no idea. But it’s all right, and I am glad you are here. I knew your parents and I would be happy to tell you anything. The one thing I wonder about is why he wanted you to study with me? Do you have an interest in the field of human sexuality?”

Isaiah cleared his throat. “In a way…”

The clock ticked off several seconds on the wall. The damn thing always had been too loud.

“Isaiah, I don’t know you,” she said. “And you don’t know me. But I know your father was a pretty good judge of people. He obviously thought I was someone you could trust and maybe could be of help.”

Isaiah blinked those beacon eyes of his. He must be knocking off the girls left and right, she thought.

“I’m not normal,” he told her.

“Are any of us?” she retorted.

He frowned. “I have…fantasies.”

“Well, there’s nothing wrong with that, it’s what we do with them.”

He laughed nervously. “Oh, I’m not sure there is much to be done.”

“You let me be the judge,” Cameron said.

“I can’t be with a girl in a regular way,” he said.  “I have to picture her tied up.”

“It’s called bondage,” she said. “Although I am sure you know the word.”

“Yes, but that’s not all. I think about doing things to girls, things I wouldn’t dare say.”

Cameron suppressed a smile. The apple clearly did not fall far from the tree. “You mean BDSM?”  

“Yes, I have pornography that shows girls being whipped, chained.”

“And you would like to do that to your partners?”

He nodded.

“You do realize there are girls who like that?”

He seemed mildly surprised.

“They are called submissives and you my friend are a dominant.”

Isaiah said nothing.

“There’s more,” Cameron guessed.

“Sometimes I imagine owning women,” he said. “I go to pet stores. I look at the leashes, Professor, and the collars. I see the cages and I think of girls in them, me putting them there, making them crawl on their hands and knees. I get hard thinking of my dates eating from bowls on the floor. Surely that can’t be right?”

It was Cameron’s turn to clear her throat. “Exactly how much do you know about your father’s club?”

“Not a thing.”

“He shielded you pretty well, then.”

“Apparently.”

“I guess it’s up to me to tell you, then. There are cages there, Isaiah, at least there were. Chloe used to stay in one.”

Isaiah looked like he was waiting for a punch line.

“It is called lifestyle BDSM,” she said. “You can look it up in my graduate level textbook. The bottom line is whatever people play out, whatever they consent to is their own business.”

He frowned the way a person does when they are entertaining life altering information. “No woman would want to live in a cage,” he said.

“Maybe not forever,” Cameron conceded. “But for certain periods of time, yes, I think it’s possible. I’ve seen it.”

“What about you?”

Cameron’s mouth went dry. It had been a very long time since she had confronted a dominant other than her own husband, let alone someone with the genetics of Victor Cabrini.

“I’m sorry, Isaiah, I make it a policy not to discuss my personal life.”

“But you have a picture of my family.”

“Yes, obviously.”

“Is your husband a dominant?”

“Yes,” Cameron replied, in absolute violation of her own principles only moments ago stated.

This is Victor’s son she told herself, I owe him that much.

Or was it something more selfish? A prurient interest to feel just a tiny bit of connection to that long ago hand that had so ruled over her?

“You submit to him?”

“We have a private agreement, yes.”

Isaiah sighed. “It would help me to know more…”

“Only if you can promise to keep this confidential, can you?”

“Yes. You have my word.”

For some strange reason she believed him.

Hopefully he had enough of his father in him and not so much of his mercurial mother.

“I give my husband the right to control my body. I submit to him sexually as he wishes, when he wishes.”

“And does he discipline you?”

“He has rules for me, yes, some are serious and important, others are there just to make it clear who is the boss. For example, I cannot eat my afternoon snack without permission and he likes to pick out my clothes.”

“What happens if you break a rule?”

“He can put me over his knee,” she said. “Sometimes he will use his belt.”

“What about bondage?”

“Sometimes he likes me restrained for sex, other times just for his enjoyment.”

“How do you handle things with kids around?”

“We’re discrete. The twins have no idea and they never will.”

“So you can’t go all out, you know, with cages or anything?”

“It’s never been a part of our relationship, no.”

“What if your husband wanted you in one?”

“We would negotiate, I suppose.”

“That doesn’t sound submissive.”

“Every relationship is unique, it is whatever works, whatever feels right.”

“I think I would want more control,” he said thoughtfully. “I would not want my submissive working or anything like that.”

“I wish you luck finding one,” she said seriously.

His eyes went thoughtful, distant again. “You and my father had a relationship, didn’t you?”

“It was complicated.”

“But you submitted to him?”

Cameron summoned the images from that place deep in her mind, perfectly preserved, completely sheltered from the rest of her life. It could have been yesterday, an hour ago.

“Your father did things to me no man ever has,” she said.

She was beyond fear now. She had entered the realm of obedience. It was Victor’s will that his son was here and by his will she would speak.

“Not even your husband?”

“No, not even him.”

Isaiah looked in pain for the first time. “I would have liked to have known that part of him.”

“I can tell you from a woman’s perspective, he was the perfect dominant, too perfect to be real, I suppose, too intense to last. Your father was like a series of moments, explosions and heart beats and if you were lucky enough to catch one or two…well, you’d never dare ask for more.”

“I think my mother loved him and hated him at the same time,” Isaiah said. “She never married, of course. She dated here or there but it always ended in some huge shouting match, the man running for cover.”

“That sounds like Rachel. Your father was the only man who could ever handle her, or rather they handled each other.”

“You know it’s funny,” said Isaiah. “Of all the things you said, the hardest part is figuring how my mother fit in. She was the most non-submissive person, you have no idea.”

“Oh, I think I do have an idea,” Cameron mused. “Your mother was like a hurricane, a woman-child, she was truly the most beautiful creature I ever saw. Even when she was cruel and spiteful she did it with such style, totally winning you over to her side.”

“She drank a lot,” Isaiah admitted.

“A substitute for Victor, perhaps.”

“I only saw them fight once,” he said. “He had come by to pick me up for the circus. She was drunker than usual on her red wine. She had just gotten some bad news, about her father dying. She hadn’t talked to him in years, he was quite a monster to her as a child. Victor was furious at her irresponsibility for being in such a state with a child in the house. She called him all sorts of names but when he ignored her and went to get me she went hysterical, throwing herself at his feet begging him to stay with her. He pulled her to her feet and told her to straighten out or he would take me away from her forever. She became very quiet, I believe she called him sir.”

“She was his submissive,” Cameron acknowledged, “although it was a complicated arrangement, with her playing the brat quite often, and him enjoying her tantrums as much as he enjoyed squelching them. I think deep down he saw in her a similar spirit, a raging wild fire, a constant deep need to fight the world born out of even deeper pains.”

“Do you think that’s what dominance and submission is—the living out of childhood pain and suffering?”

“I’m not sure we’ll ever be able to answer that question. Statistically a lot of people in the lifestyle have suffered traumas, but it’s not an automatic correlation. At the end of the day, people are what they are. They are turned on by particular things. They have a sexual identity just as they have a set of preferences for foods, climates, clothing and everything else.”

Isaiah nodded.

“So,” said Cameron at last. “What do you intend to do with all this information.

Isaiah looked older than when he had come in. What a beautiful combination he was of both his parents. “There’s only one thing to do,” he said. “I have to live my life.”

“I’ll be here to help,” she said.

She could almost feel Victor’s hand on her shoulder.

Good girl, Cameron, good girl.
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