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  Chapter One


   


  A coffee house in the middle of the busy block looked far quieter inside than it was on the frenetic city street. The polished ceiling fan overhead turned lazily as if it was in some tropical place moving to a languid temperate time at odds with the real world. Jack Brando, proprietor, stood behind the bar that served a dozen blends of coffee and a thousand variations on each theme enough to please a thousand palettes. A man of forty-two, with just enough graying hair to be distinguished, wore his handsomeness as a mantle he'd had for many years. Naturally tanned skin, and muscles that never seemed to lose their shape, and a square cut jaw line, etched him in many people's minds as a man they would not easily forget, even though they might not know why they remembered him so well.


  With the blackest of eyes, Jack Brando would study his customers with an attentiveness that would seem to swallow them up, it was so demanding, though not in a scary way. His vigilance was nurturing, as if for one brief moment nothing else mattered to him but the man or woman across the bar and their immediate need.


  Standing on the sidewalk outside, as she had done several times before, Franny gazed at him through the clean glass window and smiled. She wondered if other people realized what was happening to them when they were under the spell of that man's consideration.


  She watched him for some time, while he was speaking to a woman at the bar whose crossed legs made her skirt ride high on her thigh, so high that the tops of her nylons showed and the garters that held them. Drawing a line with her eye, Franny saw the woman's thigh dangerously exposed, nearly to her panties—if she wore them. The blonde woman had a page-boy that brushed her shoulders, and looked very much like she'd walked out of an old movie. Too bad she didn't have a long cigarette drooping from her red polished fingers—one belonged there.


  Jack smiled at her and served her steaming coffee, while he wove his aura about her, and she enjoyed the sensuous pleasure of coffee, the lazily moving ceiling fan, and Jack Brando, all at the same time.


  Franny was about to walk away and find another time to enter the coffee house, but at that moment, the blonde rose from the stool and straighten her straight skirt. After wishing Jack a fair adieu, she blew him a kiss and swished her hips on her way out the door. Jack admired the woman all the way.


  When Franny entered the coffee shop, she was stunned by the pungent fragrance, the aroma going straight to her loins, fueling a conflagration that needed no more instigation. She swaggered toward the coffee bar, noticing how Jack noticed her right off.


  "I'm your new waitress," she announced.


  His dark eyes widened as he studied the young woman approaching him, seeing her twentyish slim figure, a mop of well teased red curls atop her head, and a sassy smirk on her youthful face. Her face itself was pleasing, bright and open with a full mouth and full lips and slightly freckled skin to match her hair. Noticing her attire, Jack concluded that her skirt was much too short, bending over would be dangerously revealing, and that popping cleavage above her sweater would distract any man, and frighten most female customers. A new waitress? He was doubtful.


  "You saw the sign in the window?" he asked.


  "I did, and I need the job, and this is a perfect place for me to work, when can I start?"


  "Presumptuous?" he remarked.


  "What's that mean?" she replied, instantly not liking him using words she didn't know.


  "You're assuming a lot, miss."


  "Franny," she introduced herself, holding out a hand for him to shake. She had fine small fingers and perfect nails. Why he expected them chewed to the quick, he didn't know, but he was pleasantly surprised by her womanly manicure.


  "You're an attractive young woman, Miss Franny," he said. "But I'm still in the process of interviewing."


  She looked around the nearly deserted place. "You know at lunch hour this place is filled with people, and you're going to be so busy, you won't know what to do. You're going to need me."


  "I may, but I've gotten along for a week without a waitress, I can wait for the right one."


  "And what's the matter with me?" she asked, not looking at all hurt, it was a straight question, requiring an straightforward answer.


  She was charming him, but not because he wanted to be. Naturally infectious, she was the kind of woman that could arouse him even when he didn't want to be. He'd be happy as a June Bug to have her exit his place and not return, though he had the feeling that was not going to happen.


  "There's nothing wrong with you, Franny. But I was looking for someone more mature and sedate."


  "Oh, like a grandmother? That should attract people in the door."


  "Sarcasm is not a good employment reference," he warned, feeling very much like he was talking to a kid sister.


  "But you're not the type to care about references," she countered him readily. "You'll hire me on personality alone. I know that. As well as I know, you're absolutely going to love having me here.” She cocked her head and bit her lip just a little.


  He would like to have his hands all over her, but that wasn't going to happen. He must have turned down a half dozen girls like her already. Forty was too old to get involved with the demands of a adolescent behaving "twenty-something" year old.


  "Franny, I'm sorry, no," he said gently. "You've got lots of spunk. But I'm not at the time in my life where spunk works. If you'd only caught me last week . . . “ His refusal to hire her should have gotten through with that.


  "Jack," she groaned, as if she was talking to an old crony. "Don't make this hard, please. I need this job, and I hate like hell pleading. You're not going to make me do that?” She turned up her nose at the distasteful thought; and then made her eyes drip with such pitiful innocence, as if to deny her would be turning away a spring lamb. Such an actress!


  "Are you running away from something?" he asked.


  "No."


  "But you have no money?"


  "I have a little, but believe me, I need this job.” There was a trace of desperation in her voice. Plans gone awry didn't suit her, and she wasn't about to be satisfied with a refusal.


  "Work through lunch for me, and we'll see what happens," he said.


  She smiled with a genuine appreciation that she couldn't say in words. But the expression of relief on her face told him volumes.


  At the end of the day, they were both exhausted. Jack rarely was after work; but a bad shipment of coffee, a tub of shattered coffee mugs—not really Franny's fault—even he had to admit there was water on the floor when she slipped—and an unusually large crowd all through the afternoon, because of some march through the streets, had made the day brisk paced and all too frenetic trying to keep up with the demands.


  "You can go now," he announced to Franny, seeing her wearily slumping in a chair. "Too much for you?" he asked.


  Her head was bowed in the crook of her arms, as they rested on the table. Was she sleeping already?


  "You okay?" he asked.


  "Should be," she replied, sitting up and looking at him with a weary smile. "See, I did prove my worth."


  "You did. I needed you today. But you're going to have to check back with me tomorrow."


  "Tomorrow?" she queried, looking as if the thought of returning to work the next day was far from her mind. "Sure," she said, leaving everything non-committal, which was fine with Jack, who still had no intention of hiring her.


  "Listen, let yourself out," he said. "I'll have a check for you in the morning, if you want to stop by. I've got some stuff to do in the back now. Just lock the knob and push the door closed when you leave.


  She nodded.


  Every time he looked at her, he had a different picture before him, from innocent to wizened old crone, she was a chameleon of expressions. He never could tell what color her eyes were. As the light changed so did they. Hardly nondescript, there were no words for the hue he observed last as she gave him a little wave good-bye.


  Retreating to his storeroom, he heard the door clatter and the lock click as she went out.


  There was a lot to do to clean up the coffee house, things he'd ordinarily never leave until morning, but this had been an exceptional day, and he was exceptionally tired. Certain Franny had something to do with his exhaustion, he was glad she'd been there, but glad when she left.


  Turning out the downstairs lights, Jack slipped into the stairwell that led to his apartment upstairs. Nothing beat the convenience of living and working in the same building. Hitting the bed quickly was his sole obsession. He wasn't even sure Venita, the blonde bombshell that often slept with him, could arouse him now.


  Weary as he was, in the simple flash of an instant, his trek to the top of the stairs was abruptly interrupted by someone sitting in the middle of the staircase in the dark. He might have bumped right into her, but looking up briefly he caught a flash of red hair in the light that came from an upstairs room and shined down on her.


  "What the fuck?" he gasped.


  Her face was waist high, as he stood before her, while she remained sitting, casually waiting for something. And before there were any answers, even a single response to his repeated questions, she was reaching out, unbuckling his belt and unzipping his pants.


  "Good god, what are you doing?"


  "Payment in advance," she said, reaching inside his trousers pulling out a cock that, once limp, was fast rising with the feel of her warm hands playing. She leaned forwards and put the head into her mouth and began to suck. Tight facial muscles worked the stiffening rod into something straight as an arrow.


  There was no will to protest, not as good as Franny was, giving him one of the best blowouts he'd ever had. She could take him deep, and then draw back and tease the head, pull back the skin with her hand and trace a line around the rim with her tongue, then jolt him into nearly cumming with another deep shot down her talented throat. The orgasm leapt up on him unexpectedly, when at another time, he would have made certain that the satisfaction lasted much longer. As he shot, she wanted every drop of him on her face, and licked with a childish tongue, until she couldn't find anymore.


  "What the hell do you want?" Jack asked, looking down at her while he was still panting.


  The smirk that followed came straight from the devil's most fiendish abode, and the eyes that glimmered with colorless traces of light made him shiver. It had been years since he'd seen such an expression, and it startled him.


  "I want you to tie me up," she said. There was a provocative lilt to her soft voice, as if she was fucking him with it.


  "You what!" he exclaimed.


  She didn't reply with words, but pulled a length of rope from beside her, and held it up to his face.


  Grabbing her arm, Jack had enough strength returning to pull her to her feet, and lead her brusquely to the top of the stairs, and into his kitchen. Sitting her down in a chair, his eyes bore into her with an arrow's fierce force.


  "Talk."


  Where she'd been a girlish coy before, she was utterly serious, another change in attitude, he wondered if the girl was crazy.


  "I want you to tie me up and make love to me," Franny said.


  "What makes you think I'd do anything like that?" he asked. "I never should have let you give me that blow job, you can count that as a mistake."


  "I'm not mistaken, Jack Brando. I know who you are, and where you've been, and I want the dominant that's inside this scoundrel heart.” She pointed to his chest, as he backed away.


  "You have the wrong man," he said.


  "No. I don't.” She shook her head, shaking him to the core with her veracity. She knew something about his past, but how?


  "Franny, I don't know where you got the idea that I tie women up, that I'm dominant—though I won't deny I'm sometimes a scoundrel—but you've got your information wrong."


  "Have I now?" she replied. "How about Robert Cheswick, Adrianne Marker, Penny Holcomb . . . should I go on?"


  "How do you know them?" he grilled her, as he recalled people from his past, the club, the dark place where he'd let his darkside passions have their way for nearly six incredible years. But that was nearly ten years ago.


  "Penny was my sister's friend. Told me all about you, Jack, like you were the only real dominant man she ever met. The only one that really "had the knack". She said you did ropes better than any of them."


  "I don't play those games anymore," Jack said, becoming a little more relieved that this was just a case of flagrant imagination fueled by Penny Holcomb's narrative—which knowing Penny was all too detailed. "I left that scene, eight, nine years ago."


  "But you can't deny it's still there, Jack."


  "You're being presumptuous again."


  "What's that?"


  "I told you this morning, you should listen.” The irritation was rapidly building.


  "I don't remember," she quipped.


  "Oh, yes you do. You're sly as a fox, Miss Franny, whoever you are."


  "You mean to tell me you're not the least bit intrigued by the thought of tying me up?"


  Jack Brando could readily think of a thousand things he could do to a fresh, though obviously not so innocent, woman as Franny. But there was a vow he planned to keep.


  "Intrigue doesn't die, you're right about that, but if you think you're going to woo me back into the scene, you're wrong."


  "Oh, I don't want to woo you back into "the scene.” I'm not really into stuff like that. I just have this great desire to be tethered . . . my limbs bound, my body immobile stretched tight . . . " He could see her mind imagining the moment as she spoke, just as he was himself. " . . . your fiendish eyes diving into my soul. I can see it, Jack, as easily as I see myself in a mirror."


  "I think you've read too many books, you've let a good erotic yarn go to your head. Reality and fantasy are rarely one in the same."


  "I know that," she insisted. "And I know what I want from you."


  "To dominate you or anyone, I don't work in a vacuum. There would have to be just cause and motivation and chemistry. I'm not a dominant for hire that will play any role as long it suits the submissive. Believe me, it's dull that way. One of the reasons I lost interest."


  "Of course, you lost your inspiration, so I'll be that for you again."


  "No, Franny. Not owing you an explanation at all, I'll tell you this, my relationships with women don't need it anymore. I'm not interested.” He'd used these lines as passionately a few years back when there were other women wanting to entice him back into the wild game playing. It seemed an easy enough thing to say to the young woman sitting before him, but he was faltering badly in his convictions, and he wasn't sure why. His imagination was filled with pictures of her in bound repose, of her squirming body, of her enforced submission. The little tart was ripe for taming, there was no doubt about it; but he didn't like the fact that she knew it and had settled on him.


  Jack pulled the rope from her and placed it on the kitchen drainboard.


  "If I were to do anything, it would be on my terms. Submissives don't dictate, they submit."


  "So you are interested," she said, thinking she'd discovered the goldmine she was looking for. Her face was ecstatic.


  "I didn't say that," Jack said. "Don't jump to conclusions. Besides, you have the wrong attitude for a good submissive."


  "I do?"


  He laughed. "You have no idea what you're doing, do you?"


  "I can learn," she turned coy, the smile seductive, the eyes turning smoky, the little actress in her trying to create another mood. She was about to pounce on him like a cat luring him with moves that dripped eroticism.


  "Submissives don't try to manipulate, Franny. That's particularly annoying to any dom."


  "But you're responding.”


  "Go home. I'll let you have the job for a few days; but if you want it, you need to be here at seven o'clock tomorrow morning."


  "Seven!"


  "Oh? Haven't you spied on my early morning commuter traffic too?" he asked.


  "I don't get up that early," she said, flatly. It was probably the first thing that had surprised her all day long.


  "You want to quit?" he asked. "Fine with me."


  "No," she answered adamantly. "I'll be here."


  "Then be here quarter to seven, or you can forget working for me and anything else you were planning.”


  "Quarter to seven!"


  "Quarter to seven," he repeated.


  Despite the arrangement made for morning, Franny wasn't budging from her seat. She'd planned on staying the night but it wasn't happening. Jack stared, she stared back. Reality was dawning on her, different from the rich fantasies that had her imagination enthralled. He was not an easy pushover like other men. It would be horrible if he was; but to her amazement, Jack Brando had her baffled.


  "Time to go, Franny," he said. For an instant he was being gentle as a nurturing parent, the eyes taking her in just the way she'd seen him do with the people at the bar.


  "Who was that woman who was in here this morning?" she asked, completely ignoring his request.


  Out of context, the question startled him. "You mean Venita?"


  "The blonde, who has 40's tramp written all over her?"


  "Like you have 1990's tramp written all over you?"


  "Yeah.


  "She's my girlfriend."


  "Ooo, that's going to be a problem when I move in.” She looked worried.


  "Move in, who said that was going to happen?"


  "It's gonna happen, just like hiring me, and letting me suck your cock and tying me to the bedpost.” She was all perked up remembering the fantasies that had moved her to make the assault on Jack Brando in the first place. That restored, the sass and verve returned as well.


  "I think you've overstepped your bounds, Miss Franny. Better leave now."


  "I could just spend the night," she suggested, "seeing as how close it is until dawn."


  "That would be too easy for you, wouldn't it?" he said. "No. You sleep in your own bed," he answered her.


  He watched her sit in his kitchen chair, seeing her skirt hiked so high on her thighs he could just barely see a naked snatch of pussy peeking out. When she stood, the short skirt hardly dropped at all. Jack had a feeling, even as she was getting ready to leave, that her brain was still consulting with inspiration for a way to get out of the early morning call; unfortunately, she had no power to change the rules, something she was probably not used to.


  She swished her ass all the way down the stairs, and turned back at the bottom to gaze up at him. Blowing him a kiss, just as Venita had that morning, she disappeared into the coffee house. When he heard the door click shut, he thought he was safe; but remembering how she eluded him before, he went downstairs to make sure she wasn't lurking in the dark.


  The door was latched and the lights were out, he could sense that she'd really left this time. And when he turned toward the window and looked out on the street, there she was, standing outside looking at him, as if she'd been waiting for him to appear at the window. Just a satisfied smirk this time, and she strolled down the street.


  The next day Franny showed up at a quarter to seven, looking deliberately more demure than she'd been the day before. Not that her hair had changed, or the wildly changing expressions on her face were any less varied, or the breezy attitude of confidence didn't play out in every move she made; but her skirt was less revealing, her sweater less showy and she looked more like the kind of women he'd prefer working for him in the coffee house. It pleased him that she'd accommodated him that much, after the strange stares he got the previous day from faithful regulars at the coffee bar.


  Jack hadn't planned on anything but a casual working association with Franny; but by the time the day ended, she had climbed so far under his skin that all his thoughts involved taking control of her just as he had women in the past, and doing with her the vivid sexual things that lay in the subterranean territory of their fantasy. To ignore the desire was dangerous, to give in to it was another matter. Ten years without the other life, he'd been content, though he was not so content, watching Franny work, knowing what was on her mind.


  Still there would be no rash initiations, no hasty decisions; only time would suggest if she would even suit him as a sexual companion, and if so, when she would be screaming mad enough to be taken into the dark beyond.


  "You finished with me?" he heard her ask, as he was pouring over account books at a table in the corner.


  "You finished the cups?"


  "I'll finish them in the morning," she said.


  "Finish them now, please," he said, and went back to the accounting.


  "No," she replied. He listened to her voice.


  There was definitely defiance there, but no manipulation. It was a sign of her inherent laziness, not thoughts of a sexual consequence. She wasn't a cracker jack waitress, just simply adequate.


  He looked up at her.


  "Giving up so soon?" he asked.


  "No, I'm just tired."


  "Then go home. Be early in the morning."


  "Is that necessary?" she asked.


  "You seeing how far you can go with me?" he asked.


  Odd, he missed her joyful insouciance. The mood of annoyance didn't suit her.


  "Is this a real job, Jack Brando?" she asked.


  "What do you mean real?"


  "I keep feeling like I'm on probation or something."


  "You needed to prove yourself, yes," he said.


  "And I haven't?"


  "That'll take time," he said. "Be patient with me and yourself, Franny. You still have the job.” He was tired too, and didn't feel much like talking.


  "What about other things?" she asked.


  "Do you want a job, or do you want sex?" he asked pointedly.


  "I need the job.” There was no equivocation about that.


  "And the sex?" he asked.


  "I want the sex," she said simply.


  "Maybe you can't have both," he said, and he returned his attention to the papers on the table.


  "Oh," she replied quietly, and she turned to walk out.


  "But then, Franny," he called her back, "maybe you can have both, we'll see."


  It was the first hopeful comment he'd made, but it was hardly enough to make her heart soar.


  She would have to think of something, a better way to woo. That thought engaged her mind enough so that she was busily preoccupied all the way home.


  "Who's that little tart you hired?" Venita asked, while her hands were running along Jack's thighs and over his groin, her lips doing a seductive dance around his rising cock.


  "Franny," he said. "Gave me a blowjob the first night, and I couldn't let her go," he replied.


  "Is that how you usually hire your waitresses, see how good they are at getting you off?"


  "She offered, in fact, she practically had me captured on the stairs."


  "She captured you? Humph. She wants something," Venita concluded.


  "Of course. Jack Brando's dungeon."


  "Ooo my, darling, that's been a long time.” Her lips went down on his cock again.


  "Not long enough," he said as he was fast losing interest in the conversation about Franny.


  "Are you sure?" Venita said, looking up at him with a much too serious look on her face.


  "I swore off."


  "She's a lot like Lacy," Venita remarked.


  "Lacy?” He hadn't thought of the woman in years.


  "Yes, that's what I was going to tell you. Haven't you seen it in her face."


  "Lacy was crazy."


  "Maybe this girl is too, haven't you thought of that?"


  "Too many times, Venita. But you know, I'd really like you to concentrate on this," he said, reminding her of the hard as rocks erection bobbing in her face.


  Her smiling lips went over the head, and her tongue began to play, and then moving on to the shaft, her mouth began working him deep; though when he was about to move on for the grand finale, Venita stopped.


  "No you don't," she said, rising from him. "You take my pussy, love. I need to get filled up."


  She climbed on him, and let her moist home settle in around the stiff staff. A gentle dance and he was on his way to oblivion again, and so was she. Her blonde hair hung down to tickle his face, except when she pulled up and had him kiss her breasts. The gentle soft orbs with the pink firm nipples brought out darker inclinations, he wanted to twist the buds with his fingers, and plant his lips on the lily white flesh and leave round red marks.


  "You ass," she was seething, trying to pull away, but his grasping hands pinned her in his control. Taking it as a sign to relent, she did. She never liked the idea of losing control, but her body seemed to always win the war with her mind.


  Rolling over, Jack took charge with the hammering cock and a steady drive. Rising up above her, he looked down at her sculptured face to see her eye make-up smeared, lipstick a softer pink and an expression of tranquillity breaking out.


  "Oh, Jack yes . . . ." she was purring to him over and over. He felt her squeeze down on him, milking away at the driving cock, as delirious noises of satisfaction were rising around his ears. "Oh God! Faster, darling!” She was starting to scream.


  Her shuddering made him shudder. Something was building beyond ejaculation, a body experience moved everywhere through him, until the explosion, and a half dozen wild jolts finished him off. He couldn't tell when she started and when she stopped, but the curious grin on her face was an easy sight to see.


  "You wear me out, Jack," she said, wearily. "You gonna let me sleep here tonight, I don't think I can get up?"


  "Maybe that would be good," he replied, thinking of Franny finding the woman in his rooms when she arrived at quarter to seven.


  "You know you ought to let yourself go with that little bitch. She's kind of cute, I think. I wouldn't mind having her myself.” She was drifting off to sleep, but the information was interesting. He didn't need her permission, because they weren't anything, but very good friends, and happy "fuck buddies.” Still, he wished she'd whoop and holler against it, remind him of all the reasons why he wasn't doing it anymore. That might prevent him from the foolishness that was beginning to descend on him. Inevitable was a word he hated, because that was how he was thinking of a future with Franny.


  




  


  Chapter Two


   


  Franny was discouraged by the slow progress. Never had she wanted anything so much as she wanted Jack to want her. Time spent with him had not changed that desire, though it didn't seem to change his desires, that's if he had any.


  And no, she didn't want to manipulate him. She'd done that to enough men in six years of being sexually active. Jack Brando was a different sort, one she hadn't figured out, perhaps why he came with such high recommendations from Penny, but then too, Penny had known him at a different time in his life. Now, he seemed so old and set in his ways, was there still that wild man simmering in his psyche's underworld?


  She would think about carnal underworlds when the gray haze of day was about to hit her bedroom, when it was still dark enough to see shadows and think that something would be rising out of them to take her on her long desired journey.


  Tethered, held in bondage, bound with leather, confined by ropes, this was no mere trifling fantasy, but one that rocked her loins, made her belly burn, her heart pound and every aspect of her being quake with a hearty appetite that never seemed to be given its full share of sustenance. Imagination, taking her on savage excursions only seemed more potent over time, as one journey in her tethered mind topped the next in severity. Grim dominants would bare her body, tie her to objects of remarkable description and leave her, torture her with waiting and tentative caresses, and the indescribable feeling of being hopelessly helpless . . . but cared for. Immobility gave her power.


  A thousand times it seemed her ruthless imagination gave her pleasures that her body took with ease, but it was never the way she wanted it. Her poor hand might be busily engaged between her legs bringing herself off, but it wasn't to the tune of a lover's demand, or a lover's hand, but her own forced play.


  If Jack Brando would end the endless speculation, just once; then she might be satisfied with the creations in her mind, and not desperately long for the thrill of reality.


  Franny overslept one morning, just two weeks into her job, because she was up nearly all night thinking of Jack and her plans. In typical form she went through dozens of possibilities for their relationship to play out, but not settling on anything concrete, she decided to let the matter rest for a day.


  It wasn't her day off, but she was taking it anyway. The sky was blue, the air crystal fresh at nine o'clock. She swore she could smell the sea breeze even though she was miles away from the nearest beach. Waves and sand were the perfect elements to soothe her anxiety, put her at peace, make the mounting fear subside for a while so that she could think straight about the relationship she was trying to have with her gorgeous man of mystery.


  Ah, Jack Brando, you're a scoundrel underneath your reserve! She shivered letting her hands drop between her legs where her perpetually wet pussy was waiting for some attention. The sensations were so deep within her, she grabbed her dildo beside the bed and shoved the thing inside her, thinking all the while that it should be Jack's perfect cock pleasing her there. Why did he make her so raw! Why was she putting herself through this ungodly test of sexual appetite with so little reward? She hated waiting for the prize. Would he be worth it when she finally had him?


  With fingers pinching her clit, drawing her labia apart, she was thinking of the nastiest things, like being his submissive on display, like being bound and teased, and taken up the ass.


  A sharp shot of painful pleasure made her whole sex tighten around the filling dildo, and for just an instant, as the sensations dwindled into nothing, she passed out, loosing consciousness altogether until her body woke to the shock of the ringing phone.


  "Damn, it's Jack," she thought to herself.


  "Franny here," she answered languidly.


  "A beach day, girl," the caller announced. It was Blue.


  "Yeah, I'm going," she said delighted to hear his happy voice, glad it was not Jack droning at her over the wire. "Ya coming too?"


  "Thought you were respectable with a job," Blue replied.


  "I have the day off, maybe the next few," she told him.


  "Great! Then you can ride up the coast with me, brand new bike."


  "Brand new bike!" she shouted. That made her jump alive. Blue with a brand new bike, almost too good to be true. "How'd you do that?"


  "Got lucky, real lucky.” Knowing Blue, she asked no more questions, because he wouldn't volunteer any more facts. The facts might get her in trouble if she knew them.


  "Hey, I'm on guy, see you in fifteen on the street."


  She scooted around the apartment, diving through her clothes till she found the perfect things for an extended stay, wherever Blue would take her. Exactly what she needed was her first thought when Jack Brando came to mind again, and a hint of guilt almost made her reconsider.


  "Shit!" she said aloud, thinking of an exasperating first two weeks working for the man. She'd let Jack and her desires slide till later. Her desires weren't going anywhere, and very likely Jack Brando wouldn't be going anywhere either. He'd hardly be broken hearted to have her out of his hair a few days. After all, he hadn't even called to see why she was late.


  The coffee house bell jangled noisily, and Jack raised his head to see Franny standing in the doorway looking at him.


  "Ah, so you're back for your check?" he asked. He was polishing the coffee bar, at ten-thirty in the morning between crowds, the slowest time of day. That had been the time they'd gotten to know each other, at least the little bit they did. They asked questions back and forth, but it didn't seem much friendship was passing between them, just information. She'd been nervous, though she didn't let on, and he'd been non-committal. The thing between them, her desires, always loomed dormant waiting for some one to say something about it.


  However, skipping out for four days was another matter altogether, one that might prove more testy than even Franny figured. Just seeing the odd expression on Jack's face was enough to make her realize that she'd made a big mistake.


  "The check, sure, I need it, but my job?" she asked.


  "Job's over, but your check's here," he said.


  "Hey no, I'm sorry I cut out," she said. "It was getting too tense, and a friend called and I thought a little trip out of here would be a way to figure this out."


  "Tense? A way to figure things out? If it was tension you were having problems with, you should have said so. I could have remedied the situation."


  "You could have?"


  "We could have talked about it, Franny. Running away is something sixteen year old girls do when they hate their mothers, not what a grown woman does when she's a little stressed. Then again it might work if you're just lazy."


  "Lazy!" Franny roared.


  "Sometimes the word applies," he said.


  He verbally backed her into a corner, discussing her absence in a way she never anticipated, as such, she had no quick answer.


  "You plan on keeping your job?" he asked, seeing her vague expression. He was amused by her and Franny saw that, a fact that flustered her even more.


  "I need this job.” She hesitated as she spoke. His "caring, condemning, non-committal all at the same time" mood was taking her breath away, and almost her powers of speech.


  "And why the hell would I let you keep it?" he asked the question straight. There was a dark brew of something coming from Jack, Franny didn't recognize. Anger, maybe; though it seemed like something more than that.


  "You're mad because I didn't show up for work," she said.


  "No. I'm pissed because you did now. Because you have the audacity to think I wouldn't care that you disappear for four days, and I have no idea how to get hold of you. You give me a phony phone number, you don't even volunteer a street address. You assume that I'm that heartless, that invulnerable to feeling, that I can put up with you coming and going on your timetable. I think that's plenty to be pissed about, and plenty to fire you for."


  Strange, behind the anger there was genuine concern. She hadn't counted on that.


  "I'm sorry," she said.


  "You'll be damned sorry by the time I'm done with your ass."


  "My ass?" she asked.


  "Your ass," he seethed. "That's if you want to keep your job."


  "I do. I need this job."


  "So, where were you anyway?" he asked, needing one more answer.


  "I ... uh ..." she was stumbling around for the right words. "Blue and me drove up north on his bike. We camped on the beach."


  "Blue? Your boyfriend?"


  "No, no, I don't have one. He's just a friend."


  "You screw him too?"


  She gulped. "Yes."


  "You do that often?" he asked.


  "No. Just . . . we're just friends," she insisted.


  He stood stock still while he stared at her as if he was inspecting everything from her red curls and womanly body, to her soul.


  "You said something about my ass . . ." she asked.


  Without an answer he advanced on the broom closet, while Franny turned to watch him open it wide where a leather belt hung next to a long shiny cane. He removed the belt, with all the sternness of an indignant parent.


  "Here? Now? What about the shop?" she pleaded.


  "The cafe's closed today," he said.


  "Closed," she repeated the word, remembering that it was closed. A week before, Monday had been her day off.


  Franny watched him, feeling a gnawing energy coming from his body, as if he transmitted darkness and thrill in the same instant.


  It was happening so quickly she was forgetting to breathe, the suspense was matchless. His arms were warm, but not the intent, not when he doubled the belt in his fist, landed back in his chair and threw her over his lap, starting in on her thighs with the leather because there he found naked skin.


  She shrieked loudly, so he stopped long enough to tug at her skirt and have her bottom bared. He might have stopped to admire the view; all that succulent flesh he could do wicked things to, but he was expending his anger in an emotional display that she would not forget. He didn't have time to admire the sights.


  The belt flew against her bottom, and she still shrieked, though he knew she could tolerate plenty of punishment on her well-padded ass.


  It was hot, crimson and jiggling madly by the time he was done. Being in control of her gave him a feeling of power he remembered well. Relishing every second of it until the end, when she was too overcome to take anymore, he finally pushed her off his lap and into the chair across from him, her bare bottom shoved abruptly against the hard wooden surface.


  He stood up in front of her.


  "You'll be here every day with a sweet smile on your face or you can forget working here. And believe me, this has nothing to do with sex.” He lied about that, though she wouldn't know. "It has everything to do with your being an irresponsible, unprincipled hellion."


  She was slowly overcoming the shock, and the sobbing tears streaming down her cheeks. She did feel like a little kid, and if she thought about it, she probably did deserve being punished. But no one had ever had the guts to do anything like that with her. There had never been any limits placed on her behavior, at least none she couldn't wriggle out of with a smile, and wink, and occasional outright defiance that was so astonishing, people just let her have her way.


  "Do you understand what I'm saying?" Jack asked, as his eyes bore holes into hers.


  She snuffed a muffled yes.


  "Walk out the door if you want, or you can go do the dishes in the kitchen. I want the place polished, and no bitching."


  She was still sobbing through his instructions, but she heard them.


  Never in a million years had she suspected that he would reply to her this way. How was it possible that the thought had never crossed her mind. In her flustered stew, she hesitated too long getting up, and he spoke again, this time the order more adamant than the last.


  "If you want to keep this job you worked so hard to get, Franny, you can get your blushing buns in gear and get some work done."


  "I thought this was my day off?" she quipped.


  "You just had four days off, what more do you want?" he asked. He shook his head and walked away, not knowing whether it was innocence, or artfulness that was staring up at him with tear stained eyes.


  At the end of the day, Jack poured two decaf coffees and laced them liberally with some whiskey.


  "Sit down," he ordered her.


  "Do I dare?" she asked.


  "I don't know, do you? It can't still be sore."


  "Actually, I think it's just my feelings that are," she conceded.


  "That stands to reason," he said.


  "It wasn't like I expected it," she said.


  "It's not supposed to be. You need to be taken by surprise. You create surprises wherever you go, so it's only fair to give you one in return.” He was actually being kind, and she knew that. That thing he did with his eyes, he was doing to her now, making her feel completely vulnerable to him.


  "Is that your standard operating procedure?" she asked.


  "Spanking bratty bottoms? No. Just yours, you're a special case."


  "And what if it turns me on?" she asked. Since morning when he'd stung her with the belt, there had been raw desire mounting, like there were tigers scratching inside her trying to get out.


  "It should. Should have made you miserable all day with sexual heat. So tell me about fucking, Blue is it?"


  "Tell you about fucking him?" she asked the question back, bewildered.


  "You heard me."


  "Now you really have me feeling weird," she said sipping the coffee.


  He was amused. He had her where he wanted her, with no defenses and no plans and no manipulating cunning trying to take charge—it would if he wasn't careful. Circumventing her crafty mind wasn't easy, but it was doable. She was finally getting closer to having her wishes granted, if that's where the conversation led.


  "Tell me, Franny, why'd you screw him?"


  "Cause it's something I do. We were camping on the beach."


  "Did you take your clothes off for him?" he asked.


  "No . . ." she was stammering, blushing beautifully.


  "Did he mouth your cunt?"


  "No."


  "Did you give him one of your infamous blowjobs?"


  "No, we just fucked, he put his dick in me and got himself off."


  "All while the ocean roared," Jack noted. "And you orgasmed too?”


  "No."


  "No?" he queried. "Why not?"


  She shrugged. "Because I don't much."


  "Maybe because you fuck too many men."


  "What difference does that make?" she asked.


  "You won't let any of them get inside your screwball brain, where the real desires are lurking."


  "You dissecting me or something?" she asked.


  "What you are speaks loudly."


  "What are you doing?" she asked, thinking this was the most bewildering conversation she'd ever had.


  "Unnerving you," he said.


  "I don't know what that means," she answered sincerely.


  Her hands were on the table, fidgeting with the coffee mug. He imagined how her fine thin wrists would look bound, wondering if ropes or cuffs would suit her more. He only had rope tonight, rope would look perfect.


  "Leave your clothes down here and meet me in the kitchen upstairs," he ordered.


  "You're going to screw me now?” She wasn't sure whether she should be delighted or scared.


  "I'm going to finish off your ass," he said.


  "Another spanking?"


  "Shush. Too many questions will make it worse. Now move."


  Watching her rise, he waited to see her start removing her clothes. As she began with the buttons on her blouse, he stood himself.


  "Upstairs, in the kitchen," he reminded her, and he left the room.


  Franny waited in Jack's kitchen, cold chills making goosebumps on her body. She wasn't sure she should sit, so she stood. The wait was longer than she expected, so she journeyed about the small room, looking at the odd curiosities of Jack's life on the walls. She wasn't even thinking of being naked, 'waiting for her dominant to arrive' . . . perhaps it was a role that fit her well, though she wasn't so sure. In the midst of her thoughts, Jack surprised her with his hands on her torso.


  "My god! You scared me," she said, jumping.


  She tried to turn around in his enclosing arms, but he held her to him. She could feel the scratchy denim on her ass where his groin pushed against her. She might have pretended that his pressing hurt her once punished cheeks, but it didn't. The flame and burn from the morning's round with his belt was a thing of the past. Everything from this moment on would be new.


  Before she realized what was happening, Jack had hold of her hands, slipping a rope over her wrists. With swift maneuvers, the two were quickly bound fast together so she couldn't move them.


  Then, the wicked rush began. He was giving her fantasy in reality, so real and out of her dreams, she thought she might turn to jelly on the spot.


  However, the action hardly followed according to plan, when he pushed her against the kitchen table, and another cold chill made her shudder. She had thoughts of being bound to a bed, and this was nothing like her imagination. Pulling her tied wrists out in front of her, Jack attached them to another rope, which coming down on the opposite side of the table, fastened to some unseen thing. Stretched taut, her torso immovable, her bottom was poised for what she suspected was another punishment. Maybe reality didn't need to match her fantasies. The way her body was jerking crazily inside just from being bound and immobile, it didn't seem to matter what form the bondage took.


  The belt followed as ruthlessly as it had hours before, though Franny found the punishment more methodical, and less angry this time, as he laid the smacks against her cheeks. And for reasons eluding her, she wasn't shrieking this time. It hurt, though there was a warm, steadily rising heat, and she was rubbing her cunt at the edge of the table on the metal plate, and groaning as if she was about to orgasm. She was still a long way off from a finish; but she could sense the satisfaction brewing somewhere deep, in a longing place where flesh and other worlds collide, a place her body rarely found.


  Just when she thought she might find her peak however, the belt cut against her harder, so she was beyond pleasure, and into punishment alone. She shrieked loudly and danced her feet, as if that might prevent the horrid pain from taking over. Though her gyrations hardly helped. Surrender was her only choice.


  Jack went on for the longest time without so much as a pause. Her bottom felt like he was dousing her with hot coals. And just when she thought she couldn't bear another miserable stroke, he stopped. She heard the belt clatter against something, but the room was dark and her eyes were closed, and for a while she remained bound and forced to deal with what was happening in her body in complete solitude. Her capture and bondage not only made moving impossible, she found contentment in that fact, as if at last, someone had lovingly reigned her in.


  When Jack finally placed his hands on her, he lifted her from the table and led her away, to a small bed, where she was laid back so that the cooling feel of soft covers soothed her aching rear. In the dimmest of lights she watched him move around her, take her bound hands and draw them above her, affixing them to the headboard. He was finding more rope then, slipping it over her ankles and tying each down so she was spread out wide.


  Standing over her when he was finished, he looked down at her face.


  "You get your wish, enjoy it."


  He walked away, again.


  Never had she been so helpless.


  There were so many feelings crawling about her they were hard to sort out, though all began and ended with fear. Would he come back to her or leave her there all night? Would it be hours or minutes, or even a day she would lay there tethered? And when he returned would the ache between her legs be satisfied? The way the air tickled her opened cunt, she wondered if she could come by just the mere action of that soft breath on her aroused clit. She drifted into a mindless reverie.


  When she first felt his touch again, she jerked against the bonds, and jerked even more when the hands exploring her were traveling everywhere, creating tingling sensations on her skin that ran one into another to drive her mad.


  He lay with her, so close she might have turned her head aside and kissed him, but he wasn't allowing a response. After torturing her agitated body, he settled at her cunt, his fingers prodding her wet home until she was feeling full. Somewhere deep in her womb the clamoring began, an utter urgency, demanding liberation. The more Jack probed her, the more vivid were the images in mind and body of something more, something way beyond herself she clamored to find.


  In the desperate unison of hand and cunt and satisfaction about to spill forth, Jack held her at the precipice until an explosion came, sending a shudder from her thrilled womanhood to her outstretched limbs.


  As Franny rested peacefully, Jack stroked her forehead, and kissed it. Perhaps she was made for such things, he thought to himself. Moving off the bed, he left her there, still bound, though the expression on her face was content. That was all he needed to see before he left her for the night.


  Franny drifted off to sleep moments later, and he undid her bonds about two a.m. She wasn't even aware that he massaged her arms to bring back the feeling that might have vanished while she was tied to the bed.


  When Franny woke at eight o'clock and Jack was already in the cafe. Franny hoped he wouldn't be angry because she was late. She could smell the fresh coffee in her room and knew she'd overslept any waking call, though she could swear there was none.


  Looking at the headboard, the small bed reminded her of the captive night. The feeling washing through her again brought back the memory of her wildest fantasy come true. The gentle ache in her arms and the tenderness in her thighs and bottom recalled the fierceness with which he disciplined her for her crimes. He'd then turned about and blessed her with an ending she never expected.


  If the night never repeated she could be grateful for the one; though there was an immediate determination in her to have him again, weaving that sensuous magic that gave her such divine satisfaction.


  As she reclined on her back Franny reached above her and grabbed the slat of the headboard, and held tight. Her hips bucked, her mind retreated to the past, and were Jack to come and see her lying there, he'd know that just from the memory, another wave of pleasure rose and fell inside her as the air itself caressed her sex.


  Without the blankets, there was a morning chill in the room. Looking to a chair beside the bed, there was a dress laid out for her. A cotton knit in a shade of green. When she put it on, it covered her and clung to her form, revealing the shape of her body, without revealing too much skin. The dress buttoned up the front, so she could leave the first half dozen on the bottom open. At the scooped neck, she left two undone so that there was the hint of her breasts peeking through.


  The message with the dress was mixed, did he want her more demure, or provocative? Not having the opportunity to ask, she made her own decision, and quickly tripped downstairs.


  Jack was busy behind the coffee bar waiting on patrons. Seeing the rush of early morning customers, Franny scurried to help out. Surprisingly, he didn't scold her for being late; though he noted the dress, and the way she was wearing it, but said nothing. Working, she was too busy for a while to think of anything but coffee mugs and steamy brews and little French pastries. Ravenously hungry, she ate three herself . When Jack watched her stuffing her face, she stopped and moved on.


  Halfway through the morning, Franny suddenly recalled again the night before. With a sudden jolt of excitement, she transported herself to the final moments on the bed, and almost dropped a cup of coffee on a customer.


  "Oops, I'm sorry," she said.


  The customer was kind enough to smile.


  From then on she was worthless to Jack, the flood of memory wouldn't leave, and her hands trembled too much to wait on tables.


  "Go upstairs and get a hold of yourself," Jack finally told her. Hands on her hips were gently caressing some of her excited nervousness away.


  "I'm sorry, Jack."


  "Don't think I haven't seen it before," he said.


  She wondered at that moment what had possessed her to seek him out in the first place. She had no idea what she'd been asking for, when she wanted him to "tie her up and make love."


  Growing up in one short night, feeling years older, was unexpected.


  Once sending her on break, Jack didn't see Franny again until six o'clock when she walked in through the front door, looking windblown, her face flushed, and the mellow T-shirt dress more unbuttoned than it had been earlier in the day.


  "When I suggested you take a break, I hadn't planned on your leaving," he said.


  "You're mad again?" she said.


  "No."


  "I was rattled."


  "I did that to you?"


  "What do you think?" she asked.


  "And you've come back for more."


  She smiled. "Yes."


  "Then you'll have to be a more responsible waitress, because I'm not going to paddle your fanny every time you decide to be careless, and every time you want to run away. You're going to have turn yourself into a woman."


  "I am a woman!" she objected.


  "A woman's body, a kid's behavior.” He walked away with a towel in his hand, into the back room where he was cleaning up.


  She followed him into storeroom and put her arms about his waist and laid her head on his shoulder.


  "The only thing I missed last night was you, your cock, your body, time to please you."


  "I was plenty pleased, and that's not your worry, submissive," he replied.


  "Maybe we could go to bed right now.” The simmering heat in her was ready for a full charge, exploding with sex would have been a perfect solution to the anxiety that she'd been hounded by all day long.


  But Jack jerked away from her grasp and turned around.


  "Should build a dungeon, and just tie you up, and leave you there," he said.


  "You should," her eyes brightened at the thought.


  "You couldn't stand it five minutes, Franny, you have no staying power, my little bitch.” He was actually smiling as he said it, but he was dead serious.


  "You don't know me," she retorted.


  "Don't get haughty with me, you could hardly stand today what I gave you last night. There won't be anything more until you get a grip on that."


  "I loved it, Jack. It was everything I wanted and more."


  "Then why the need to run out? Why the need to run away at all? Seems to me you avoid a lot of things, including what I'm looking for."


  "What are you looking for?" she asked.


  "Not telling, you'll have to figure it out for yourself."


  She pouted for a while, strolled about the cafe, straightening pictures; and then deciding the floor needed to be swept, she did that too. She didn't want to leave, but he hadn't really asked her to stay.


  "Can I move in?" she asked, when he was behind the counter again.


  "Move into my apartment? Here? Upstairs? No."


  "Please?"


  "Franny, go home."


  "You have the little bedroom. I saw your big one, the one I'm going to have really soon. Why can't I stay in the small room until I'm ready to graduate?"


  "That's for guests when I have them. You were a guest last night, so you had the guest room."


  "Then I could just sleep in one corner of your bed. I wouldn't even bother you."


  "Your energy would bother me. And besides, you've haven't earned it."


  There was no getting anywhere with him when his mind was made up. That was another thing she'd have to get used to. Trying to figure him out for the umpteenth time as she scrutinized his face, nothing was coming clear, not yet. She'd give up for the moment, and do what he wanted; she didn't have much choice. But eventually she'd have him, exactly as she wanted.


  "I will earn the right to your bed, Jack Brando, if that's what it takes to be there," she advised him. "I promise you, I will."


  He didn't reply, but as he watched her walk out of the cafe, he had a feeling that eventually she would.


  




  


  Chapter Three


   


  It seemed to happen by accident, whenever Franny was least expecting anything sexual; Jack would move on her like a soft breeze that flutters by your face, the next instant turning raw as a North wind, with threatening clouds from a darker place following on its heels. Ordinary moments became excursions into other worlds.


  It helped that she was perpetually aroused by him. A gnawing pain in her stomach and especially below was simmering on low, there for when Jack was ready to make it explode.


  It happened once in the back room between morning and lunch. She was wearing the sensuous T-shirt dress that buttoned bottom to top, and she found herself strung up amid corrugated boxes. Jack tied her wrists together before she comprehended the move, and flinging the rope over a beam, he secured her out-stretched. He unbuttoned every button on the dress leaving it to fall open, exposing her nakedness as well as a bright flush on her cheeks before he left her.


  "Close your eyes and keep them closed, or I'll have to blindfold you," he said.


  "I don't like being left alone," she called to him in desperation as she listened to him moving off.


  "You aren't," he replied, before he walked back to the coffee house.


  When she next felt him, his hands were pulling the dress, tucking it into the ropes above and out of the way. He turned to the burning fire between her legs, a gentle lash of leather laid along the curves and corners where sensitive places were igniting in electric animation.


  Beads of sweat dripped from her brow, and clung to her chest where the air tickled her skin making it shiver with another surge to every nerve ending. She was easily lost to this oblivion, internal desire begging for another lash to fine tune the erotic melodies playing through her.


  Jack stood back, watching the writhing loveliness of lust and flesh take more punishment that wasn't punishment at all, but a way of loving her deeply. Red stripes appearing on her thighs and ass and all around her body became a consistent blush of red. Her cries were whimpers because he warned her against making too much sound.


  He watched her body jerk with each stroke, he saw the way she was appealing for more with moans, and her sensuous shape undulating like an exotic dancer. To answer the tease he increased the strength of his stroke, allowing the lash to sting her, so that several talons raised red marks he could clearly see, marks that would remain on her skin even after the burn died away. When her backside was red and splotchy from her waist to her knees, and her gasping sounds threatened to become more vivid and uncontained, he lightened the stroke until the soft leather did little more than tickle her skin, and she was purring softly with a sweet satisfaction he might have listened to for hours.


  When at last he dropped the lash, moving to her strung up side, a hand going to her wet cunt to finger her there, her cry was loudest of all before it mellowed, as he reminded her again to be still.


  Franny shuddered in his arms; hers stretched heavenward looked so graceful the way they were tied, immobile and at his mercy. Taking her body beyond the edge was extraordinary. He felt how hard she tightened around his prodding fingers, and knew she'd climaxed with her full body engaged. The expression on her face was like the breath of life moving through her on its way to a carnal heaven and then back again. He'd rarely seen such joy so gloriously expressed. Seeing it now made him think of a long future with Franny in bondage to his care—a thought he rarely dared think with any woman anymore. It was dangerous to even allow his mind to bring it forth.


  As he held her still, he could feel her heart beating against his chest. She was still feeling the aftershocks of the quake. Franny had hardly reached her endurance, he was certain of that. In many ways they were both still playing with each other, getting into each other's minds enough to know what domain they could claim together. And yet, it seemed this time, beyond his expectations and hers, they might find a world neither expected to ever reach, at least so soon. That possibility would be something neither one could ignore.


  "Open your eyes," Jack said.


  She complied and stared at him vacantly, her eyes connecting with him for several seconds. There was terror there, and love, and a spark of something Jack couldn't name, though he feared it.


  When she collapsed against his chest refusing to look at him anymore, he pulled her up and took her face in his hand so she couldn't avoid the gaze.


  "You'll have to do better than that, Franny dear," he said.


  "Better than what?" she whispered softly.


  She didn't understand, but he didn't explain more. He kissed her lips and let her go so he could ease her out of the bondage.


  "Are you ever going to screw me?" Franny asked, as he untied her, and massaged her aching arms.


  "I don't know," he replied. I think screwing is too common for you."


  "No, it's not."


  "You didn't just enjoy yourself?" he asked.


  "Oh, I did!" she said.


  "Good.” The matter-of-fact tone was all she would get from him since he left her to recuperate by herself.


  When she was in the coffee house again, their eyes met all through the afternoon hours, through rush hour when the place was so busy she could hardly make her way from table to table, and to the bar. She felt unclothed, stripped of everything. Every time she caught his glance she wanted to look down at her body to make sure that his eyes hadn't magically stripped her of the dress. Alarming things were happening inside, in places where she only tiptoed for fear of what she might find there. Being Jack's lover was not turning out the way she'd expected. Oh yes, it was a relationship she'd demanded. She'd walked into the coffee house like a woman who knew exactly what she wanted, convincing him of her sincerity and her desires. But she'd done all that without knowing what lay in store for her under Jack Brando's stunning command. So far, her impudent maneuver had been worth the trouble. Life with Jack was so much more than fucking, even though it was difficult for her to tell exactly what it really meat. She wasn't a woman who contemplated things.


  Every other moment of their association, business and personal, was pleasant, as if there was no constant undercurrent of erotic impulses passing between them. While he explained little, she found the mystery made her quiver all the time, never knowing what to expect—except perhaps the stability of his life, the way he was climbing in all around her, comforting her, soothing her, cocooning her in a way she'd never experienced before. She assumed it was almost like being mothered, though she had nothing to compare it to. She could slip easily into his life, lulled by the constancy until everything she knew herself to be disappeared.


  Late three mornings in a row, bitching at him between customers, casting glances that would kill, Jack took note of every unexpected gesture in Franny's repertoire.


  "Are there problems I should know about?" he asked, after a cup of spilled coffee and a rousing "Fuck!" came easily off her tongue.


  She looked as if she was about to cry, but gathered her wits to her and came up glaring, as if she resented that he noticed her mood.


  At three, when it was quiet in the coffee house, she was standing in front of him because he'd called her to his side.


  "You have anything to tell me?" he asked.


  "No," she quipped.


  He could see a million things appearing in her eyes and on her face, and at the tip of her tongue, but she was giving none of it voice.


  "You want to explain your rudeness today, and arriving an hour late three days in a row?"


  "I overslept."


  That explanation was not enough.


  "Maybe I'm just tired," she added.


  "Maybe you're not resting enough," he offered.


  "Maybe so," she agreed.


  The afternoon slid into evening and closing time.


  "Be here on time in the morning, Franny," Jack called, as she was walking to the door to leave.


  "I don't think I'll be here tomorrow," she said.


  "Why's that?"


  She fumbled for words. "Doctor's appointment," she answered, as if she was guessing.


  "You're lying about something, why don't you tell me?" Jack asked.


  "I don't have to tell you everything about my life. Besides, I'm not lying."


  "But you do have to have more convincing excuses for missing work," he said.


  She pondered that thought for a moment, but saying nothing more, she left.


  Showing up two days later, Franny acted happy as a lark walking back into the cafe, while Jack was helping a delivery man unload cartons in the back.


  "Morn'in Jack," she called to him with a sweet smile, as Jack poked his face in the front to see who'd come through the door.


  "Deliberately reliving the past, or is this just an accident?" he asked, moving into the coffee house, her return required his full attention.


  "What do you mean?" she replied without trying to look worried.


  "You're surprised I'm asking why you disappeared for two days?"


  She wasn't thinking on her feet, hadn't planned an explanation, wasn't sure at all she wanted to give him one, and was making no effort to justify her absence at all.


  "You want a relationship with me, Franny, working and otherwise. I'm giving you both. You're giving me nothing back, not responsibility, not truth. Ducking out for two days with no excuses, walking out with a bitchy attitude.” There were a lot of questions in his voice, and written in his expression. "I can be very understanding with people I care about, why don't you explain what's been going on?”


  Despite his sympathetic mood, hers darkened noticeably, as if a mask dropped over her happiness. "I told you, I disappear sometimes, besides, I had to see the doctor," she snapped.


  It was not the answer he wanted.


  "Go upstairs," he said, as a simmering fury beneath his surface calm was coming to a brisk boil, and the anger flashed through his eyes. He wasn't sure why the woman raised such heat in him, but now was not the time for self-reflection.


  "What?" she barked her reply.


  "Go upstairs and wait for me. Unless you want the men in the back room to watch while I blister your ass, you'd better go now."


  "You think I'm going to wait for you like I'm some naughty child?" she barked.


  "I think we have some important things to talk about. Go upstairs and wait."


  "You think you can beat the sass and the truth out of me?" She replaced the frown with a sneer.


  "It's what you want."


  An instant's worth of terror was written across her face, realizing where the confrontation was headed. The instant after, Jack grabbed her, knowing she was about to flee.


  Dragging her all the way, he took her up the stairs to the kitchen, and the straight backed chair, and the butter paddle hanging on the wall. The implement in his hand, her body flung over his lap, he brought the paddle to her rear cheeks for a dozen sharp smacks.


  "Jack stop!" she said, wailing as loudly as he'd ever heard her.


  He didn't acknowledge her, not the first time she wailed, not the second, not even the third. He didn't hear her at all with the sound of the wood smacking her bottom as loud as her cries. He would wear her out, which was exactly what she needed. He hated the manipulation, though she probably wasn't conscious of it this time. Whatever was bothering her was something too difficult for her to acknowledge.


  "Jack, no please!” She must have said it twenty times, if she said it once. She repeated the command until something in her gave up, when she reached a point where surrendering was a lot easier than fighting. Then, each time the paddle struck, a little spark went out of her pleas and a little fire went out of the anxious brew . . . and a little less harsh was the smack that followed, until the noisy battle was over at last. Falling limp against him, her rear end looking like a battleground, heat pouring from the raw surface where the wood had roughed her once smooth skin into a awful looking mess.


  Jack laid his hand on against her ass. "Let's talk about responsibility, Franny. About your being here every day, unless you clear it with me first. About taking this job seriously—it’s not just a way into my bed. And while we're at it, let's talk about where you live, your real phone number, how I can get a hold of you when you're not here.”


  As he spoke, he was taking affectionate liberties with her well worked flesh that felt so good, she might have agreed to anything.


  "I'm sorry, Jack. There's just been a lot on my mind. I know you don't understand this, but sometimes being here is just one thing too much. I am sorry."


  "That's a reasonable apology," he said, still enjoying the erotic feel of his hand against her gently squirming body. But as much as he wanted to take her to the bed, it wasn't time for sex, that would be too much of a reward.


  "So, what about your phone number?" he asked, as he eased her off of his lap, and she chose the floor to cool her heated rear.


  "That is kind of a problem," she said, looking up at him. "I'm in the middle of moving, and I don't have the new one hooked up yet."


  "I see. Well, when you do, I want to know how to find you."


  "I promise, you'll be the first to know."


  Her answers satisfied him. She could tell by the tenderness in his eyes. Most of all she was relieved that he wasn't questioning her further.


  "I think you've had enough for one day," he said. "Now it's time to get to work.


  For a second time, Jack forgave her for the disappearance, almost as if he was compelled to, required by some ridiculous quirk of fate that had brought them together. She was much too much a part of his life to ignore her now. Though he suspected there would be a constant battle with her changeable moods and her meandering style, and he'd probably have to spank her again, she was glorious gift when he held her in bondage. That was one fortunate thing . . . . that, and her wildly capricious sense of happiness that normally filled the coffee house with an exuberant air. There were many ways she'd fit perfectly into his life, even if she did take him down paths he never intended to journey.


  "I have a present for you," Jack announced a week later as he showed her a square box wrapped with a red bow.


  Her eyes lit up like a kid's. "Wow. I deserve this?"


  After having her bottom wailed on again, the second time in one week—for getting much too sassy over the cash register left open—she was astounded that he wasn't anything but angry with her.


  "No, you don't deserve anything but a lump of coal. But you're getting this anyway."


  "God it's heavy," she said. Franny tugged at the ribbon, leaving it on the floor, as she opened the box and pulled the tissue aside. When she sighted the contents, she pushed the box away, and stared at it, too stunned to go further. She shrunk back, her shoulders hunched as if she'd seen ghosts or mice or something equally as frightening.


  "They scare you?" Jack asked.


  "For me? You're tired of ropes?"


  "Never, but there're times when these will be useful."


  Her fingers finally tiptoed inside the box and pulled out the first thing her hand hit.


  "This isn't a cuff, is it?" she said, noticing the large strip of leather.


  "A collar," he replied.


  The black leather studded piece was three inches wide. The metal glimmered as much as the polished leather shown. To her surprise it was softer than she expected it to be, and she squirmed feeling it.


  Jack moved behind her, taking the collar from her hand. They were in the coffee house in the afternoon, but he didn't hesitate to put the leather around her neck and fasten the buckle behind her.


  "I'll wear it in here?" she asked.


  "Probably not," he replied, even though he could imagine her being that bold with the truth about herself.


  Taking the cuffs from the box, there were a pair for ankles, and another for wrists. With her hand on the leather, her nostrils catching the scent of the dark, her mind was tripping into fantasy, seeing herself immobile and at his mercy again, these the instruments of her bondage.


  "When?” She turned about and looked up at him.


  "When I say so," he said.


  He undid the collar, because customers were coming through the door. Stuffing the box full again, he threw it behind the counter, where it remained for several days, unopened.


  Even though her gift remained untouched, it didn't stop her from imagining the leather pieces where they belonged. When she did, her hands roved to the wet spot between her legs where she came and came and came again until she exhausted herself, thinking of his presents properly binding her. She fantasized about them, how Jack would have her bound to the four corners of a rack, or affixed to a dungeon wall, or simply bound to a bed, spread wide, left vulnerable, his twisted sense of sexual theatre taunting her more as she waited in the uneasy repose, wonder and imagination creating the burn between her thighs, penetration the next expected assault.


  On the fourth day after her collar and cuffs arrived, Jack surprised her with an invitation to be his date for a party that evening.


  "Party? Am I gonna fit in?" she asked, looking down at her modest skirt and bulky black sweater.


  "Don't worry, a little more make-up, you tease your hair slutty, like you first wore it in here, and you can wear the dress I gave you."


  "Then this is not some dress ball?" she said, noting Jack's choice of clothes.


  "Hardly," he laughed, and led her upstairs to get ready.


  It was a rich neighborhood of town they wandered though as Franny sat side by side with Jack in the back of the taxi. The driver finally pulled up in front of a grand looking house with a neat trimmed lawn and an oddly formidable aspect that Franny couldn't quite understand. Entering the mansion, she found the house itself was shabby, in a rich sort of way, with everything gathered inside it wreaking of old and worn and very mellow. The dim lights illuminated only half the space with light. The rest of the house was cast in the oddest shadows, as if there were "half people" lurking there, and "almost" dreams being lived in other dimensions that the guests could only barely make out.


  "What is this place?" she asked, noticing guests in a wildly varying variety of attire, from tuxedos and evening gowns to jeans and lots of leather. The T-shirt dress Franny was wearing Jack had buttoned himself. He left the top open just past her breasts, and the bottom undone to her mid-thigh. For the party, it wasn't all that risqué, just in keeping with the event.


  "It's the only place in town with a decent dungeon," he whispered to her.


  "These are S&M players?" she answered wide-eyed.


  "No. They're here at the invitation of John Buck, the fellow in the corner."


  "His house?" she asked, seeing the man with an impeccable tux, slicked black hair, and a patch over his eye.


  "Yes."


  "What's the occasion?"


  "A theatre benefit."


  "Why are we here?" she asked.


  "To introduce you to the decent dungeon."


  "You told me you weren't into dungeons."


  "I'm not."


  "You confuse me, Jack Brando," she said.


  "Good," he replied, with the devilish smirk she found fascinating every time. It was normally a clue to his state of mind, when he was particularly interested in doing something wicked to her body. Though it had only been a few times she'd seen that smirk, she expected something remarkable to follow.


  Franny was thrown and a little disappointed however, when Jack ignored the thought of dungeons for several hours of the evening, content to socialize with the other guests at the party. Franny remained quietly by his side, though there was a lusty storm brewing inside her. Jack darted from odd guest to odd guest, from those clothed in leather, and women in filmy see through things, to those that looked just plain weird all clothing aside. The image of underworlds coming readily to mind pleased her; and she communicated that by an unusually delicate, amused smile that Jack witnessed but did not comment on.


  "You mentioned the cellar when you called," John Buck reminded him, hours into the long night. Their host had appeared out of nowhere seeming to have swooped down on them like a commander reviewing his troops.


  "Something private for Franny," Jack replied.


  John turned his attention to the sultry woman at Jack's side, whose provocative expression hid the shuddering fear that raced through her just looking at the imposing man. He stepped in front of her so they were eye to eye, a hand reaching out to capture one of hers in his. She felt it clammy and warm with sweat. That didn't surprise her, given the heat in the room.


  "You submit to him?" John asked. "I would think that would be difficult for you."


  "Why would you think that?" she asked, trying not to sound surprised by his forward remark.


  "The spark in these eyes is quixotic. I imagine she's very unreliable," John said.


  Franny ears were burning with the truth told by a complete stranger. How would he know the quality of her submissive nature?


  "You're right about that, she's a lousy submissive," Jack agreed.


  A sudden grimace on her face gave her feelings away and John's massive hand reached out instantly to cradle her neck so she couldn't avert his look.


  "You want to use my cellar watch how you reply. Submissives in this house know their place, whether they're Jack's or mine."


  "I'm sorry," she replied. It wasn't what she wanted to say, but there was just no fire-cracker retort coming easily from her tongue. Perhaps it wasn't the time for a burst of defiance.


  "Much better," John said, seeing her relinquish the scowl. "You will let me watch you?" John said, addressing Jack.


  "It wasn't my plan," Jack replied.


  "Ah, too bad. I'd love to see this one in the sweltering heat of confinement. Should you change your mind, you will be certain to invite me. I've missed you there, my friend."


  "Thanks," Jack said. "But don't expect anything soon."


  John nodded, and Jack walked away, pulling Franny alongside him. Even as they moved into the dining room, she continued to stare at the cold face and eyes of the man that had bound her by the sheer force of his power. She stared at him mesmerized until they were out of sight.


  Jack led her from the room of partying guests, through the dining room, and into a dark hallway at the back of the mansion. A carved walnut door opened to a staircase that led them to the musty darkness of a basement below. It was the kind of darkness where the nondescript walls reach out to grab you by the shoulders, and there's the smell of dead things, and water hits the face coming out of nowhere to drown a soul in fear—at least until the lights go on to dispel half the misery of the underground. And yet, even with the lights burning, the room they entered was as spooky as the darkness they'd left. Franny gazed in awe at sights from her imagination, trying to make sense of the fact that what she was seeing was real, not some daydream fabrication. Eye hooks in the ceiling, ropes dangling down from heavy hooks, saw horses, benches, leather implements everywhere, a rack in the very center and a leather swing to one side, the room was a dungeon out of the best of nightmares. It was difficult for the eye to take in all that eerie quiet where there should have been bodies tied and screams drowned by the subterranean stone. Though Franny's imagination was as bold as the apparatus she gazed on, going straight for the purpose of each terrifying piece with an acute understanding. She was certain it was a place she belonged even though she feared it all.


  "You're going to tie me up?" she asked Jack.


  The gleam in his eyes looked more noxious than ever, especially enhanced by the absurdities before them. He held her hand tightly, keeping her at his side.


  "No," he replied to her question.


  The message jolted her, unexpected as it was.


  Jack watched both disappointment and relief play leap frog across her face.


  "But next time you walk out of my door, leave without notice, fail to call, do not show up for work as agreed, I will bring you here."


  "And then you'll tie me up?" she asked.


  "Then I'll give you the thrashing of your life.” There wasn't a trace of doubt in his voice.


  "Then you only brought me here to scare me?" she asked.


  "Has it?"


  "I don't know. Maybe it makes me want to piss you off even more."


  "It's done that?"


  She studied the room, shivering as her glance passed each hanging implement, and each dreadful place of torture. "No, I think this has served its purpose," she acknowledged, even though she knew how much she wanted to revel in the wicked playground.


  When they returned upstairs, Franny remained in a mesmerized silence, thinking they would be leaving soon. She was anxious to quit the gloomy house, but Jack had no such plans. Instead of rescuing her from the dread that seemed to climb up all around her, he engaged in an animated conversation with John Buck—a turn of events that didn't please her at all. For some reason, their host annoyed her so much, she couldn't stand to be within ten feet of him. But since both men were ignoring her, she wandered way from the pair, and found a table with liquor and a butler to serve her pungent scotch. She'd never indulged in the hard stuff, but downing two doubles on the rocks in a matter of minutes, she enjoyed the burn on her throat and the fire that went all the way through her as the liquor hit her stomach. She almost choked, but collected herself, and smiled at the efficient waiter. Grabbing a third drink, she took off across the room.


  There were artist types standing in a small circle, with long hair, beards, and wearing lots of black. The men turned to her as she approached them.


  "I'm Franny," she introduced herself.


  She liked the way they noticed her. She hadn't planned on provoking a response from Jack, but from the other side of the room, she eyed his irritated expression before she fell into the group of three men, to enjoy a good tease.


  The scotch had taken effect, since she was finding any hint of propriety crumbling away, especially when one rakish director deliberately opened her dress wider still. Her unencumbered breasts swayed for them as they listened to the animated sound of sex in her playful voice. Each time her nipples, appeared and disappeared from view, their eyes watched transfixed.


  Franny had two invitations to screw, from the dark-haired director and a musician with stringy blonde hair that planned to take her upstairs to a bedroom. The third man of the three men was gay, and that was the one she really wanted. Something about his hips made Franny want to fasten against them and rock long into the night. With that impossible, and the director suddenly pulled away by a charming brunette, Franny followed the musician, Sean, through the living room to the foyer, and the staircase leading to the second floor. Half way up the stairs Sean stopped and pulled down the top of the her dress. He buried his head between the mounds of exposed breasts.


  He pressed her against the wall, while her mind danced from thought to thought without much purpose, except releasing some of the sexual heat that had mounted steadily over the evening. She remembered the dungeon with a sneer appearing on her face, and a lot of anger rising. She was pissed at Jack for bringing her here, holding the dungeon before her eyes as a tease, then ripping it away without so much as a promise of returning there. Visions of her greatest desires were flaunted before her, and he hadn't the courtesy to give her even the simplest of fantasies. How dare he!


  She turned her attention to Sean, who had both of her breasts in his hands and was squeezing them so hard she was beginning to squeal. She responded to him, kissing him hard on the lips.


  While she was groveling half-clothed in the musician's grasp, three people passed by the stairwell door and looked up at them. She shooed them off with a nasty lurch and catlike growl that made everyone snicker. The fourth face that appeared at the bottom of the stairs was Jack; and he was wasn't so easily dealt with. Even as she hissed at him playfully, he stared at her with a blank cold gaze.


  "You want something?" she finally asked, pushing the musician away just a little, her nude torso catching the faint light coming from somewhere above her. Her skin looked iridescent in the ghostly shadows.


  "We're leaving," Jack said.


  "You can go. Sean here is going to take me upstairs and screw me like a whore," she said, as she wrapped an arm about the blonde man's waist and continued her journey up the stairs.


  "Franny," Jack called to her.


  She hesitated. It was more than just his voice calling her. Irritation, exasperation, and a trace of hurt stopped her cold. She wasn't sure what she heard, her fuzzy thinking distorted everything, but hurt? Was he hurt? Jealous? She hoped for that, but she didn't see why her trip upstairs would bother him. After all, they had no commitments that prevented her from screwing who ever she liked. Why should it bother him now?


  Wondering what he was thinking, she didn't dare turn around, and didn't dare move on up the stairs, until she had a better fix on his mood.


  "We're leaving now, Franny," Jack repeated.


  So softly spoken, so very gently rendered in Jack's cool tones, the message affected her with an instant of fear that dashed up her spine. She turned about, and shrugging at her spurned "date", then padded down the stairs. The musician was left to figure this one out by himself, though he didn't seem particularly bothered by Franny's sudden exit.


  Before they left, there was one last confrontation with their host, as John Buck was saying good-bye. His eyes fixed Franny in a meaningful staredown.


  "You think you know my soul, don't you?" she was drunk enough and bold enough to say.


  He smiled as if she'd hit the nail on the head. "Don't be so sure that I don't. You're lucky you're with Mr. Brando, I'm sure he's much kinder to women who run about with their mischievous insubordination so obviously on display. Much kinder than I'd surely be."


  "I'm sure I don't have the kind of relationship with Jack that you're thinking of," Franny replied.


  "Is that so?" John said, nodding with interest. The man cast a meaningful glance in Jack's direction.


  But Jack was silent. And he remained so, even when Franny questioned him on the way home. He had no intention of discussing John Buck, his unusual house or his house-guests. He was least of all interested in discussing the dungeon that was still the number one thought on Franny's mind.


  On returning to the apartment, Jack immediately ordered her to the small bedroom. "You might as well remove your clothes," he told her.


  "You're going to tie me?" she asked hopefully. Her head was still spinning from the alcohol. The apartment seemed a little blurry, even Jack's face was indistinct, so she wasn't sure what kind of mood he was in.


  "Be quiet," he said, sternly. "And get undressed.” He walked away, closing the bedroom door behind him.


  Franny waited naked nearly half an hour before Jack returned. Letting her mind float free into an erotic excursion, she found her pussy was wet and wanting pleasure, so she toyed with the hard clit, and allowed herself to fall back on the bed and enjoy the sensations that were rising. So lost in her thoughts, she wasn't aware when Jack opened the door; and she had no idea how long he stared at her.


  "Sit up," were the first words she heard.


  Franny lazily pulled herself to sitting, to view a severe and disapproving face. "You didn't like my playing?" she asked with the innocence of a child.


  "Shush.” He leaned over her, and taking one arm fastened a leather cuff around her wrist; taking the other, he quickly had both cuffs secured, and then held together with a clamp. Jack knelt to reach her feet, putting the larger pair of cuffs at her ankles.


  Such a heavy weight they were, and such a feeling of acquiescence followed. She was in awe of the sensations of submission, how the prospect of Jack ravishing her one more time was making her ecstatic. But it was more than just the prospect of being captured again; the cuffs were more official than ropes, the bondage more unwavering, and her response to them more remarkable still.


  It was also Jack effecting her. Through her inebriated stupor she could sense coldness and severity she'd only seen when he was furious with her, though he wasn't furious now, just completely focused on his task.


  Pulling her from the bed, she stood before a free-standing mirror that had appeared in the room. It hadn't been there before, and was obviously placed there for this specific purpose. She watched herself, while Jack secured the studded collar about her neck. As if the cuffs had not been enough, this simple band of leather gave her a vicious charge, so strong she swore to herself, just one touch to her genitals, and she would cum on the spot.


  She wasn't so lucky to have him bring her off that way. Instead, he moved her to the bed, and laid her face down. Undoing the clasp that held her wrists together, he refastened each one to opposite sides of the headboard. After stuffing a hefty pillow under her groin, he likewise secured her ankles to the footboard.


  "Is this what you meant by "tie me up?" Jack asked.


  She was panting in anticipation, expecting his entry into her, wondering anxiously if he might not take her in the ass, the way her bottom was so well presented.


  "Oh, my yes," she purred.


  Her head was turned so that she could see him standing over her. His consuming energy had her as fixed as the bonds than held her tight. Even if he were to loosen them, she wouldn't move, she would be his forever, allowing herself to be claimed and taken and used . . . she could bless him now for bringing her to this place.


  To her disappointment however, Jack's eyes were not filled with the same sexual purpose as her own. He scrutinized her thoroughly, apparently approving of the secure bondage, but sex was far from his mind.


  "You're a negligent woman," he said. "Thoughtless, careless and inordinately foolish."


  "What . . . ?" she gasped. It took several moments to digest the message. She didn't expect these barbs, or the harsh sound of his voice.


  "You have a few lessons to learn," he continued. "Your behavior tonight demeaned us both."


  "You're condemning me?" she asked.


  "Condemning you, no. Just reminding you of the rules."


  "Rules for what?" she asked.


  "Our relationship."


  "We have one?"


  "You obviously hadn't noticed. But notice now, I don't do favors for women, especially the favors you want without a price. That price is your unwavering monogamy. Something you certainly weren't thinking of tonight?"


  "You've never told me this before.” It was hard to mount any kind of complaint, tied the way she was. But nonetheless, there was anger rising as rich as her sexual desire.


  "No, I haven't said that, have I?" Jack commented.


  He was taking off his leather belt.


  "You're not going to use that!" she shouted.


  "Don't be shrill. You deserve every stroke of the whipping I'm going to give your ass."


  "You bloody bastard! You tricked me!"


  "As easily as you would trick me, my darling."


  Franny struggled to get away from the unexpected reign of terror, though it was useless. The belt came down with all of Jack's "stuffed up" furor suddenly rising to the surface. And with the bonds holding her firmly in place, she was going no where.


  "You ass! You bloody bastard!" she cried. She didn't care if the neighbors heard, the whole block, or the whole city, for that matter. The snapping leather hurt like hell. "You fucking asshole stop!" she demanded.


  "You call me a "fucking ass" again, I'll never stop," he warned.


  A flurry of stripes made nasty imprints on her bottom.


  "Stop it now!"


  Her skin a wicked shade of crimson, he continued on through her cries.


  "Gawd, please," she wailed.


  He wasn't listening, his determination fierce. The pace continued, even through her futile attempts to break the miserable bonds she once wanted.


  "Please, Jack! This isn't fair, please!" she sobbed.


  He paused just long enough to answer her charge.


  "Ah! Fairness. Is it fair to me, making plans to fuck another man in front of my face, is it fair to flaunt body and soul in front of my eyes, to walk out my door without explanations, to come and go as you chose, returning with your soothing "I'm sorrys," as if nothing mattered at all? Is it fair to be footloose with regard for no one but yourself?"


  His speech, a tiny window of relief from the agonizing physical pain, hardly soothed her.


  "But you never said . . ." she tried to speak through her tears.


  "I never said a lot of things, and neither did you."


  "But this isn't fair!”


  "Life's never fair for you, is it Franny?" he replied.


  To her, it was pointing out the obvious. With another bite of painful torment, he began with the belt again, this time leaving her sobbing without much energy to say another word; though she was just as glad he was assaulting her again. She wouldn't have to think about his hurtful words.


  As the pain became acute, she roared, "I hate you!" through her tears. And Jack replied with the belt landing on its cutting edge, where a line of red against the already vibrant hue would rise moments later and remain.


  "Yeeeeawwww!" she screeched.


  He waited for an instant, and began once more, though now a degree of resignation followed. Not that she didn't thrash about, or howl like crazy, but she was more relinquished. Jack felt that from her body language, and with her skin raw, and nerves ready to explode, it was time to stop.


  She was exhausted and limp when he moved to the bed, and hovered over her backside. Feeling the heat from her aroused him, as he expected it would. She wasn't particularly different than any other submissive he'd chastised in the past, though at the moment, she was easily his favorite, perhaps because of her innocence, and how easily she'd been led, and how compliant he knew she'd be from this moment on.


  He massaged the rough skin on her behind, to hear her gasp and jerk toward him. When all she could do was damn him earlier, the sounds of arousal escaping her lips were now begging him to continue. And so he did. Releasing her ankles so she could rise to her knees, he parted her rear cleft, and greased the backdoor opening. Taking both sore cheeks in his hands, he pushed gently against her sphincter.


  She accompanied his entry of her ass with a whimper, one that accompanied the shudder of stimulation, feeling the first sensations of an anal copulation. He could tell she would be forgiving him everything when this was over; the response to the steady movement in her bottom was nothing less than elated. She was moaning, asking for more, pushing her ass back against his groin so he could shove his stiff prick all the way inside.


  He could have been rough with her, could had slammed himself inside her ruthlessly. God knows, he'd done that before with other women. But he wanted her calm, he wanted her appreciating more than just the sensation of penetration. He wanted her to acknowledge the sexual heat that he could feel about her everywhere.


  Minutes later when he came, her own body jolted, giving him more than he ever expected in pleasure. The tight channel was a great gift and Franny an able giver.


  Pulling away as he finished, Jack dropped back against the bed and stroked her bottom affectionately as he lay next to her, and she moaned sweetly.


  The room was dark, except for a flickering candle in the very last stages of burning out. In this busy part of town it was rare not to hear the sound of cars and city buses and honking horns and people shouting; but in this room in the dead of night, the only thing he heard was Franny's heavy breathing, and the last of the sighs, mixed with the last waves of passion leaving her exhausted body.


  "Did I whip the madness from you?" he asked her softly.


  "Uh huh," she replied. She was coming to, out of a drunken sexual stupor, opening her eyes, to see his much relaxed face looking into hers.


  "Did you deserve it?" he asked.


  She tensed for a second, and then relaxed. "Yes," she murmured at last.


  He smiled kindly. "Then you understand our relationship better now."


  "I still don't understand why you tricked me?" she said.


  He ran his hand along her back, down the curve of her spine, and up to her well laid out rear that had taken so much loving abuse. The warm palm against her sore bottom soothed it.


  "But you understand how it's going to work, my little floozy?"


  She wanted to mount another protest, except that for all her righteous indignation over the unfair treatment, she was happily at his mercy. Her mind was at last clear enough to realize that he was inviting her into the very relationship she'd wanted with him in the first place. The reality was still a little fuzzy, but she was certain of that much.


  "You do loose and foolish things, Franny, I will punish you. That won't change."


  "As if I'm a kid," she said.


  "You are," he stated. "I didn't want this arrangement, Franny. I suppose I've told you that before; but finding you irresistible has made it imperative that I keep you around. It's not my better judgment speaking to me, I'm certain it's my cock, but your beautiful ass has won me over.”


  His confession pleased her. It was almost as if he was following the script she'd created in her mind. But she buried her giggle in the pillow at her face, not sure it was time to be triumphant, especially when she was still tied to the bed.


  "But . . . " he started again with that familiar warning tone, "you have to abide by the rules."


  "What are they?"


  "Your fidelity. No casual sex, no running off drunk to screw a stranger, or a friend. And no drunken lapses in good judgment. "I won't compromise on that."


  "That means?" she asked.


  "I don't make exceptions, is that clear?"


  "Yes. So that's the only rule?"


  "Honesty. Don't ever let me catch you lying."


  Honesty. The word stuck in her throat. This rule was more terrifying than the first. It wasn't that she was dishonest with Jack, but she was hardly straightforward about many things.


  "You think you can be honest?" he asked.


  "I guess I'll have to be, won't I?" she said.


  He nodded his head.


  "I can, Jack," she said earnestly.


  "That's good, Franny," he said.


  He was as aware her tendency to fib as she was, even though he wasn't sure what the white and black lies were. He was wise enough to figure that long term with Franny might mean more lies and more fireworks; and to his surprise, that wasn't as unpleasant a thought as it might have been a few weeks before.


  He unfastened her wrists from the headboard and lifted her into his arms. The collar and cuffs remained in place.


  "Maybe it's time, you told me what you're looking for?" she asked, staring him directly in his face.


  "No," he replied.


  "But if I'm being honest, shouldn't you be?"


  "If you're being honest with me, then you'll know," he replied.


  She looked puzzled, and also too exhausted to consider the question further.


  Half carrying her to his room, for the first time they slept together side by side in his bed, while Jack enjoyed the warmth of her warm body, and Franny remained happily collared and cuffed all night long.


  




  


  Chapter Four


   


  There was a secret place in her life, that Jack knew nothing about. She made up her mind early on that she wouldn't tell him about her life outside the coffee house. She'd already told him about Blue, and that was probably a mistake. The reason for her hapless living arrangements: Franny had never been a woman of responsibility and she'd never been in any stable relationship. Leaving home as a teenager, she was old in ways of scrapping for things, and compromising what flimsy principles she might have had. Surviving gave her guts, making her cunning and instincts sharp, but she was still innocent at twenty four, naive and unfamiliar with what her heart longed for. There was too much time taken up in getting by. The only thing she'd ever fixed on were sexual fantasies, and then of course, Jack Brando.


  "Hey, bitch, where's the money?” Christof charged into the bedroom she shared with Sandy in the third floor walk-up. She'd been there two months, after Josie kicked her out of her apartment because she never paid her rent. "Heart of gold" only went so far, especially when Josie's heart started to freeze, and she sent Franny packing, making another journey to the streets to find a place to sleep.


  Jack would have killed her if he'd known. She could see his livid face, had imagined it a thousand times as he let the information sink in about what an indecent life she lived on the lamb. She'd been arrested once for prostitution, when the charge wasn't even true. What was true was the desperation that made the possibility more real all the time of selling herself for the roof over her head. She had slept around for favors. Sometimes from Blue, but she hated to take much from him, since she knew he was always in to breaking the law one way or another, and she didn't want to land in jail riding on his shirt-tail. He did treat her better than anyone else, but the most she'd let him have her was on their sporadic "getting away from it all" trips. She figured she was safe where there were no tough guys to chase him down.


  She was in Christof's apartment now, and Christof was an ass, a particularly first class ass because he had money, and flaunted it around her, while he pointed out her lack of it every chance he got.


  "I told you, you could stay if you paid me, bitch. I'm not taking any chicks in, even ones as beautiful as you, without their paying me rent. I'm tired of you lazy tramps ripping me off."


  "Maybe you should keep better company," Franny said, replying to his barbs, as she rolled over in the double bed.


  "Maybe you should get your ass out of the sack and get to that job you have. Where is it anyway?" he asked.


  "I'm not telling you.” That was firm, she wasn't going to let any of the scoundrels she lived with know about Jack, or the job, or anything to do with her attempts at a respectable life. It was a test anyway, one she wasn't sure she was going to pass. It was tricky enough just trying to stay in good with him, she didn't want anyone laughing at her if it didn't work out. Of course, if Jack would only let her move in with him, that would solve most of the problems. But there were only occasional nights together. Apparently, Jack needed space.


  "And don't forget, Fran, there's that other matter you promised you'd clear up for me," Christof reminded her of an older debt.


  It was a mistake to come back to this place, she thought to herself, but then, she had so few choices. She wanted to get out of bed, but she was naked under the covers and didn't want Christof to see her that way. If she couldn't be completely honest with Jack, at least she could keep his first rule and be faithful.


  "I've got your money, just get out of here so I can get dressed," she replied.


  "Ah, modest all of a sudden?" he mocked her.


  "I have a right to be."


  "Hon, I've had carnal knowledge of your flesh, maybe you don't remember.” He was smirking, something that was easy for him. "In fact there are ways of getting me to forget your debt."


  "NO!” She was too mad now to worry about modesty, and charged from the bed, pulled her wallet from her purse and stuffed a wad of cash in his fist. "Now leave!"


  Christof eyed the several bills.


  "Still short, hon."


  "The rest is coming. I get paid tomorrow," she barked.


  "You better," he said, as he gave her nakedness a deliberate inspection.


  "Do I lie to you?" she said.


  "All the time.” He finished her off with a lewd move toward her crotch, but she backed away and he left.


  There was no money left in her wallet, and since she was paid two days before, there wouldn't be another check from Jack for five. Getting by wouldn't be easy, but then of course she'd done it before. It didn't help that Sandy had a note taped to the mirror reminding her of the ten she owed her.


  Handling it in typical fashion, she took a deep breath, threw some clothes on and left the building, heading for Blue's apartment, hoping for a little comfort, and a ride in the country.


  Jack watched Franny moving around the coffee house. She was arousing him again. The pert bottom seemed to dance on the air as she scooted around the room, serving drinks. She was right about charming the patrons, most of them loved her, even the regulars that thought Jack was daft to hire her for his distinguished coffee house.


  He was thinking they'd be together that night, the thought so pervasive in his mind, he was making plans all day, and even laid a six inch piece of rope on Franny's serving tray as a clue to her. She looked at it and didn't respond until she returned to the bar with the rope in her teeth, a diabolical smile on her face.


  The shop was closed, and Franny was waiting for Jack in his apartment. It seemed an eternity, at least an hour, and several times she almost tiptoed to the staircase to call to him, but he wouldn't like that.


  The look on his face when he ordered her upstairs had been sheer fire, something to cringe about, even though she believed it was the beginning of a sexual interlude, fueled by his dominant feelings that would play their wondrous havoc all over her body. It made no sense to think otherwise, but the longer she remained alone, the more worried she got.


  For a while she lounged on the bed, thinking bondage thoughts, thinking that maybe Jack would finally put his penis in her pussy, not her ass. Even though in her ass was pleasure beyond belief, there was something sacred about the "real thing" she was still longing for, though he was cautious to begin. But little steps, baby steps into the relationship weren't bad at all. Maybe they wouldn't make any stupid blunders that way. It was a novelty to be so careful.


  After lounging on the bed pretending to be tied up, she got tired of Jack not showing, so she scooted off the bed and looked out the window at the street, watching the evening crowd and the busy cars go by.


  When the door to the room finally opened, she turned, startled by the sound, even though she'd been expecting it. Jack sported a nasty scowl, that even for a sexual dominant was a little too fierce not to fear.


  "There's two hundred dollars short in the till," he announced.


  "Really?" Franny responded.


  "You know anything about it?" he asked.


  "Me?"


  He wasn't backing down from the confrontation. "I've been over the records a half dozen times just to make sure."


  "You think I took it?" she asked.


  "Did you?"


  Was it better to be honest, or better to lie? Both plans of action were valid. Both she could use with equal ease.


  "You're not answering fast enough," Jack said.


  "And that condemns me?" she asked.


  "Does it?” He probed her with his eyes, a stare she wanted to avert, but somehow he had her mesmerized and she couldn't look away.


  "You're just honest enough Franny to commit yourself. You took the money, didn't you?"


  "Jack, please."


  "Answer my question," he boomed.


  "I did," she shouted to him. "I needed it."


  "Why didn't you ask?"


  "I don't know, I didn't think it mattered, I didn't want you to know."


  "You think I'm that sloppy with the books?"


  "I didn't know.” She was looking desperate.


  "Why'd you take it?" he asked.


  "I can't tell you."


  "You can't tell? Who do you owe?"


  "Just a debt, it's nothing big."


  "Big enough to make you steal," he pointed out.


  "It's not stealing, I'd have paid it back."


  "Why did you take it, Franny?" he tried one more time.


  "Jack please.” She wanted him to feel sorry for her, though it wasn't happening; there wasn't an ounce of understanding coming from him. Of course she owed him an explanation. But she wouldn't dare tell him the whole story, never in a million years . . . .


  "You going to come clean or not?" he asked.


  "I can't."


  "Just two simple rules, Franny."


  "I don't care about the fucking rules," she snapped.


  "Then you don't care about the relationship."


  "That's not true."


  "Isn't it?"


  "What does it matter if you know the whole stupid story?" she barked. As much as her anger flared, so did her tears.


  "It matters because it's your life," he replied. "And you're leaving gaping holes all over the place, so I don't even know who you are."


  "I can't tell you, Jack. It's just not going to happen.” She said it in a way to make him see her firm resolve, not with malice, but a trace of desperation.


  Jack stared at her . . . "bratty child", described her well, her hair mused, her face blotched from tears, a pout that took him back to childhood to think of another that looked so naughty and disobedient.


  "If you can tell me nothing, Franny, maybe it's time for you to go," he said. "Think about it. I'll be here if you want to talk.” He had a good mind to paddle her bottom, just to see if that brat in her would finally let loose with the truth; but she wasn't a child, she was woman. And at some point she'd have to respond as one.


  For two hours Jack stayed clear of the upstairs, not hearing a word, not even a sound from above. Usually just walking across the upstairs floor could be heard in the coffee house, but there wasn't a sound. He'd spent some time in the back room sorting through boxes, maybe he missed her. Finally returning to the apartment, he looked for her in the small bedroom, she wasn't there, or anywhere else—must have tiptoed out when he wasn't looking.


  She did leave a note pinned to the pillow, the key to the building lay on top.


  "Sorry I wasted your time. It might take a while, but I'll get your money back. Franny."


  He might have cried, he was so worn out by her, but that wasn't his way. Certainly there was lots of regret, but he probably wouldn't have changed a thing. Franny was more like a vision to him than a real woman. The evening on his stairs and the vigorous blowjob, she'd reached out to him from his darkside and remained for a while, but now appeared to be disappearing back into the shadows again, as if she'd never been there at all.


  He turned off the lights and left the room.


  




  


  Chapter Five


   


  "So how's your life, darling?" Venita asked.


  "Pretty fair," Jack answered.


  She flipped her blond pageboy in a classic Venita gesture. How she did that with such precision, every hair remaining in place was a marvel of the feminine species he hadn't yet figured out. Her red lips were so wet, he had to keep himself from thinking there were traces of cum dripping from them. Looking at her it was natural to think that, since she reeked with eroticism in every move she made.


  Jack polished his glassware, moving from one end of the bar to the other, while Venita's eyes carefully followed him.


  "I see your young thing is missing?" she remarked.


  "Took off."


  "Why was that?"


  He shrugged.


  "How, typical, "Mr. Tightlipped, I'm not going to show any emotion"," Venita said.


  "What's there to say?"


  "That you miss her, maybe?"


  He put down the glass he was shining, stood in front of her with hands outstretched casually on the bar, and looked straight at the butter soft glint in her eyes.


  "Yeah, I miss her. She was something to spark an old man's fancy."


  "Old man! You're too hard on yourself. I'm nearly your age and I'll be damned if I'll have you or anyone else calling me old.” She scowled, before her face turned back into a smile.


  "You are in a different category of human being, Ven."


  "Oh?"


  "Ageless."


  She winked at him, the description pleased her. She reached out and stroked his face.


  "You think I could stay a while?" she asked.


  "As long as you like, you know you're welcome."


  "Just a few days, hon. We'd tear each other limb from limb if I stayed any longer."


  "But we'll have a good time doing it," he reminded her.


  "We would, wouldn't we?” She gazed around the nearly empty coffee house. "You planning to close this place soon?" she whispered. "My body's crawling from this heat, and watching your rear."


  "I don't drive them out," he informed her.


  "Then I'll wait for you upstairs.” She pulled herself from the tall bar stool and shimmied a little letting the tight linen skirt shift back into place around her hips, then walked to the other side of the room. Jack watched her body move with a sassy ease, as he listened to her high heels click against the wooden floor. She waved for him to follow, then disappeared beyond the door.


  Venita hadn't removed a stitch of her clothes when Jack found her upstairs waiting for him, lounging on the bed, gazing out the window, her head resting on her arms that were resting on the window frame.


  "You're hardly ready for screwing," he said, interrupting her reverie.


  "I'm not in to fast fucks, darling.” Pulling herself from the bed, there was a scratchy old jazz recording on his phonograph that she wanted to play. The music sounded faraway when it began, as if a club from down the street was warming up for evening with the cool sounds of a sax and a mellow clarinet. She took his hands in hers and danced chest to chest, with her eyes looking up at him, his looking down. The best kind of tease, she thought, one where they almost weren't touching at all, just letting their body atoms share the same space, making for a prickly sensation.


  "I can tell when you're hurting, Jack," she murmured.


  "You think so?" he murmured back. He reached up to fondle her hair, mess with the perfect pageboy, so eventually it would tangle into a mass of blonde.


  "You don't let any of us under your skin, but she got there. I bet she got inside you more than any woman since Lacy."


  "Talking to me about Franny is no way to woo me, Venita."


  "Oh, I think it's working," she countered, as her hand found a stiffening cock between his legs.


  "You playing therapist?"


  "Sexual confidant. I don't like seeing you miserable."


  "I'm hardly miserable," he reminded her, as his cock pulsed against her hand.


  Venita stopped talking, more intent on undoing the belt, and letting the zipper down, finding the gem inside his pants. Dropping to the floor she took the hard thing in her mouth and let her tongue dance around it, while her hand stroked its shaft. Pushing him to the bed, she settled between his legs so that all Jack could see when he looked down at her was blonde hair bobbing up and down. No longer important to watch, he relaxed against the unmade sheets and let her have him. He only opened his eyes when he felt her naked breasts dangling over his face; and then he responded more with lips than anything, dining on the banquet of Venita's white white flesh.


  "You're going to leave marks," she managed to purr in the midst of her nonsensical groans.


  "Good," he replied, answering back with his face pressed to one breast, biting her there until he knew there would be a perfect round mark when he pulled away.


  She was moaning, but such a rapturous state, that he knew the effect was going straight to her pussy. Taking her hips in his hands he forced his way inside, pushing her down on his cock until he settled deep, as she screamed with a little agony when he went to the hilt. Her pussy rising to the top of his cock, she started a slow tease, swaying lewdly on top of Jack's erection. He was clawing at her ass, nibbling at her torso, and within minutes, had rolled the bitch on her back, taking back control of the screw.


  "You're playing rough," she said.


  "You must want it that way?" he said.


  "It's you, Jack. I want you."


  He pulled off of her and went to the bureau where there was a length of rope in the top drawer. Binding her hands together and then to the bedrail above, she was captured, happily conquered, even though she had the look of threatening defiance spewing forth, not just from her eyes but every pore. Venita wouldn't submit without fire, not without earthy words, and a dozen charges of "ruthless bastard prick"—and those she spit forth even as he subdued her. But not much of a battle this time, they'd both note that later. She was too needy to put up much fight, and Jack? Jack was better off not fighting a battle with the wrong woman.


  Venita lay like the spoils of a war, unable to move away with her hands well secured. And though her hips bucked in rebellion, they were overpowered with his groin and fully enraged cock coming down to impale her. With legs spread wide he invaded her private place like a barbarian raping a virgin. The fantasy worked for the benefit of their sexual charge, and the mind numbing trip to outer worlds, where they could blissfully take a journey from reality.


  He raped her as she bucked at him.


  "Bastard, asshole, prick!" shattered the last remnants of the peaceful evening.


  "Bitch, fucking cunt, whore!" were replies to excite her more, and make him appear all the more pissed off just because she was a woman, a cunt, a worthless dame.


  In a frenzied barrage of bucks and shouts, the end came, Jack exploding, Venita bursting out with a wild cry seconds after his last thrust stabbed her deep. She moved into him with a fierce climax grabbing at his cock. The flood of release swept down on her, just as the man ravishing her had swept her into a make-believe past, with a make-believe rape.


  With the remains of his cum dripping across her swaying thighs and belly, Jack drew away and left her to the silence that followed, while he went to the kitchen for a beer.


  When are you going to untie me?" she called to him, when the drifting post-fuck sleep had passed, and she woke with her arms aching from the stretch, her wrists feeling as if they were being cut through. Jack was too good at binding to make that happen, but she had pulled like hell while she climaxed and now the bonds were too tight.


  "You're still alive?" he called out.


  "Damn right!"


  "Maybe I'll shower first," he said. He stood at the door naked, watching her look helpless. Though she'd looked far less helpless earlier when the ravages of sex had her captivated.


  "Oh, no you won't!" she blared.


  "But you look so beautiful."


  "Sweet talk is not going to work, luv, especially if you want my body again."


  "You're talking pretty mean for a woman that's as powerless as you are right now."


  "I was planning to stay," she reminded him.


  When he finally reached in to untie her from the bed, he planted an affectionate kiss on her pale red lips.


  "I wish all women were as easy as you are," he said.


  "The ones you love never are, are they?"


  "How about I love you now?" Jack considered aloud. It wasn't a bad idea at all, considering what a hell of a good woman she was.


  "At least until the next Franny shows up?"


  "I hadn't planned on the last, if you will remember."


  "I'm not complaining, Jack. And I suppose I'll stay, at least until you kick me out, or I find some tight buns of my own to follow.” She had a twisted grin on her face.


  He rubbed her wrists. "You pulled too tightly," he scolded her.


  "I need cuffs, if I'm going to do this regularly."


  "I'm not sure regularly is necessary for either one of us," Jack said. He pulled her blonde head into his chest and held her tightly to him, thinking how much sharing the bed with her warm body would hold off the terminal prognosis of loneliness that was an apt diagnosis for their joint condition.


  He was glad Venita had the habit of showing up at the right times. He was also glad she never stayed too long. In spite of the delightful sex, underneath the surface of her womanliness was an intense desire to control, no manner of bondage could alter that. Jack couldn't live with that kind of determination for long; and anymore, he didn't have the inclination to keep it subdued.


  




  


  Chapter Six


   


  Franny had seen him at the coffee house that afternoon. The blonde vamp had been there, not actually acting as a waitress, but she was serving a few coffees to the sparse clientele.


  She watched for a long time peeking in the window, thinking how stupid it was to even show up, after she'd been gone a month, now finding herself replaced by an aging old flame with great legs and a womanly bearing that reeked with wisdom she'd never have. Franny wondered if Jack tied her up too.


  Hours later, Franny tiptoed into the apartment, skirting Christof's glance. He was on the way out, haranguing one of his other "late with the rent" boarders. At least the heat was off of her, but she couldn't claim sickness forever, as she disappeared into her room for another afternoon, while she tried getting a grip on the next weeks of her uncertain future. Seeing Jack again, made her more obsessed with her bondage desires than ever. She left his place with the cuffs in her oversized purse. He'd probably claim she stole them too, but then, they were a gift.


  Pulling them out of hiding, she put the wrist ones on, trying not to worry about what would happen if she couldn't get them off by herself. They were transportation to fragrant places in her mind that smelled of leather, incense and burning candles. Aromas of the dark, of lurking shadows and the dungeon where Jack never took her. If she hadn't been a fool, maybe he would have, eventually. Begging worked on him. If she'd begged enough, he would have done anything for her.


  A dildo came from the same bag where she kept the cuffs. Stuffed inside her, her arms outstretched above, she rocked back and forth with her imagination moving into a flight of fantasy . . . .


  . . . down a dark road to a house of stone, and man who shared faces with John Buck, eyes with no light shining, a firm expression with no smiles—not even a sly turn of the lip—and a suit of black, a business man's suit, that was fitted and tapered and pressed not to wrinkle . . . a gentleman dom who with leather gloved hands, ties her in the center of the stone house, that turned into stone ruins as her body is stripped away of its clothes . . . She's hanging, tied to a beam above her, her body swaying and cold from the chill of air, except that she's sweating too . . . and when the lash hits it's Jack wielding the vile thing, while the leathered gloved man shoves his implements into her orifices... Her body moves effortlessly to the dual sensation of pleasured pain, writhing against the lash, bucking against the invasions, she comes for a long time in lingering wave after wave of ecstasy...


  When the fantasy died away, Franny opened her eyes to the drab room with the cock-eyed curtains, and the peeling paper, and the wooden floor that was bowed enough to make the place feel as if it was perpetually leaning.


  She had to get out of this mess.


  Jack wasn't going to happen again, but there was no reason why she had to remain in this squalor. There would be another job, even if there was never another Jack.


  




  


  Chapter Seven


   


  Two months later . . .


  The noon rush was almost past. When the clock struck one, it was uncanny the way the place cleared out. Half the city ran on that unconscious time, when all hell breaks loose for one brief hour, and then returns to serious conversation, purposeful talk, and efficient postures when the hour is over. Jack never needed a clock to tell the time of day.


  "Place doesn't feel the same, Jack," Chip Jones barked at him from way down at the end of the bar. The fat florid faced man sat in the same spot every day, warmed the seat for at least an hour and a half. He wasn't on the same time schedule as the rest of the city. A private detective who named his own hours, there were just a few working ones in his regular day. He'd be at the tavern down the street by four that afternoon.


  "What do you mean?" Jack barked back, as he cleaned away empty coffee mugs from the empty bar.


  "The chick with the red hair and those weird eyes."


  "Weird eyes?"


  "Yeah, those you could never get a fix on. You was banging her, weren't you?"


  Jack chuckled, and didn't answer.


  "Babe's probably banging lots of buck, young and old now."


  "How's that?"


  "You don't know?" Chip questioned.


  "Know what?"


  "Yeah, you're too much of a stiff to be in a place like The Pony. Wouldn't have been there myself, 'cept I was working on this case. Following this broad that works as the "hostess" there. Boy is she just as straight as an arrow. My client won't like that. But not the rest of those girls. Just when you think the old games are going the way of the horse and buggy, you walk into a place like that and see all that sweet smelling pussy dazzling you right there before your eyes. Got a good glimpse of her, Jack, you shouldn't have let that one go."


  "Franny's working at The Pony?"


  "During the day. Least that's when I see her there. Been four, maybe five times."


  Didn't sound like it was just work taking him there.


  "What's she doing?" Jack asked.


  "Lap dancing mostly. You know all that toying with the customers. Probably making deals for later under the table, or behind the bar, if you know what I mean. That's where they get all the dough. I doubt they pay them all that much. Tips of course. But boy is she a dandy. Too bad things come to that, for a chick like her. I kind of liked her here. Had that cheery smile. I'm sure it's good for the Pony's business."


  He wasn't blaming Jack for firing her, though he was fishing for an explanation, the way he fished for most everything. It came natural to him.


  "She ran off Chip, haven't a clue to where she's been."


  He nodded his head, muttered something, his jowls engaged, then threw a few bills on the bar. "Gotta go. You take care.” He always left as if he was never going to return, though there was little doubt that he wouldn't be back the next day, sitting on his personal barstool.


  Jack wondered, if Franny worked days, would he find her at The Pony at seven? It was the earliest that he could close up the coffee shop and drive up town to the seedy theatre section. There were dozens of blaring neon lights, but The Pony stood out clearly from the rest. He'd walked the block a few times with friends that he rarely saw anymore, it had been at least ten years, since he'd been in one of the rat-trap bars with their displays of female anatomy.


  Going through the heavy black door, it took some time to adjust himself to the dark, and the white and red Christmas lights that shattered his clear vision, until he got used to the incessant blinking. The hostess that greeted him was a statuesque platinum blonde. He wondered if it was Chip's "broad.”


  "Ten dollar cover," she said.


  "You have a young red-head working here?" he said.


  "Natural or bottled, honey, we got lots of redheads."


  "She's natural, and her eyes are kind of vague, don't have any real color."


  "Francine.” The woman nodded her head, the hairdo didn't give an inch.


  "Must be her," Jack agreed.


  "She's working, but she's off in a half hour."


  "Good."


  He gave the woman her ten bucks and moved inside. The show on stage was a typical erotic dancer grinding her hips against a tall metal pole, swinging her pendulous breasts for the eyes that looked at her through the shadows below, with vacant stares, their lips wet with desire. The crowd was small, even though it seemed packed, filled with smoke and music. Jack watched from the sidelines, looking for Franny, at first not seeing her anywhere. He was certain he couldn't miss her flaming hair, but she was hidden for a while behind a post at the far side of the room. When he caught sight of her, she was roving the floor, waiting for offers to plant her ass on a welcoming lap.


  It wasn't long before Jack saw her move to a gray-haired gentleman, wearing a business suit and a pair of attentive, gleaming eyes. She flashed him a coy half grin Jack remembered well, and climbed on the gentleman's lap squirming her nearly naked rear against his thighs. The man's hands happily wandered over Franny's torso, traveling down to her legs where the two were moving gently against each other. Jack never quite understood the rules of these bar games. He never needed women this way to get off.


  Standing at the sidelines, inching closer, he watched her work, going from a playful childlike position, to—with the offer of another twenty—straddling him with legs wide, the two loins locked together, doing an erotic dance that mimicked fucking very well. Another twenty was snapped into her g-string, so she continued the lascivious dance. The gentleman's hands moved more vigorously across her breasts, but by the time he was toying with her nipples, Jack was at their side, gently tugging at Franny's shoulder. The gray-haired man jumped as if his wife had just discovered him fondling the provocative redhead.


  "I'm afraid, she'll have to end this one," Jack told the man, while a shocked Franny stared into Jack's face, her own filled with terror.


  Without at word of explanation, Jack pulled her to her feet and dragged her through the back, with the manager, Gus, shouting at him to stop, and Franny looking back at her boss with a dazed expression. Whatever Jack told the man, Franny didn't hear; but it was obviously some threat, and he backed off. She almost thought that Jack would haul her into the alley with nothing to cover her body but the skimpy g-string; though grabbing a shirt hanging on a coat rack near the exit, he pulled it around her before he opened the door. In the alley he pushed her against the concrete wall, while hanging on to one arm and standing little more than inches from her panting chest.


  "What the hell are you doing here?" Jack asked her.


  "Working, what do you think?" she barked.


  "The only job you can find?" he asked.


  "I needed the money," she answered.


  "And this is the only way you can get it?"


  "It pays a hell of a lot better than waitressing in a coffee bar," she snapped.


  "You could have told me you had a problem," he said.


  "Yeah, and I didn't, did I? I guess I was chicken."


  "So you steal from me instead?"


  "God, I hate this," she fumed, "about as much as I'm hating you right now.”


  His passive cool eyes were impossible to avoid, and impossible to look at. His power to command her had not diminished, if anything it was more imposing, imposing feelings she didn't want to think about.


  "How about the truth?" he asked. "Unless you'd like me take off my belt and strap your ass right here until you're ready to talk."


  He'd her pinned against the wall, not exactly cuffed and bound, nonetheless he was standing over her so close she could feel his breath on her cheek and detect the smell of wintergreen. To revolt against this kind of captivity was hopeless. And he wasn't kidding about the belt on her ass.


  "Okay, you want the truth? I'll tell you the truth.” On this occasion her colorless eyes looked as if razors had been set deep inside them, the color of ash with a trace of burning embers lit them oddly. "I had no place to stay, and owed money to this guy that wanted it back—yesterday. I kinda decided I didn't want to wake up in the morning with a couple of black eyes, or better yet, my ass bleeding from the rape. He would never be as gentle as you. But at least he understands women like me. Working here was fine with him. At least it pays well." She flipped off the last comment with as much sarcasm as she could conjure.


  Jack's mounting rage had taken a back seat to patience; he was well practiced in the art being obscure with his feelings in matters like this. And yet for all his practiced artfulness challenging a negligent, irresponsible woman, this time, it didn't stop his face from changing noticeably when her message came through clear.


  "You're telling me, all the time you worked for me you had no place to stay?"


  She thought a minute. "No. Not really, nothing permanent. I mooched off people, have been for a long time."


  "How long have you been doing that?"


  "I don't know," she shrugged. "Maybe two years, I guess. I'm not really sure. Things just kind of happen to me. Like this job. I've done this before, you know I'm not some lily white virgin."


  "Why the hell didn't you tell me you were in trouble?" He wanted to shout at her, and was trying very hard not to.


  Her glassy eyes began to flare brighter, her mind working rapidly for lies and fibs and half-truths, but for the first time ever, they just weren't appearing in her mind. Instead of being more defiant, she was beginning to cry. "I was embarrassed, all right!" she finally blurted out. "I didn't want to admit that I was a tramp off the street, that I turn tricks when I can't get money any other way. Why do you care anyway?"


  "Caring about each other was part of our bargain."


  "Yeah, but when I ask you if I could stay with you, oh no! Go sleep in your own bed. You controlling asshole!"


  "If you'd been honest, Franny, answers change."


  "How do I know that?"


  "I'd never have let you put yourself into a situation like this. You should have known that."


  "But I didn't. How did I know you wouldn't kick me out on my ass? Every one else has. And besides, what's wrong with what I'm doing?"


  "Whether you sell yourself or not isn't the point. Running the streets with guys that will kill you as easily as they'll screw you, that's the point."


  "I've been perfectly safe."


  "You've been lucky."


  She shook her head, shaking away tears—again. It was a working girl's dream, to feel the comforting arms of a loving man suddenly swoop down and rescue her from a nightmare. Unfortunately, it didn't seem all that romantic at the moment. The confrontation was nothing but painful.


  All this time he'd had his hand grasping her arm so firmly there would be a bruise there when he finally let go. But at last, he was easing his hold, and tenderly massaging her thin arm. It was enough to make Franny take a long relaxing breath of air.


  "Maybe people aren't very honest in your world,” Jack was thinking aloud. He caressed her arm, and then her face.


  "I expect people to lie to me, if that's what you mean," she answered him. His tender touch made her wince with desire.


  "And, I'm not used to people not trusting me," Jack said.


  She shook her head, chuckling darkly. "Trust? I don't even know what that means."


  It was as honest a conversation as they'd ever had.


  There were twilight shadows lurking about the back alley where someone was peeing into a box somewhere in the middle of the dark gloom.


  "Is this yours?" he asked, of the shirt that was thrown over her shoulders. A hand clutched the two sides of the garment together, while her bare legs were beginning to shiver from the chill.


  "No. My stuff's inside."


  "Then let's get it."


  "Where are taking me?"


  "You shouldn't have to ask," he replied, turning grim again.


  "I was doing the best I could do, Jack," she ventured, deciding she wanted to please him again.


  "I know," he answered. His anger was dying away; it seemed good enough just having her back.


  "And I have your money," she added.


  "Keep the money, Franny, you need it more than I do. I'll extract my price another way."


  She nodded, as he guided her back through the door and into the dressing room, where she was quickly into her jeans and sweatshirt.


  "I should tell Gus I'm leaving," she whispered to him, while they were in the dark hall on the way out.


  "I don't think that's necessary," he said. "I told him you're underage."


  "You what?"


  He grinned. The first she'd seen so far, and she almost laughed, it was so absurd.


  "What's going to happen now?" she asked, as they left the nightclub.


  "We start over," he replied.


  That made sense. Pick up where they left off? That wasn't even believable. Though starting over with Jack left a lot of unanswered questions, it felt safer than the alternatives that had been pursuing doggedly her for weeks—like Christof, and getting more money from her clients at The Pony because Jack was out of her life, and didn't matter any more.


  They walked to his car, with his arm around her. She guessed he still didn't trust her not to flee. But there was no way she would. She was feeling cared for, that was the best part. Bewildered too, and unable to think of a reason not go with him. She never wanted to defy the man in the first place, she'd just wanted to be with him.


  "You're going to tan my ass, aren't you?" she asked, when they were sitting side by side in his small sports car.


  He was putting the vehicle in gear, turning his head to look for traffic. "Yeah, Franny. The shit you put me though, you're damn right I am. I probably should have before you ran out, might have avoided a lot of trouble now.” He looked at her when they were finally into the flow of traffic. The face with the perfect make-up, the exotic dancer guise with the two-tone shadow and the blush of heavy rouge. The well-lined lips looked smudged and worn away, traces of the Franny he liked the best appearing out from under the mask. She looked much too young for the heavy look anyway. "It'll clear the air," he said.


  It was all part of what was necessary. She saw that as clearly as he did, and they didn't speak again while they were driving toward the coffee house. His hand did cover hers in her lap, when he wasn't shifting gears. She wondered for a minute if he was still afraid she'd bolt away. Of course, maybe he just cared. This looked like a second chance, like her miserable past really didn't matter so much to him after all.


  




  


  Chapter Eight


   


  He began with his hand, which shocked her, with his wide palm coming down on her bare bottom with emphatic steady smacks until she was burning hot all over. She didn't bother to cry out, though she grunted and groaned because it did sting like the dickens. That he started with his hand made her believe that this wasn't just an angry, "I'm pissed as hell with you" punishment. Lovingly rendered, this was an admonishment with affection behind it she'd never allowed herself to really feel. Once or twice when they finished making love, Jack would be very tender with her, but she thought that was just his being kind, which was one of his natural states. Perhaps there was more to it than simple kindness, which he'd extend to anyone.


  And yet, once Jack changed to the wooden paddle, all thoughts of a loving admonishment went out the window, the instrument coming down on her already stinging buns with a ferocious bite made her shriek. Landing dozens of smacks on her bottom, the paddle made an efficient journey everywhere he found fleshy skin to punish. He didn't seem to care that the tops of her thighs were less protected with natural padding. There he landed a good two dozen that made her squirm wildly, and flail her arms so much, Jack had to gather them in his left hand, and hold them awkwardly against the small of her back.


  "Maybe I should just tie you," he warned.


  "Maybe you should," she snapped at him.


  "Oh, that would be what you want, my little tramp."


  "Don't call me tramp," she barked, indignantly. "I never fucked anyone, just for your information! Ouch! I haven't fucked anyone since I left!” She managed that piece of news liberally peppered with spirited "ouches".


  "I'll call you anything I want," Jack retorted. By then Franny couldn't argue back at all.


  With the verbal exchange over however, he returned to smacking the fleshier center of her red round butt, for a least a dozen good ones on either cheek until there was a distinct red mark right in the middle of each one.


  "Goddamit! Stop!" she roared, when he paused for an instant and she had wits to speak.


  He didn't answer that plea or any of them, just began again with the paddle, covering her backside with raw, rich pain. It would never would stop hurting.


  When he finally stopped, he wasn't kind enough to comfort her with loving strokes or a gentle massage. Instead, he set her immediately on her feet so she was in front of him looking down at his face that had reproving father, wounded lover and affectionate friend etched in shades of light and dark, as the evening shadows shimmered around it, and the mood inside him rambled from one aspect of his feelings for her to the other.


  "I know I haven't spanked you enough. I'm not sure I could. There's that little girl in you that keeps crying out for this. And of course, the nasty old man in me will keep paddling your ass when you need it. But, I'd like us to get back to our original desires, to what intrigues us about each other, and the sex we both need. Do you think that's possible?"


  His gentle lecture fell around her like a heavy weight. No one had ever talked to her with such sincerity, with the belief that she had the ability to have anything but a relationship of happenstance. When she was happy she lived her life on the wing, from one lark to the next; there was so little thought to anything. When she was in the pits, she struggled, and she didn't know too much in-between.


  "Are you sure I'm made for this?" she asked him.


  "I think so," he replied. But I have no magic wand, Franny. I won't make your life perfect. But there's a warm bed in that room where you can sleep, and you don't have to worry about money. Just pay your dues downstairs. I'll even help you get your things in the morning.”


  "Not much to get."


  "But if it's yours, you'll want it here, I don't want it haunting you later. So, is there anyone you owe money to now?"


  She thought for a minute.


  "No. It's pretty cleared up, unless someone comes through the door I don't know about."


  "And if someone does . . ."


  "I tell you?" she said with a smile.


  "You tell me, no lies, not even the tiniest half-truth."


  "It seems so easy for you," she said.


  "And it's not for you, I know. Now, I think it's time you got some sleep."


  Franny thought everything was perfect when she went to bed in the small room. She even looked around the tiny place thinking that for the first time in years, she actually felt safe. She thought everything was pure bliss, that soon she'd be rocking scissor-legged with Jack in bed, and he'd be tying her up, doing nasty things to her body again. It was perfect when she fell asleep, perfect when she woke in the middle of the night. Perfect until she heard the sound of murmuring voices coming from Jack's bedroom . . . the sounds of a copulating man and woman unmistakable, Franny realized that Jack was in bed with someone else.


  When Franny came down the stairs in the morning, her hair was teased, the rouge and lipstick was as thick as they'd been when he dragged her from the club.


  "Thanks for the night, Jack," she said, managing a smile. If she stopped for even a second she might cry.


  "Where are you going?" he called to her.


  "Back to work."


  "Your work is here."


  "Like hell it is, Jack Brando. Con me into thinking you're some savior. Shit! I'm being pure for you, turning down money just to live by some high moral principle. What do you know about fidelity!"


  Jack looked stunned. Venita still wearing a silk dressing gown looked amused, as she sat at a table with a mug of coffee in her hand.


  Franny was at the door.


  "Get the hell back in here," Jack roared.


  "Fuck off, asshole!"


  "Let me take care of this," Venita droned. She pulled herself from the chair and strolled to Franny's side, a warm arm surrounding her motherly, while Franny stood stock still, too stunned to pull away.


  "You don't realize, darling, what he's done for you," Venita whispered in Franny's ear so that across the room Jack couldn't possibly hear her. The woman tenderly stroked her teased red locks. "He's a man of principle. He has a high regard for the women he cares about."


  "That's bullshit . . ." Franny scowled under her breath.


  "You thought you were back under his wing, and all's right with the world. It will be, believe me," Venita went on. "I'm nothing but something to pass the time. And Jack and I do that rather well. But he'll go to the ends of the earth because he loves you. He'll never do that for me."


  She oozed affection that couldn't be real, Franny was thinking, but still, she was persuasive. What was in it for her, trying to keep her there, if she wanted Jack for herself?


  "You have friends, don't you, that just make your body shiver, even if you'll never love them, and they'll never love you," Venita went on in hushed tones, as her capturing grasp led Franny from doorway to doorway, from the front door of the coffee house, to the stairwell. They began to mount the stairs, as Jack watched them disappear, the sash of Venita's peach and blue silk trailing behind them both, until they completely disappeared from his sight.


  "Isn't it sometimes so necessary to screw that you can't stop yourself?" Venita continued as they were reaching the top step.


  "Of course," Franny replied. "But that's not what Jack's allowed me."


  "He screwed me last, darling, thinking of you. Oh, he didn't say that in words, but I could tell. Since you left I've been in his bed for the last three weeks and we've been having a hell of a time—good lover that he is—but he was thinking of you last night, putting your body in my place. I realize that's pretty impossible to do, but it was you in his heart."


  "How do you know that?"


  "You can tell when a man's got something else besides you on their mind. I've had Jack all to myself. And I've had in him bed when I was the last woman on his mind. Believe me, I know."


  "Why are you telling me this?"


  They were sitting side by side in loveseat by a front facing window. A streak of morning sun was playing with the color of Venita's hair, making highlights in the bottled hue that turned her into something other than a real woman, half ghost, half beauty from another time, resurrected—or maybe just preserved, perhaps like Jean Harlow coming back to life.


  "You're young and much too impetuous. Jack's a genuine man. All he did with me last night was finish old business. I knew I'd be out of here today as soon as the sun was high in the sky. I don't do well watching myself being replaced by someone as beautiful as you."


  Venita's arm still cocooned her trembling shoulders, and then a hand reached up and stroked her face.


  "Do you mind?" she asked. Without a response, she leaned in and pressed her red lips on Franny's.


  Feeling the woman's breathe was like feeling herself, the scent of womanhood, full flowered womanhood augmented by years of spicy soft perfumes; Franny thought she might float away on the scents that mixed seasons and years and ages into one. Venita's robe dropped open so Franny could see the abundant breasts moving against her chest. Rounded, but not sagging, she wanted to touch them.


  "My present to you, Franny, a little softness before I go."


  Franny moved willingly to Venita's bosom with her face relishing the silky texture, skin as soft as her own, she wanted to cover every centimeter with kisses just as soft. Unlike a time when she was younger, when she and her best friend played touching games in the woods, when they'd stripped down to nothing and placed their hands on each other breasts and belly, being in this woman to woman communion now raised lush sensations that had much to do with arousal, unlike those earlier adolescent excursions. Though she'd never had a woman, this seemed as natural as the sun that bathed them, lit their bodies, and made them warm.


  "I don't think . . ." Franny tried to speak, as Venita laid her down in the corner of the loveseat, so she could lift Franny's sweater away.


  "You don't think what?"


  "That Jack would approve."


  "Don't worry. He'll be here watching in a few minutes, just wait," she replied smiling, as she continued her task of disrobing the young woman. "I told Jack when I first saw you that I'd love to you have, you don't mind, do you?"


  Franny shook her head, remaining silent. What was going on between her legs was extraordinary. She supposed having been denied sexual satisfaction the night before, she was likely ripe for any attention, man, woman or even the air itself. Though this was certainly better than "making do."


  The touch of Venita's hands made her jerk. One finger prodding between her labia, she was about to thrash against it. Her hard bud clit was screaming to be rubbed, and the vamp only teased it, while planting kisses all around Franny's mouth.


  Franny's fingers were hardly as bold; in tentative steps they made initial journeys along skin that was far softer than skin should be, far more reactive to her attention than any man she'd caressed. Thinking herself drunk—it was the only way to describe the mellow stupor where her mind had fled and she thought of herself swimming, being tumbled mindlessly in deep waters, the rush of waves and liquid over her body a breathless frenzy—she succumbed.


  Venita's tongue moved from Franny's lips to her cunt, as the woman dropped to the floor between her wide open legs. Still hanging on to her breasts, as if they were a life preserver, the blonde flung her face in the wet caverns of the pale red pubic mound. Parting hair with her tongue, wiggling her face inside to discover Franny's clit, the mindless body moment moved on from arousal, to hunger, to pounding need. When the wave of pleasure splashed free from her fragrant womanhood, she bathed her new found lover's face with a sweet nectar that Venita gladly lapped with her tongue.


  Opening her eyes, Franny found Jack standing in the doorway watching, just as Venita had expected.


  "I'll tie her for you, darling," the blonde said. "You need to take her now.” It was as much a command as Jack would ever accept from a woman.


  Lifting Franny from the loveseat, they half carried her to Jack's bed.


  He brought out the cuffs, but the blonde chose ropes instead, silk ones that appeared from somewhere in the depths of the bedroom, where she'd likely placed them some time ago. The pink silk made soft slip knots that went around wrists and ankles. Bound to the bed in mere seconds, the ripple of climax that had not completely disappeared from Franny's body was surging again, waiting for the stimulation to send it soaring over the edge one more time.


  Venita crawled on Franny's body, hands combing the surface of her skin, her long red nails drew deep red lines across the white. When she reached underneath the bound submissive she fondled her ass cheeks, working the flesh like dough.


  Franny gasped.


  "It still hurts from your spanking, doesn't it?" she purred at her. She continued squeezing with an unexpected savagery. Gentleness replaced by toughness, and something cruel that had been lurking behind her kindness. "I should whip your ass myself sometime," she whispered in her ear, as Franny listened to the voice become a catlike hiss.


  Jack was standing over the bed, looking at the women, a familiar grave expression appearing on his face. Did he like what he saw, or was he as judgmental of this act as he would have been if it had been a man playing with her.


  Venita moved along the taut stretched body until she was about to sit right on Franny's face. Prying apart her own labia, she presented the redhead with a wet hole, and a clit to satisfy. Instinct reigned, as Franny's mouth guessed correctly what the trampy woman wanted. The odd angle made it difficult to see Venita's face, but Franny sensed the orgasm when the blonde bore down against her tongue, and the hot nectar coated her face with a pungent sexual liquor.


  When Venita was done, she slithered away, down Franny's torso, belly and thighs, until she was at the foot of the bed sporting a smirk, a haughty triumphant one designed for Jack.


  "I think I've left her more willing to stay, so don't abuse her. She's really worth the trouble."


  Franny's eyes were glued to Jack's puzzling expression, not to Venita and her final remarks, and the sad look on the blonde's face as she slipped noiselessly out of the room. Franny wouldn't be thinking of her for some time, though when she did again, there would be a degree of fondness felt where she'd never been fond of women before.


  "You enjoying yourself, little floozy," Jack asked.


  "You're calling me floozy again," she said.


  "The name fits.” He was being incredibly cool for a man who'd just watched two women make love.


  "I suppose I should get used to it, and "tramp" and "bitch" and . . . ."


  "You're lucky, Franny. I wasn't going to screw you for about two weeks, just to make sure you'd paid your dues."


  "That would be cruel," she remarked, still waiting for Jack to reveal himself, say something about how he felt.


  "And, no doubt, what you deserve," he replied.


  "But you're not going to make me wait," Franny stated, inviting him with her bound body. She figured the look of it now should be enough to seduce him.


  He didn't answer with words, but moved about the bed, undoing the ropes and carefully turning her over. Reattaching the silk bonds, she was bound again with her bottom up, just like before. So small a gesture might appear insignificant, though the effect on her state of mind was not. It was a position of use, not pleasure, of giving with little chance to receive; and it quickly provided her answers, defining Jack's mood.


  Noting the trace of red that still streaked her ass satisfied Jack that he'd thrashed her enough the night before. Having been such a recalcitrant bitch, however, he wasn't about to give her his cock inside her pussy. Greasing her tight sphincter, he eased inside her rear door until all eight inches was resting in the depths. Then as he squeezed her sore cheeks holding on to her ass, he pummeled the relinquishing place with a barrage of thrusts until the end came with a sharp bright blast. The task complete, Jack sat back on his thighs, pulling away from his invasion, and rested.


  All he needed to remain so close was a breath of fresh air; but with the ceiling fan off, and the window shut tight, the stifling air was hard to breath. Pulling away, he opened the window, so the room and both lovers would breath again.


  Franny remained motionless. He supposed she was in that place of quiet where a relinquished soul wanders when the surrender is complete. Having no experience with the submissive state of human spirit, he could only guess that she was satisfied with her quiet. It might have helped if she'd looked up at him, so he could have witnessed the satisfaction in her eyes; but they remained closed, and so like Franny, all those real things in heart and mind were closed to him. Having her open to him the way he wanted required prying her apart.


  Jack's hands were not as gentle as Venita's, his breath not so sweet, and where she'd kissed her with the tiniest of affection, his kisses were more direct and bold. Still, Franny would never be so safe in her arms, never so satisfied. Fucking her opposite seemed more efficient, probably because she needed to be consumed and swallowed up in him in order to find herself, and there was nothing more pleasant than the peace that followed after being consumed by Jack..


  Franny lay within herself, feeling Jack's hands bringing her back into the room that had been swimming around her before. Now, when she opened her eyes, she could see real things, real images of the dresser, and the chair, and the pink ropes that still fastened her hands, and the real form of Jack's face as he waited for her sight to reappear.


  "Have I paid my dues?" she asked.


  "That depends on how much I can trust you," he replied. "Trust takes time. It's a hard thing, because I demand much of the women I love, so much I've driven most away. But, for what it's worth, I hope this works, since it seems I've driven Venita away again, and she's a very good woman."


  "This is all I have for you Jack, I don't know what else to give."


  "Don't worry," he said, tousling the red curls that were dangling everywhere, especially her face. "I have enough for now."


  




  


  Chapter Nine


   


  At night, she lived in the small room. He lived in the big one. The rest of the apartment they shared during the day and in the evening hours.


  Sometimes they shared his bed too, or he shared hers. That was when he wanted to have her in the shallow end of night before the dawn broke, before there was even a trace of light appearing in the sky. His darkest visions reigned then, and apparently hers too, because she was always willing at that spooky hour to have him bind her to her bed, take his pleasure and leave her there until morning. Most mornings he had her unfastened before she even woke, afraid to leave her by herself without a way of escape. Sometimes he simply left her with the illusion of being bound, with the cuffs and ropes remaining, but nothing fastened.


  One morning, weeks after her return, she woke hysterical.


  "Jack!” She screamed at the top of her lungs, bringing him running from the bath with his hair looking like a bristle brush, after he'd toweled it dry.


  She was sobbing, thrashing about the sheets, her arms still fixed overhead. He hadn't forgotten to untie her, but she'd awakened at an hour when she was usually sleeping peacefully. What she didn't know was that the night before, breaking all normal habits, he'd slipped in beside her and held her all night long, until the first peek of dawn, when he tiptoed away to take his morning shower.


  After Jack hurriedly undid the bonds, he held her again, until the sobbing ceased.


  "I won't do this again," he said, looking at the blotchy face, and the eyes that had seen terror. "I won't ever leave you bound all night."


  "It wasn't the bondage," she replied angrily. She shook her head violently to deny that. "He was after me in a dream."


  "Who?"


  "The old man."


  "What old man?"


  "The one that's always there, with the sand colored eyes and the scar on his face and the white hair. The maniac, the devil's charmer, the evil one."


  "You're talking nonsense.” He was thinking of Lacy going crazy. This would have to stop.


  "I know, but it's a dream that won't go away."


  "Is the man real?"


  "No. Not that I know of."


  "Then, it's just your imagination."


  "Except that he tells me things."


  "Like what?"


  "How I'm scared of the dark, scared of bondage, scared of you. He tells me I'll die losing control."


  "Is that the way you feel?"


  "Right now I do.”


  She was still scared and beginning to shake as he held her, her head tucked against his chest.


  "I think we should stop our games, make things simpler."


  "NO!" she rose up with eyes flashing, and stared at him with fire and bestial gleams that appeared everywhere around her, not solely in her eyes.


  "We'll stop.” He was adamant.


  He was good at such stare-downs, had entered many with the chilling eyes of a fixed animal sharing mortal terror with him. But she was matching his with hers, and that impressed him.


  "You'll take me there, Jack."


  "Where?" he asked. He hated women being nonsensical, thinking beyond his imagination, drifting off into other worlds and conjuring images they didn't share with him, but then making pronouncements about their visions that left him hanging. Franny was practicing this skill with incredible ease, he'd have to make her stop.


  "To the dungeon," she replied, as if he should have known all along.


  "That was just a tease," he reminded her.


  "But you have to. You have to take me into the blackness, right where you used to be. That's why I chose you, because I knew you could."


  "We discussed that already, Franny. We were happy with it the way it was.” He never witnessed such fierce intensity from her, or any woman for that matter.


  "I'll be honest. I lied. I want more. I didn't know I was lying, but then the dream reminded me."


  He took a deep breath and closed his eyes. He didn't want to be looking at her; her eyes like panes of glass enhanced the clarity of the world, making everything stand out in bold relief.


  "You know you want to go there, Jack. Look how much I've already resurrected your old self. It won't ever go away, Jack Brando, and you know it. And if you never take me to the dungeon, it will plague you the way my nightmare does."


  For one of the ditziest women he'd ever mastered, she was talking like the wisest woman in the world. He was listening, chagrined, that he'd not recognized the truth first. That was all part of denying himself a great pleasure. That was a subject to brood about on his own time, not at the immediate moment. That she'd touched him so deeply with his own weapons of introspection was a stunning enough blow to absorb.


  "Are you okay now?" he asked, wondering if she still needed comfort from her dream. Though, at the moment, she was more lucid than he was.


  "What about the dungeon?" she said.


  No. She obviously didn't require more comfort, he decided.


  "If it's what you need, you'll be there," he replied. "But it is not a topic for discussion."


  She didn't look daunted, but satisfied, and resigned to wait. Her message had been delivered. Jack pulled himself from her, from the desire that wanted her under him, riding his dick, squeezing it with cunt muscles until he came. He'd gone this far with her, how she'd gotten beyond all his well erected barriers to work her way into his most private places, he was still bewildered by it.


  As he stared back at her on his way out of the room, he knew he'd be pissed as hell if he discovered that this morning's incident was nothing but a trick to manipulate the scene she wanted . . . yet even thinking that, he knew it wasn't true. The quality of terror she displayed is not a faucet to be turned off and on at will; even this little monster wasn't capable of manufacturing the horror in her eyes without it coming from a real source.


  Jack turned the heat up on her kettle of desires to the boiling degree, with the arrangement of small things that brought her into the depths where her haunted heart was dwelling.


  On a bright morning a week past her dream, he closed the coffee house and took her on a walking tour of the streets around the shop, until they were in an alley between crumbling city buildings. In the deserted place, he clamped her cuffs at her wrists and fastening them together, affixed them overhead to a heavy spike embedded in the brick wall. Strung up against the cold damp surface, she was colder still, when he removed the strapless summer shift he insisted she wear. His plans were obviously without a miscue.


  With her tied naked to the wall, he stood back and took pictures of her at odd angles, while expressions of giddiness, fear and terror tap danced across her face. Then done with the wall, he let loose her tethered body; though leaving her wrists cuffed together, he refastened them behind her, and shoved her against an iron basement rail, tying her down with ropes at her waist and her feet. The camera snapped a dozen of her in her submissive travail, all these without seeing the expression on her face.


  Only one old drunk happened by their photo shoot, his delusion likely making her into a princess in this mean alley. "You have a real woman there," he told Jack, as he passed by on his way to another bottle of Ripple.


  Jack worked silently, without a word to her. She responded equally silent, except for a beating cunt that seemed to pound in her head as much as it did between her thighs. She would have been perfectly satisfied if he'd screwed her there in the semi-private seclusion, with the thoughts of exposure teaming in her brain. But she was still too appalled by the fast moving epic he was chronicling, to be disappointed when all the bonds were tucked back in his bag, and she was wearing the breezy summer shift that had hand-painted burgundy roses cascading down the front from her breasts to her cunt.


  In a shadowy fog of erotic arousal, they walked back into the public flow, Franny seeing everything through the unfocused glasses of a lustful perception. Her sexual appetites were itching their way through her body, so there was not one piece of her without the electric charge of a waiting climax. Bodies, buildings, faces, cars, and honking taxis, all were objects of her sexual desire. She was in the state of blurred in-between, where, usually lying back on her bed, there was nothing that mattered but a quick following orgasm.


  As if she hadn't put on her clothes, as if she was fucking in public, all her desires seem to write themselves in the wisps of her red hair, the whimsical expression on her face, and in the outline of her breasts and gently swaying hips. And yet, for all her blatant erotic exposure, when it was over, she would swear that no one passing by even saw her; a creature as sexual as she was must just float by the frenzied consciousness of an uptight world, unnoticed.


  Another winding journey through city streets, another alley and a shop beyond, Jack brought her to the doorway of a grimy establishment, and to the counter inside where a balding black man smiled at them both. "Develop these for me, Harry," Jack addressed him, dropping the roll of film he'd removed from the camera on the counter.


  "Black and white?" Harry asked.


  "And a few shades of gray," Jack added.


  "Sunlight?" he asked.


  "Not much, we were in an alley."


  "Can I keep one?" he wondered aloud.


  "Make copies, as many as you'd like. You'll like these."


  "If they're of her, I know I will," he replied, sincerely.


  The thought of Harry seeing her pictures, seeing her nude, strung up and bound, made her juice between her legs, even though she blushed beat red the way he smiled as she left his shop.


  "You'd let him have those?" Franny asked, when they stepped back on the street again. Reality was waking her to the dingy real world again.


  "He's seen more graphic than you, toots," Jack smiled.


  An arm around her, he led her into a cafe down the street, where he ordered an orange coffee, of all things, and plates of food for them both.


  They ate, not talking much, the silence uncomfortable with so much sexual tease on the surface wave lengths between them.


  "Take that bodice down a couple more buttons, will you?" he asked, after staring at her breasts for some time, trying to decide what was wrong with what he was viewing.


  "Do I have to?" she asked.


  "To get to the dungeon you do," he replied.


  "Then, when are you going to take me?" she asked.


  "I told you not to ask," he snapped. He was silent until she had the buttons undone, and he could see half her breasts swaying back and forth against the summery roses on her dress.


  "Now, raise the skirt until it's at the top of your thighs."


  That would leave the calf length dress bunched in her lap.


  The protest she started, she stopped even before the words were out of her mouth. Following orders, the flimsy fabric was pulled away from her legs, so her long thighs showed.


  "Now part your legs," he said.


  Her ears were burning hot, when she assumed that every eye in the busy cafe would be looking at her wide open crotch. Jack had his hand under the table on one knee, waiting for her to comply.


  "I never ask twice.” He said that with such deadly intent that she jerked her knees wide apart and felt a rush of cool air going straight into her naked pussy.


  Few people would see the exposure, one stodgy looking woman if she dared to glance in their direction, and a couple of men that would have a straight shot if they were at all observant.


  "Keep it that way," Jack said, and he resumed eating, while Franny shivered from the sudden desire to just masturbate herself in front of the whole room. That one she squelched, but it did take away her trepidation and put an amused smirk on her face.


  "It is funny, isn't it, Franny?" Jack said.


  "Why are you doing these things?" she asked him, when they were back in the busy coffee house, and she was in the middle of dropping off an order for three coffees. It sounded like an off-hand remark, but he knew what she meant.


  "Just need to see how well you really take direction," he said, pouring the coffee into three china mugs.


  "Passing tests, I guess," she said, as she picked up the tray.


  "You might call it that, I just look at it as becoming ready."


  He was out of earshot when she replied, though he knew it was some sarcastic retort that it was better he didn't hear. He didn't really feel like punishing her before the dungeon.


  "Why the fuss?" Franny asked him that evening, while she was standing naked beside his bedroom door. She was really looking for an invitation as she let him view her treasures.


  "Because, you'll hate what follows until you're in the right frame of mind," Jack said, peering over his glasses as he lay on his bed reading the newspaper. "Being mindless helps, I'm just trying to see what gets you there."


  "Nude pictures in back alleys helps," she said.


  "I could tell. I probably should have just taken you to the dungeon right then and there," he said. "Now, how about you go to bed and let me read my paper."


  "I was just hoping."


  "You hope too much," he replied, wryly, before he buried his head in the sports section.


  




  


  Chapter Ten


   


  She was on the way to the shower one morning, as Jack watched her from the bathroom doorway. A streak of sun cut across her, highlighting translucent skin, even the pale hair on her arms. In profile, he could see the glistening red wisps of her pubis. With the sights of her bombarding him, he was still able to distinguish her fragrance drifting on a breeze coming in through the window.


  "Are you going to just look at me?" she asked.


  "I can think of nothing I'd rather do," he replied.


  Conscious of every move she made, being so closely watched, she was aware of the slightly pungent odors of morning lingering on her body, the traces of sweat from a humid sleep, and the remains of cum, both his and hers between her legs. As much as the ripe impressions were pleasant, it was time to wash them away.


  "You going to follow me into the shower?" she asked.


  "I'd like that," he replied.


  Thinking he might be removing his clothes too, she waited for him, but he nodded for her to climb in the tub without him.


  "Don't close the curtain," he told her.


  "No?"


  "No," he said. "Put your hands on the ceiling."


  "There?" She looked up.


  "Pretend you're bound."


  Climbing into the tub, she grinned, and then turned around so her bottom faced him as she reached high. Her hourglass form was fascinating to watch, especially the gentle sway of her hips, that moved the rest of her body in a lazy morning tango.


  "You're trying to arouse me," he said.


  "And isn't that what you want?” She started to turn about, thinking it the perfect time to kiss him.


  "Stay put," he told her.


  "Are you going to bathe me?" she wondered aloud.


  "If you're patient."


  Jack disconnected the shower nozzle from its holder, and fussed with the temperature until it was the way he wanted it. Moving the water over her body allowed him an unusual access to her private places as the pelting rain tormented her rear cleft—and when he had her turn around—her breasts, and the delicate folds of her pussy. She jumped and jiggled.


  "It's tickling me," she laughed.


  "And does this tickle too.” His fingers toyed with the hot spots, pulled at her labia and pinched the tip of her clitoris.


  "Ouch!"


  "Don't move," he reminded her. "Keep your hands on the ceiling."


  "But my arms are tiring."


  "Then I should probably bind you."


  She thought that's what he was about to do when he reached for her outstretched limbs and drew them away from the ceiling; but instead, he was guiding her to her hands and knees in the tub, so he could complete the bath. He washed her everywhere, and toyed with her as much as he washed the scent of the previous day and night away. When her bottom was well cleaned, he leaned in closer at her behind, licking the water from her sphincter with his tongue until she was gasping for him to enter her there.


  "Too soon, Franny. It's just morning," he answered her pleas.


  "You're going to leave me hanging?" she asked.


  "Damn right," he crowed. "Hanging on the edge, at the tip of desire, at the precipice of anticipation, just dangling."


  With his tongue talking dirty, his fingers replaced it at her backdoor, beginning a crude penetration into the depths. Wild throbbing began where he invaded her and shot out with little fires everywhere.


  "I want hunger at your lips," he murmured softly, "your pussy scorching. I want you looking at groins and bedposts and broom handles as places of release. I want the thought of copulation passing through you all day long, the longing right here," he said as his fingers shoved deeper inside her. "Driving you mad, Franny, driving you mad.”


  Perhaps it was three fingers shoved into her ass, she wasn't discerning much at all. His left hand was beginning with her cunt, the intrusions broadening the scope of desire to places she hadn't even imagined.


  "I want you coveting my cock, sweet slut. Even when I'm denying you, you'll be soliciting me like a whore with a greedy cunt. You'll think of nothing but pressing yourself against me, against anything that will bring you off."


  The hotter the talk, the deeper the penetration, the bolder his hands, so she was thinking that both of Jack's hands would end up inside her tight spaces.


  "You like this, don't you?" he asked in a whisper.


  "It hurts," she replied.


  "And is it painful?"


  "No.” She groaned as she mouthed her reply.


  "So you like it."


  "I want it more," she answered. "Don't stop."


  "You need both places filled, my dear. Too bad a man's hand will never get that far with you. A woman's might. You're so damned tight."


  He pulled away from her, leaving her "dangling at the tip of desire, . . ."


  At the bathroom door, as he was wiping his hands on a towel, he watched her again, still on hands and knees, body still swaying. She was just beginning to come around to the real world again.


  "Shave your pussy lips before you finish today," he said. "Not the hair on top, but the labia, and inside all the way down to your anus. Perfectly smooth and innocent, just like your heart."


  Her insides were scorching hot, becoming submissive to him this way, responding just to his commands. There was no need for cuffs or ropes to keep her bound to him. He was preparing her for the dungeon.


  Franny tiptoed to her bedroom when she was done with her bath, thinking she could skirt away from him. Her new degree of nakedness was making her modest, though she wasn't about to avoid his gaze, when she found him waiting in her room, showing her the clothes he'd laid out for her.


  "You want me working at The Pony again?" she asked, after putting on a short black skirt that barely covered her bottom, and a yellow halter that allowed her breasts to move freely under its soft fabric, her nipples poking blatantly from the surface. There was a pair of funky platform shoes that reminded her of ones from her mother's closet. "Isn't this a little too aggressive for the coffee house?"


  "It's not waitress garb," he said, eyeing the sight of her. "But it's perfect for the pictures."


  "What pictures?" she asked, as he led her by the arm down the stairs and out to the street. Somewhere in the midst of getting on to the crowded sidewalk, her question was lost, and with the brisk pace he was moving, there wasn't an opportunity to ask again.


  Platform shoes weren't foreign to her feet, though these certainly made her feel like she was ten feet tall. She was almost Jack's height when they were on, though she doubted he was leveling the playing field by requiring she wear them. He was demanding, she was responding, and that's the way it would remain.


  They entered the photo store, arm in arm, going from the bright sunshine on the street to the danker spaces of a humid cool. Somewhere behind the tiny front room of Harry's shop, there was an old swamp cooler blowing air. The strange atmosphere made Franny shiver; though Jack's warm arm made up for the chill.


  "Are the pictures ready?" Jack asked.


  "Lot's of pretty cunt peeking out, yeah," Harry replied, with this dark eyes glimmering affectionately at Franny. "Come with me.” He turned away from his stool and led them behind a curtain, to a room lined with photographs on four walls. Some miniature prints, others framed, and others brash erotic blowups.


  "Thought this would look good in the coffee house," he said pointing out one enlarged black and white.


  Franny dropped her mouth wide open, seeing eroticism flooding from the rendering of her torso lightly twisted to the camera's view, while it was strung up against the brick alley wall. Her face was turned so it didn't appear at all, and what did appear, mostly her breasts and left thigh, her pussy well out of sight, looked like a finely crafted line of shadows and light obscuring details, while the essence of sex jumped from the canvas.


  "It'll be perfect," Jack said.


  "For the coffee house!" Franny practically shrieked. "But ..."


  "But what? Would anyone know it's you, no face, hardly a wisp of hair, only some one that recognized your thighs and breasts would know."


  "But . . .."


  "Shush.” He smiled at her. "Why do you think I photographed you?"


  "To turn me on, make me submit. I can think of a thousand things besides this."


  "That's true too, but I wanted to be able to remember you."


  "You have me living with you, how could you forget?” There was protest still dancing through her passionate questions, but satisfaction was beginning to appear. Being recognized like this was a new sexual high.


  "Show me the others," Jack directed his question to Harry.


  There were two more, blatantly exposing photographs, blow-ups like the other one: one taken as she was bent and tied over the rail, the other, another pose strung up to the wall. No mistaking her visage in these, nothing was hidden at all: breasts, pussy, ass and an expression of mindless self-indulgent ecstasy appearing in a half smile and the spark in her eye.


  "Certainly you're not . . ."


  "For the bedroom," he interrupted her.


  She was relieved.


  "Your bedroom or mine?" she asked.


  "You need yourself peering down at you at night?" he asked.


  "I might have nightmares," she said, still in an unthinking stupor, where most anything might come from her lips as she was not yet managing the shock to her psyche the pictures produced.


  "They're for the walls of your room, reminders my darling. I can't have you forgetting your place."


  "And the other's a reminder too. For when I'm in the coffee house," she surmised.


  "Clever, isn't it? Only you and me and Harry will know," Jack remarked, staring back at the obscure torso shot.


  "Can't recall when I've enjoyed anything so much," Harry said. "You want to bring me more, I'd do a hundred of this one."


  "Fact is Harry," Jack said. "I thought we could do some here, right now. You pose her this time."


  Harry's smile broadened, his white teeth gleamed from his smooth black face. He was as ageless as Jack, Franny was thinking; and like Jack there was nothing sleazy about his admiration for her, it seemed so genuine.


  "My pleasure," Harry replied, more than happy to oblige. "Take her upstairs."


  Harry moved to the front of his shop to lock the door, while Franny followed Jack up a creaking back staircase that led to shabby rooms and signs of ruin, from the peeling rose wallpaper, to the broken linoleum tacked to the floor.


  "He lives here?" she asked.


  "No. He moved out several years ago, just keeps the place up for runaways and women like you that pose for cheesy pictures.


  "He's a pornographer?" she asked.


  "On occasion. I think he's made a fortune. Like me, he's retired."


  "Oh, but you're coming out of retirement," she reminded him.


  "And so is he, today," Jack replied, smiling.


  There were more rooms with photographs, easels, paints, and the scattered paraphernalia of an artist who only rarely worked. They passed a bedroom that was oddly neat as a pin with a faded comforter on the bed, and someone's hairbrush on the dresser top. At the end of the hall they entered what must have once been Harry's living room. More photographs, another easel with a half completed oil painting of a brown skinned nude, a sawhorse, pulleys, ropes, and several old chairs made the room cluttered and small.


  When Harry entered behind them, he went to the far wall, pushing things out of the way until he was at the window, pulling on a pair of enormous burgundy velvet drapes that covered the entire side of the room. The sun suddenly appeared illuminating everything, making dust appear in the heated air.


  "Sit in that chair, my redhead one.” Harry ordered her to the vintage 60's dinette chair. Gray and green plastic covered the cushioned seat. The once shiny steel frame was intact, but dusty.


  "Right here?"


  "You have a hard time with her?" Harry asked, as he saw her balking.


  "Sometimes I spank her daily," Jack joked.


  "I could redden her ass," Harry said, delighted by the thought.


  "Just pictures today, friend, unless she gets too sassy, then I'll give you the honors."


  "Been a month of Sundays since I've strapped a butt like hers. Like 'em lily white so I can see the red real good.” He smiled his same broad smile.


  "Grasp your wrists behind you, dear," he said, turning back to Franny. She'd dusted off the chair and followed his instructions, sitting down. When she grabbed her hands behind the chair, her breasts thrust out from her chest, parting the sides of the yellow halter, revealing half the flesh underneath. Harry was snapping pictures before she could think.


  "Your legs, make 'em real wide apart. Wanna see that pussy, fresh as daisy for my lens."


  Widening her legs pushed the skirt almost to her waist. The shaved pussy, as naked as Jack had ordered, appeared with just a few wisps of pale red hair remaining.


  "Oooo, that's nice," Harry purred, snapping off another dozen at various angles. "I can see it real good, all that sweet pink.” He moved forward and with warm fingers tugged at her shaved skin, pulling the labia back to reveal darker places. Moving her legs wider still left her puss fully exposed to the camera, clit and dark pink hole too. He backed off and began snapping pictures again.


  "I'll blow up one of these to hang on the wall," he said. He was enthused by the work.


  The heat traipsed through her, it was everywhere around, intensely burning, from the sun that struck her face, to the humid sticky air, to the desire pouring off two men's bodies as they eyed her lewdly posed body.


  She squirmed uncomfortably in the chair, sticking to the seat, though it wasn't just sweat gluing her in place. She could feel her exhibited cunt christening the occasion. A bizarre feeling being fastened to the chair without ropes or cuffs, she might as well have been bound to it, since she wouldn't be getting away without another command from Harry or Jack. A few more minutes, as Harry completed his pictures, the awkward pose was provoking oddest feelings. . . . Desperate to move, to scratch her nose, to catch a breath of clean cool air . . . desperate for release, sexual liberation from the pains lurking in her belly . . . desperate for hands and tongues bringing satisfaction, telling her without words that she was safe in her confinement, happily safe . . .


  "Now your ass," Harry's voice interrupted her disturbing reverie. Pulling her gently by the arm, he took her into a corner of the room. "You'll let me have her, if I do this for you, Jack?" he asked.


  "Be hard to deny yourself wouldn't it?"


  "Don't get the opportunities I used to."


  "You're not that old, Harry."


  "But maybe my mind is."


  "I don't believe you."


  "Shall we tie her?" Harry asked.


  "Anything you want," Jack replied.


  She stood for him, while Harry was considering the next move. Walking around her half naked body, her skirt was still hiked high so that her pussy and ass remained on display. Taking the camera again, he looked for the right angle. "I want her eyes and ass at the same time. Face the wall, and look over your shoulder at me, and look real sweet," he purred to her.


  Franny turned and gazed back at the snapping camera, just as Harry asked; and then moved around when he circled his hand like he wanted her simply posing at will, the camera moving with her movements, finding its own pictures. In a full frontal shot, her hands roved her body, pulling her breasts from the easy confinement of the halter, pulling open her labia in another lewd exhibition of her shaved cunt. And then on impulse, she fell to her hands and knees on a narrow bench. Her knees barely fit, but perhaps it was a lesson in control. With her legs clenched together, it was likely a terrific picture of her exposed parts all in one shot.


  "You're taking her to John's, aren't you?" Harry asked.


  "When it's time."


  "Shucks," he said disappointed. He seemed to know something about that fact that eluded her, some private understanding that he couldn't fuck her today. "You can bring her back."


  "I could, Harry. But Franny's a personal project."


  "Understand man. I'd keep her to myself too."


  He turned away, finished with the session, while Franny waited for some signal to get up.


  "Stay here all you like," she heard the photographer say. She heard the creaking stairs again, and then the sound of Jack moving on her backside.


  Franny hoped he'd come to her with ropes, and he did. The halter and skirt remaining while she was sprawled out over the bench, straddling the foot wide board this time, her torso resting on the wood.


  Her knees tied to the legs at one end, her wrists to the other, the incessant blistering heat made it difficult to breath, but the bondage was more important than discomfort and breathing. It forced her down another octave lower into the lower regions where the music that played in her body was animal, like the snarling of panthers, or the roar of lions.


  Jack knelt where he could see her face close-up, where lying against the hard wood bench, one of Franny's eyes peered at him, and he could see everything her mind was thinking.


  "Did you want him fucking you?"


  "Yes," she admitted. "He was very hot. Thinking of his cock in me grabs me hard."


  "Right here?" Jack asked, pressing his hand to her cunt.


  "Yes."


  "You want him now, prodding your cunt."


  "No, my ass."


  "And what else?"


  "Others," she replied.


  "What others?"


  "Anyone. I wouldn't even tell them apart, I wouldn't have to because they'd be using me, because that's all I'm good for."


  "That's how you truly feel inside, isn't it?"


  "Yes."


  "That base, that depraved?"


  "Yes, Jack."


  "Harry's a test, Franny. And this is a prelude. How do the bonds feel?” He snapped at the ropes that held her, as a reminder.


  "Like I'm one step from a nightmare," she said.


  His expressionless cold face only changed slightly, but from inches away, she could easily see every glint in his eyes; she could easily detect the way his mouth twitched as if it wanted to break out into a scandalous sneer.


  At the lower end of some sexual spectrum, she was at the cavernous bottom of her soul where all the colors fused into black, not white, but black. Bound over a hard bench in a seedy upstairs flat, ready to be used, but not. . . was that a testimony to her worthiness, that the men were walking away from her? That was horror enough, but a thought worse was the fear of loving this contemptible darkness.


  "This is so ugly, Jack. What am I coming to?" she asked him.


  "Ugly?" he asked.


  "I feel like some grotesque monster is living in me."


  "And times like this, he comes out?" Jack asked.


  "I'm scared, Jack, I love it here.” She was in tears admitting the truth.


  "I love it too, Franny," he replied. "We're in treacherous, excessive territory, but remember, the light things, the bright of day would not exist without it."


  One tear made its way from her eye, across the bridge of her nose. It tickled all the way, until it dropped from her face to the bench. She wanted to turn her face away from him, as he stroked her cheek gently, all signs of a sneer vanished from his expression, replaced by solemn openness.


  "The sun's burning my butt," she announced. It seemed like a weird moment to think of that, but the sensation on her ass was acute, keeping her from feeling what Jack was trying to tell her with his eyes.


  At her statement, his mood changed immediately, as if some was spell broken. She longed for the feeling to return, for Jack to stare at her that way again, but had no idea what to ask for.


  "I'm going to make your ass burn even more. I'm going to whip it hard and leave you here a while," he said. Consider it a "warm-up" to bigger things.” The moment changing from personal to business made the yearning everywhere more acute. But there was no time for thoughts, since the pain was rushing in to grab her away from her puzzling thoughts.


  Whatever punished her rear was broad, the wide flat surface covering much of her rear flesh with each stroke. It didn't take many blows to have her entire bottom handled, though Jack wasn't satisfied with just one round of nasty slaps. He smacked her ass again and again while she cried and prayed for an ending. There was no argument, no battle, just another acknowledgment of her base inclinations she had to live with. This was what she asked for. And it was a horror. And yet when he finished, and put down that horrifying paddle, what remained turned beautiful.


  An indeterminate time passed in silence. Except for a buzzing fly that lit on her naked skin, so she'd have to shake it off, and the sensation of heat that just kept climbing from height to height to height, she was left in emptiness. And the empty place soothed her. After the pain, her mind was blank, only heat remained that spread from its source to the outer reaches of her bound extremities.


  There would be no relief from the gnawing agony within, from the waiting that would require more patience. Jack wouldn't allow her any release from the torrential downpour flooding her. She could count on that, and not be disappointed when he finally returned to undo the bindings, and lift her back into the real world.


  Just as she was regaining some sense of consciousness, Franny felt a change with a quick splash of cool air against her bottom, as it rushed its way to her face and arms. Jack was moving around the room, opening the windows. And for a time the sun must have ducked under a cloud, because the light faded into a cool gray.


  She felt washed clean.


  On the way home they didn't speak, a comfortable silence setting them apart from one hurried pedestrian after another on the street. After her trial that afternoon, she wanted to take a lazy nap in her room; but she imagined she'd spend the remainder of the day polishing the coffee house back to its shining state. That wouldn't be all the bad either, she was on her way to darker things, and times only her fantasies could contemplate. The dungeon was not far off.


  




  


  Chapter Eleven


   


  Franny woke screaming, sweat dripping from her, the sheet a tangled mass around her feet. Jack had to pry her hands from the headboard before he could hold her. White knuckle scared hardly defined the terror in her glassy eyes.


  "You're okay, Franny.” Jack soothed her with a gentle hand on her cheek, his fingers running their way through her snarled curls.


  "I was running, Jack. And he caught me."


  "Who was it."


  "I can't say."


  "You tell me everything," he insisted.


  "He had cruel eyes, and everything around him was blank, there was nothing around either of us, just this big huge empty nothing. It was going to eat me away."


  "Who was it?"


  "I've never seen eyes so cold.” She shivered again in his arms. He would have thought she'd caught her death of cold, as if there was a blizzard of ice creeping under the window sill; but it was sunshine summer in the out of doors, and this a particularly pleasant day for a grungy city.


  "Who was it, Franny?"


  "I thought he was evil."


  "Who was he?"


  She pulled back and stared in his eyes with a look from faraway, as if a million miles had come between them, as if there was nothing that his paltry understanding could do to mend the rips across her mind.


  "It was John, John Buck.” She was petrified saying his name.


  "He's scared you," Jack surmised.


  "Like I used to be as a kid, when big men loomed over me, and laughed."


  "Were you molested, Franny."


  "Never," she shook her head. "I'd know that, besides this is about the dungeon."


  "If you're that afraid of it, I told you, we'd stop."


  "No, Jack. I have to face it."


  "Is it still grotesque to you?"


  "Sometimes it's the most beautiful feeling in the world, like I've let go of every rule, and all I want to do is merge with the sex, and do nothing but pleasure forever. I go down this hallway into that place, where nothing else matters but the way my body enjoys the touch and rush of sex. But sometimes, I hate it, and I want it as far away from me as it can get.”


  "That must not happen very often," Jack observed, wryly, trying to lighten her grim mood.


  "No," she agreed, "but it's been happening more often, especially since I started having these dreams about John Buck."


  "There's been more than one."


  "Maybe a dozen."


  "And you haven't told me."


  "It didn't matter, I guess, until I started screaming. I was screaming, wasn't I?"


  "Like you'd seen the devil himself."


  "That's what it felt like, Jack."


  He held her for a long time, knowing the time was close. Likely as soon as it could be arranged. He hated nightmares himself, and couldn't imagine Franny having another, if there was some way he could prevent it.


  When she opened her eyes after a late morning nap, Franny looked at Venita's painted face staring at her. She smiled like spring was blossoming on her face—odd for the blonde vamp.


  "What are you doing here?" Franny asked.


  "Jack thought you could use the comfort of a woman."


  "Why's that?"


  She shrugged. "Who can say? But I didn't have any problem accommodating him, since I thought a day with you could be divinely decadent, that is, if you'll let me press my lips against your cunt one more time."


  "Sure," Franny replied. Her dumbfound expression suggested how amazed she was by the reappearance of the woman, and delighted as well, when she felt Venita's long nails stroking her inner thigh. "Right now?" she asked.


  "What better time, my pet. You're exactly where women are at their best, in the grip of sleep, before all the facades go on."


  "You didn't miss yours, I see," Franny said, seeing the woman's perfectly arranged face.


  "So, I didn't, but you wouldn't even want to look at this face, if you saw me in the mirror an hour ago.” Sitting beside Franny on the bed, Venita leaned in to kiss her forehead, then moved right to her legs, parting them wide.


  "Let me lick," she said, going down on the fragrant place. "And no hair, look what he's done to you, so soft. I love it, you'll have to keep it shaved.” Her tongue was darting in and out of the folds, around the hidden places where it was sticky wet and pungent. She placed one middle finger in the center hole and pushed it deep; two or three more had her opened wider yet. "He'll never do this," she said looking up at Franny's face with a devious air of getting away with something naughty. "You won't tell him, will you? It'll be our secret?"


  "What will be our secret?" Franny asked, though she shouldn't have bothered. She watched the woman lean over to the bedside stand and withdraw lubricant from the drawer.


  "It'll just slide right in, my dear, and fill you so full, you'll be screaming."


  "No, I can't scream. Jack hates that."


  "When you're in the throes of a fuck? Surely you jest."


  Venita was dousing her hand with the slick lube. Then pulling up on the bed, she lay beside Franny, an odd combination certainly, Franny naked, Venita in a bright red suit. The blonde pushed up the sleeve of her jacket and then, with the angle just right, began with her fingers again in Franny's cunt.


  "Never, they can never do this," she informed the younger woman.


  Franny sensed correctly that Venita's fist would be driving inside her cunt. The desire was surfacing in her too, from another occasion, when Jack couldn't manage the feat. Regardless of how small Venita's hand was, it felt enormous at the door of her cunt, something not made to penetrate the place, though it was entering her nonetheless.


  "Ah! I should have remembered to tie you up first," Venita moaned, as she worked her fingers vigorously up the soft opening door. "Grab the bedrail and pretend," she instructed her submitting Franny.


  Franny was more than happy to obey, knowing that she had to hold on tightly to something. As she grabbed for the rail, she felt the woman's whole hand suddenly inside her, moving like a lazy dick at first, and then with more vigor, as she let Franny slip into the feelings of the ruthless screw. Franny bucked with the intrusion, rode the woman like she would a cock, and gasped a hundred times just at the edge of fear that the unnatural penetration would turn to pain. It never did, but left her in an anxious place that made her orgasm take a long long time to brew. The patient servant of her need was easily pacified with her work. She took pains to suck Franny's clit, and work her tongue everywhere that her hand was not.


  When the explosion came, it was all inner satisfaction pouring from places that had never been touched; though Franny felt only half-spent when she was done. Once she'd climaxed, she wanted to repeat the act, but Venita was already moving away. There were other tasks on her mind.


  "You go bathe, while I get your clothes ready," the woman told her.


  "Ready?"


  "Haven't you been planning a trip to the dungeon?" Venita asked.


  "I've obsessed about it."


  "Right," she smiled.


  "So where's Jack?" Franny asked.


  "Oh, you won't be seeing Jack for a while."


  "Why's that?"


  She shook her head. "Don't know darling, that's just the way he does things I guess. You're the bride, he's the groom, can't see each other before the wedding."


  "What?"


  "He told me to have you ready for John's dungeon tonight. I thought it would be fun."


  "I'm going tonight?"


  "My goodness, does it take that long to get through to you? It's time, don't you think?"


  "I guess I was expecting Jack for this."


  "No, hon, you weren't expecting Jack," she shook her head. "At least not the Jack you know. There's a big difference between the one you love, and the one that's going to treat you like shit tonight."


  "So, you must have done this too?"


  "Are you kidding? Me? Submit?” Her face got all screwed up in disbelief. "If he does it just right, I might let him put a rope around my wrists, but that's about all."


  "Then how do you know what Jack's like in the dungeon?"


  "I've seen him work. Of course that was a long time ago. Maybe he'll be different now. But when he was there all the time, Jack was master, there was no one he didn't command, man or woman, and even me. I wouldn't dare cross him, then again, Jack wasn't interested in taking me, I was there for decoration, and I guess because we've always liked each other. No. honey, I'd be willing to bet that the man that will take you tonight will astound you. There aren't words for that kind of cold."


  "Colder than John Buck?” Franny asked.


  Venita chuckled. "John's a darling, and I imagine very good at what he does, but," she shook her head, "he's no Jack. But then, it is this Jack you want to see, so at last you get your wish.” She shared Franny's triumph with a saucy grin.


  "I get my wish," Franny said softly to herself, even as her throat was getting parched, and her whole body seemed to clench.


  "Now, my submissive little darling," Venita interrupted Franny's reverie, "listening to me isn't going to get you ready for your big night. You'd better get your fanny in the shower, or I'll put a hot rosy blush on it. You're mine for the next few hours, and you'd better behave."


  If she was expecting things to work out the way she planned them in her mind, Franny might well have been disappointed. She thought that all through the bath and getting ready, as Venita's expert hands toyed with her as if she was a doll to play with. She consoled herself that this was the way Jack wanted it, that he'd sent the woman to arouse and nurture her, to prepare her for the night in a way that he couldn't. Unfortunately, as much as she felt aroused and nurtured, it wasn't enough to quell the anxiety that was mounting with each second that ticked by.


  When Venita was done, Franny looked like she was ready for a ball, though there was little about her to indicate the kind of event that was destined to take up her evening.


  "You're a jewel, darling," Venita said, admiring her work.


  She looked at Franny's long sumptuous neck, the illusion of mystery and submission even more pronounced the way she'd piled the young woman's unruly curls on top of her head, tendrils of red framing her face with an erotic come-on charm.


  The only garment covering Franny's body was the long slinky black dress, a signature design of Jack's; he liked all his submissives so attired. Forget the leather, lace and chains. He preferred his submissives as if he'd simply plucked them away from some grand dress ball, kidnapped and lured innocently to his dungeon. The slightly fitted satin hung about Franny's body like a whore hanging about a street corner waiting for her next trick. Every feature of her body was just about there, climbing out on the surface of the dress to tantalize.


  And yet to Venita, Franny looked innocent, more innocent than any of Jack's young things—the ones she actually remembered seeing. It was odd to think Franny innocent, especially with her trampy background, but then, that was part of her charm, being the kind of woman with so many layers to her personality, it was difficult to find the real woman. The redheaded tart would be a delectable treat, Venita mused to herself; she only wished she could hide in the shadows and watch Jack's brand of magic one more time.


  "You all right?" Venita said, noticing a much too troubled expression on Franny's face. "Anything wrong?"


  "Wrong? Does it look like there is?” Franny was staring at herself in the mirror.


  "I don't know," Venita replied. The girl was guarding her feelings. Perhaps it was simply fear. How interesting that she would be so afraid after she'd begged Jack for this night. At the end of the preparations, she looked as if she was about to bow out. Perhaps it was something to tell her waiting dom?


  Venita looked at her watch. "Well, it's past four now. There'll be a taxi in about an hour, I suspect," she said as she put the shimmering feather cape around Franny's bare shoulders. "You look perfect, except don't look so terrified. Remember it's just sex. And Jack will still be Jack when it's over."


  "You're not taking me?” Franny asked.


  "Oh no, this is something you walk into all by yourself. Of course, it's also Jack's instructions."


  Venita eyed her one more time and pecked her gently on the cheek. She'd done her job, Jack's sweet submissive was ready, but even as she walked away, Venita wondered if Franny would make it to the dungeon that night. She had premonitions about such things, and her intuition on this one was not good.


  It was nearly five-thirty, and there was no taxi, no call, no word from Jack. Panic struck, fleeing was the first thought in Franny's mind, as she waited alone in the coffee house, fiddling with the feathered cape.


  She thought of her dreams, the nightmares, the empty faces peering out of her fears. She thought of John Buck and his cold stark eyes, of Jack and his laughing ones, and of what Venita said about her lover not being the same man she loved once he went into the dungeon. Colder than John Buck. He was the master. His visage loomed over her in that terrifying form. Thoughts of fleeing became more real. Ready for the dungeon, yes. Even ready for John Buck. But she wasn't at all sure she was ready for Jack, not the Jack that was worse than her nightmares had ever been.


  Making up her mind, it was a dangerous gamble she decided on, but she couldn't stop herself from carrying it out. Going to the phone, she made a quick call.


  "Mr. Buck . . . " she began, when she heard the man's distinct voice on the other end.


  The choice was a gamble all right. It might rearrange the whole night and become the worst disaster of her life, and then too, it might well be a brilliant stroke of genius. She wouldn't contemplate the outcome in advance, Franny never would. When she finished the conversation, she grabbed the feathered cape and left the coffee house, before the taxi Jack was sending for her arrived.


  Music to gyrate hips and swivel asses, to lick lips by, and beckon horny men, poured through a crackling speaker system in The Pony, while six girls strutted on stage, and through the aisles. On the sly, as if they were trying to hide what they were doing, men handed out twenties for special favors, and there were congenial responses from nearly naked young women.


  "A strange place to meet," the man whispered in the redhead's ear.


  His voice startled Franny from a mind numbing trip into the music and the mood.


  "I couldn't think of anywhere else," she said turning around, looking into the coldness of his eyes, they didn't disappoint her.


  "You're sure this is what you want?" he asked.


  "I'm sure."


  "It could jeopardize a lot of things for you.” There was a strong warning in his voice.


  "I know."


  "But once you commit yourself, you realize, there's no way out."


  "That's what I figured," she replied.


  He was dark, so very black this time, riding the black horse out of Hades canyon of wild things, blowing in around her with a force straight from her dream. He wasn't even touching her and she was feeling something pulled out of her, like he was taking her fire and spirit from her, stealing half of her, so she'd be left with nothing unless she followed him.


  "Take off the cape," he said, and she obliged him, letting the forgotten garment drop to the floor. His hand reached to caress her ass, only satin between his palm and the real flesh. She stared at him, unable to turn away, so engrossed in what he was doing that the rest of the room, from the lights, to the provocative ladies and the blaring music, fell away. He said nothing staring back, except through his hand that roved her at will—and he wasn't even offering twenties for the privilege.


  "The music's haunting don't you think?" he said.


  She heard it then, the strains of something more seductive than what had been blasting in her ears before. She nodded.


  "Turn around and face the stage," he ordered her.


  She complied, as she felt him pull up close to her behind, both hands fondling her through the dress. He eased the dress up slowly, inch by inch by inch, until it was high on her thighs, and then pulled over her protruding rump. Pressing himself against her naked ass, his arms went around to hold her, while their locked hips swayed to the heavy beat of drums.


  "You want to be tied," he whispered in her ear.


  "Yes."


  "And taken."


  "Yes."


  "Made to mind as my chattel."


  That was the fantasy, so precisely spoken, there were no more words to describe it. To feel it now, she let the tone of his dominance wile its artful way from her ears down to her responding belly. He could feel her response with his hands clasped there tightly, the vile jolt of desire. One of his hands reached lower to grab her pubis through the dress.


  "Think through your cunt, my delectable whore," he said, "and all you want will be delivered. Fail that, it will be a nightmare."


  The flow of energy was so strong between them, she felt light-headed, as if there was nothing else left of her but cunt alone—the realization of the dream happening in that instant. Would she be able to surface and breathe the clear air again?


  In the back of the bar, though not hidden from view, the two rocked on erotically, one hand at her belly, the other on her pulsing mound, her naked ass pressing against the cock that stiffened under his black pants. Taking his time, he pulled the dress up in front as well, so his one leather gloved hand could slip under the satin and find nakedness there, just as he'd found her naked ass. Two fingers poked through the opening, driving their way into her until she was about to climax.


  "You want the dungeon, don't you whore?" he said.


  "I do," she whispered back.


  If she could have seen his face, she would have seen the shrewd smile. "Jack has trained you well, I see. Of course, he is a master, he trained me too.” Dropping his hands from her, he turned her about while the dress dropped back over her hips and thighs. "It's time we were getting on with things," he said.


  Franny walked out into the night on the arm of John Buck. She was not so scared anymore.


  




  


  Chapter Twelve


   


  Franny was pressed against a stone wall, just satin to warm and comfort her. Her hands were bound to shackles in the wall at her feet and wrists. There she remained immobile while others moved around the room behind her. A blindfold prevented her from seeing any of it. What she heard with her ears were moans, the snapping of leather, and an occasional shriek.


  Were her shrieks so shrill, she wondered while she still had time to think.


  When she felt hands again, it was to unfasten her and strip her of the dress, though she was back on the wall seconds later, with a new sensation of cold stone shocking her overheated system as if the chill was drawing her life away.


  Propelled down corridors in her mind, in the secluded blindness of sensation, she was moved from place to place, from one form of bondage to another, from one empty place to another. Such release such divine oblivion, such letting go into nothingness. Cunt, ass and mouth probed, hair pulled, face slapped, tits bitten by gnawing teeth, her body burst from each sensation though there was no fixed place for any orgasm to begin, and there was an anxious stew in her belly.


  She might have gone on for hours, or just minutes, it didn't matter, and she certainly couldn't tell. Her dominant master brought her body wave after wave of rising stimulation, a roaring heat so powerful, she felt all controls slipping away.


  At the last, she was laid out on a bed, her feet attached to opposite ends of a spreader bar, her arms stretched out above her, in the tenth form of bondage, if she'd been counting. She heard John Buck's whispers at her ear, the dirty things he said to her arouse the very "bad girl" inside her. Guided by his words, she found herself moving to her body's edges, a climax about to take all the bound, pent-up energy, and let it burn away to nothing. His leather gloved hand prodded her insides. She could feel him over her, his breath, his now familiar breath, breathing down with all its ferocity.


  Then, the blindfold suddenly ripped away, she heard the command, "Open your eyes!" from an unexpected voice.


  Fluttering to adjust to sight again, there were twin visages before her startled eyes: John Buck, leaning over her angrily, his hand intruding in her sore cunt, pounding her needlessly, for the end was ripe to explode . . . and Jack too, standing back with cool impassive eyes looming the larger man in this contest of power.


  She climaxed. As astonished as she was to see them both, they couldn't take that from her. She shivered against John's hand, even as his eyes fixed her stare, and Jack's behind him were drawing her away the instant the last jolt died and disappeared.


  "I got scared," she said, standing by him, feeling like a rumpled heap, though she was freshly bathed, wearing a man's white sleeveless undershirt that barely covered anything. Jack was drinking coffee in the kitchen of John's house; the cruder dominant had come and gone with smirks, but was leaving the two alone now. Such an ordinary place to end the night, so far from the dungeon and its hell. It was a room of bright sunshine colors that in the dead of night, by the soft light above the stove, now glowed warmly. It did little to ease Franny's chaotic spirit, but it was likely a better place for confrontation than some dark hallway below.


  "So, you get scared and run to John Buck?" Jack said. "That seems odd to me."


  "I wasn't scared of the sex."


  "No?”


  "I was scared of you. It wasn't John in the dream, it was you."


  "Me?"


  "The other you, the one Venita told me about."


  "Really? Might I remind you, Franny, you came to me begging for this night. As I recall, I came highly recommended.” He spoke sarcastically. "And after all your attempts to manipulate, all your conniving and running away, after all your great effort to behave yourself, you take second best because you were afraid . . . and you were too afraid to tell me."


  She bit her lip, finding no words to answer him. If he was angry he was hiding it, well beneath his cool unruffled surface. At this point, anger might have been better than sarcasm, she thought.


  "So, darling, did he take you into dreamland?" Jack went on.


  "Yes," she replied.


  "Right into your nightmare.”


  "Yes. But . . . "


  "Don't but me Franny.” He didn't raise his voice but just the tiniest of inflections, and it stopped her cold.


  "This doesn't leave us anything left, when our relationship is about honesty. You could have told me you were too scared to go through with it. Did that ever occur to you?"


  No. It hadn't dawned on her; but she'd never admit that, at least not now.


  "No, I suppose your being honest is just a silly pipe dream," Jack continued. "And I suppose sticking it out when it starts getting tough is just another."


  "You're wrong," she finally jumped in.


  "Am I? I nurture the hell out of you, Franny, and this is how you show your appreciation? Shit," he chuckled, "I could probably take you back a blue billion times, and you'd still be walking away from me when it gets too tough to handle.”


  "Please let me explain," she implored him.


  "Explain what? You got what you wanted. I'm sure John will take you anywhere you want to go, nightly, if you like.”


  The apathy, the trace of scorn, it was horrible. "No, he won't!" she countered. "Please let me talk, let me explain. You'll reconsider, I know you will."


  "Maybe after I've whipped your butt a few dozen times."


  "You ass! Listen to me!" she demanded.


  His eyes turned dark in an instant. "I should slap your face. Calling me an ass.” He pulled himself away from the table, moving to the sink where he threw out the remaining coffee.


  "I'm sorry, but please, just listen.” She tugged at his arm, while he stared out the window to the lawn behind the house. He could see the out of doors, yes, but also their reflections in the glass, hers frantic, his unresponsive to another of her tricks.


  "I feel foolish now," she began without an invitation.


  "I'm not surprised."


  "There's nothing but a paper dragon in that dungeon. There's nothing to be afraid of there, nothing to fear at all.”


  "Is that so?"


  "Yes it's so!"


  "So, you're not afraid of dungeon. What about me?"


  She hesitated. "In a way, I'm still afraid of you, but not because of the dungeon. I know you what want, that thing you keep hinting about. Why you walked away from "the scene", all those years ago.”


  He shook his head in disbelief. "I doubt you have a clue, my darling."


  "You want more than honesty," she continued, "you want the bare truth about me, everything bad and good. You don't want anything hidden. It's what makes us close. Intimate, perhaps . . . " she was whispering, her voice trailing off as she studied him for some positive response. She wasn't used to these words, or the feeling behind them, even though saying them now, they felt right.


  "Intimate, yes, until you decide to freak."


  "Yeah, I know, I'm scared of all that intimacy. But at least I admit it. And I was stupid for running out tonight. But I'm going stop being stupid. I want to give you what you need. And I mean that."


  "Everything?” He wasn't about to believe her, even if the words were sounding right.


  "I don't want sex again without your eyes turning me all upside down inside the way they do. I want you walking around in me, even if it scares me. The pleasure's not the same without you there. That's what you want from me, I know that, and I know you love me."


  She was encouraged by the turn he made in her direction, so he was actually looking at her again. There wasn't much change in his expression, but there were infinitesimal changes happening on his face. Perhaps he was relenting.


  "It's too soon after your night to be making sweeping statements like that, Franny," he replied.


  "Maybe so. And I know you don't trust me, but I trust myself this time," she said.


  His hand reached up to tousle her drying curls. "You know, you're more trouble than you're worth, little floozy, you always have been. Why should I believe you now?"


  She thought for moment. "Because you love me?" She flashed him an innocent grin as her changeable eyes took on the warm colors of the room. "You can even blister my ass every day?" she added, when he didn't reply.


  "That's a decent temptation," he admitted.


  She smiled. At last the air was lifting just a little, as if they might see their way clear of this mess.


  "Did you see my bondage tonight?" she asked.


  "I did."


  "All of it?"


  "All of it. Why do you suppose you were blindfolded?"


  That startled her.


  "Then maybe you created the whole thing?" she wondered aloud.


  "Yes, maybe I created the whole thing.” He grinned.


  She saw the truth written on his face. "Oh my, you did, didn't you?" she said. "You probably even knew I'd run out the way I did."


  "The thought had crossed my mind," he agreed.


  "Then you do care, more than you're even letting on," she concluded. "Maybe we could try again, one more time?” Trembling more than when John approached her in The Pony, more than when he led her to the cellar that night, more than she trembled the entire journey to the dark of the dungeon, she was hoping again even though that might be a dangerous thing.


  Standing too close to him, he pushed her off an arm's length, and fixed her with his eyes surrounding her as they had many times before. "I may love you, Franny," he began, at last. "I may even forgive you and keep you around. And I'll certainly blister your ass regularly, until it's all worked out of my system. But, understand one thing, I want all of you, just as you said, no games, no manipulation, and nothing hidden anymore. And trust me, Franny, you will have me, all of me, including the pieces that you tried so hard to avoid tonight. If that's what you want, then that's what you'll have. And you won't run away again."


  His blunt message was difficult to take, even though it was what she wanted to hear. For good measure, she was heartened when she saw affection and even lust returning to his spectacular eyes, as they began to weave that wondrous spell around her one more time. "Now, you've had enough for one night, and so have I. We'll go home and talk about this more in the morning," he said.


  Franny resisted the urge to cry, though a little shot of relief was making her smile inside.


  A few minutes later, the two quietly left the house without saying good-bye to their host . . . in the distance were the sounds of the dungeon still entertaining John Buck and some woefully complaining submissive.


  Jack came to her just as dawn was breaking in the sky, after they'd slept apart for the three hours remaining in the short night. He entered her virgin territory—virgin to his probing, the first time he'd taken her there, and she welcomed him as if he was coming home.


  Rough weeks would follow. That was the only promise he gave her for their future; but with this one dawning day of sensuous satisfaction, as they consumed each other in making love, and nothing less than love, the inspiration to survive the grueling hassle of their broken relationship was gently nourished.


  




  


  Epilogue


   


  In the weeks that follow . . . .


  Days of desire blend one to another; it’s all about waiting, anticipation and relief. But there's no relief from a sweltering summer of humid 90's in the sun or shade; there's just forcible passion teaming in the heat, and an arid nothingness in her languid body. She's waiting, thinking herself a survivor of an endless battle, a woman of war with a tattered dress, and sunken eyes, and her hair strewn across an unadorned face. She finds the picture romantic, if not bizarre for her. How he sees her is more sexual, drenched with sensuality, her steamy body needing nothing but the simplest raiment to capture her earthy essence.


  He's taken her to the country, where there's some relief from the summer in the breeze off the lake. The private place is holy sexual ground where the earth is rich, and she rubs her toes in dark loam near the water's edge, and wades into warm liquid to bathe uncluttered by clothes. For days he's not come to her for sex, despite the way her body begs for it with every maneuver, every gesture of limb and loins. She's run about naked some days, and still has not made him succumb, though he admires every inch of her with eyes that refuse to do anything but look on her as a cherished maid.


  He'll make it hell on her when he does move on her, and she's aware of that, aware of the wrath that set badly with him, when she mocked him with another runaway performance—even if it was inspired, and driven by being scared of loving him.


  It would be some time yet before she'd see how her handling John Buck's dungeon pleased him. She wouldn't know for a long time that revelations from her misguided desires that night were like a gift from God to both of them. There would be time to tell her, when he was ready.


  They were at the summer place long enough for her to lose the rest of the world. That other world still exists, she thinks, every morning when she rises to the sun, or sometimes the fog, or sometimes the thunderous storms that rip through their heaven, only to bring on a steamier afternoon to survive.


  No sun, no fog on this day, it's a "hell raising" thundering morning that brings Jack out of bed in a mood to frighten the already dead. First, he's gruff, then argumentative.


  "I thought you wanted eggs," she says, when the plate appears before him. "You said so last night.” She's already irritated because he's spent the last half hour barking at her.


  "This is morning, not last night," he replies.


  His mood destroys her charm, everything congenial lost.


  "Then fix your own breakfast!" she snaps.


  Looking like an apparition in a disappearing dress, she floats quickly from the room into the humid outdoors. He rises from his chair to look out the window, seeing her move toward the lake. She loves the lake, loves swimming nude. He could swear she masturbates herself with the rushing water of the spring that feeds this lake, cooling herself from the heat along the cold rocks, while the flowing stream fondles her body.


  Seeing her now, he hopes she won't be going off too far, seeing the way the storm is nearly on them. Bolting from the cabin he goes after her.


  Hearing the door clatter, she turns back and then starts to run; but he's already caught her. The ropes are in his hand, and she's instantly frightened, the look of it appearing in her eyes, though there's a gentle smirk on her face, as if she's telling him, "It's about time."


  "Planning to fly from me again," he shouts.


  "I thought it was a good idea, you friggin' ass!" she shouts back, and struggles to get away from a steel tight grip.


  He throws her against a tree with bark that's so prickly it would tear away her dress. But then that's no matter, since he rips the dress from her body so he can tie her against it naked.


  "You can't do this, Jack!" she shrieks.


  "No. Then I suppose you'll have to stop me."


  He already has her hands in his grasp, one bound already, the other almost. He pulls them against the massive trunk, so she's sprawled out against it, with no way out. Her legs straddle the elegant form of nature that rises too high for her to see in the blackening sky; her pussy's pressed into the rough surface, so it scrapes her skin. Completely shaved now, not a hair remaining on her pubis, that vulnerable fact suggests there will be scratches long after he lets her go.


  Spread wide, her legs are tied down as securely as her arms, and he's ready to punish her. She waits, while he's fawning over the picture. If he had his morning coffee, he'd likely sit a while and watch her painful writhing against the tree. But then there's the storm about to crash.


  "Your confinement is the best aphrodisiac I know," he comes to her whispering in her ear. "I'll do this again, and take your picture, and blow it up for Harry and John Buck."


  "You wouldn't," she snaps.


  "You know I would," he seethes.


  She wants to bark back at him, spew epithets to his cruel face, but the feeling of release reluctantly sways her to compliance. Can she help that another fantasy finds form—and such a powerful one. She's already possessed by the satisfaction that's making her calm and peaceful in this absurd captivity. Her pussy isn't finding pain anymore in its quest for release. The very life-force she's tethered to suckles the agitation in her lowest regions, and makes her squirm.


  He fondles her, when all she expects is some lash or leather against her limbs and ass. He'll want to raise the heat again, she's sure of that. It makes her wild, he says, makes her claw at him, burn with him, fuck like a maniac and douse him with the best part of herself, the part he can't see, but can feel from her in all the excited atoms of his manliness. Yet now, he fondles her. Probes her ass with some stick he's found lying against the ground. It's not so large to hurt, but it scratches lightly on the sensitive outer surface, and along the cleft line before he pushes it a little way home.


  "Ah, Jack, it's gonna hurt," she murmurs.


  "And would it matter?" he asks.


  She wants to reply, but there're no words coming, just nonsense, as fingers and his stick find other spots between her legs to torment.


  "The switch is going to hurt like hell and cut like crazy," he tells her.


  "Why would you do that?" she protests.


  "Because you deserve it, darling. Running away will never make me happy."


  "Even if it was because I love you?"


  "Especially because you love me," he replies.


  "Will I finally pay in full?" she wonders hopefully. This season of penance seems to last into eternity.


  "Don't be absurd," he replied.


  They've been over this already. He's not forgiving her easily. He expects her ass to pay, until it's no longer payment, but reminders, and then perhaps she'll pay just because they've both grown to like it so much they can't stop. That's all speculation now however, because this time, real chastisement it will be.


  He's cut several switches hours before, earlier in the morning while she was still sleeping, when he woke deciding the time was ripe to have her again like this. He left them soaking in the lake until he was ready, and the crude implements are now soft enough to make a proper impression on her bottom. Lying on a rock a few feet from him, he picks them up, and holds all three in his hand at the same time, deciding whether to wear each one out on her ass singly, or use them all at once.


  Seeing the storm too close, and the need too pressing to make it a drawn out affair, he holds all three in his fist, and takes aim. Moving swiftly with his powerful arm cracking down in the exact place, the tender branches hit their mark.


  "Yeeeeeawwwww!" she cries.


  He rears back again and lets loose with another wicked slash against her deserving rump.


  "Yeeeeeeawwwwww!" she cries once more.


  Four harsh cuts follow, each one raising the same pained response from her.


  He sees her jerk, her ass cheeks jiggle. He sees the welts with satisfaction each time. Done with the first six cuts, he waits, allowing the red to rise in welts. It's a difficult decision how much to leave when he's done. A few days reminder worth of welts is necessary, and she needs the pain vivid to understand the lesson. A few brutal cuts across her thighs will no doubt be enough.


  The next six, he lands at the base of her bottom, and then working down her thighs, he lays them on precisely, one distinct mark of red after another.


  An excruciating scream cuts the air as surely as the switches cut against her skin. And yet, nothing is broken in the air by her cry, just as nothing is broken on her skin. The red rises as weals, some that will fade in an hour, others that will last. On recovering from the cruel biting sting that seems to go on forever, she screams out more scornful epithets, "You friggin' bastard, it's cutting me to shreds!"


  "Don't we both wish," he purrs to her, coming right to her ear to taunt her with a sinful sounding reminder of who will triumph.


  He steps back, and aims again for the center of her ass where the red stripes fade, and hardly a hint of a weal remains, unlike her thighs. The blow that strikes makes it mark on the center, and she cries again, though this time, the angry spark in her diminishes so that the calm quells her pain; and she's more willing yet for the next burning cut. Another three land home in the same territory where they gnash against her skin, and leave the beautiful traces this loving dominant requires.


  The last cut is not a cut at all, but a caress, as the three gnarled fingers from the well-used branch travel down her back from her shoulders to her punished butt, and then linger there, while she cries, and lets all sobbing go, and begins to undulate against the instruments that gave her Jack's retribution.


  "There will be bruises, you like that?" he whispers to her with his mouth at her ear, her other ear pressed to the tree as if she's fused to it.


  "Ah, Jack," the murmur escapes mouth.


  He massages her so she can't tell him anything but the truth.


  "It please you?" he asks, when his fingers fondle the sultry opening between her legs.


  "It does," she whispers.


  "You're satisfied," he says.


  "Almost," she replies.


  The penetrating fingers make the orgasm rise. In a tethered state of peace, everything that wants to explode in her has its time; and with the lovely edge coming to the surface, she jerks against his penetration, getting lost in the feeling of relief.


  There's a gust of wind, that reminds them of the anxious sky. The storm shifts north of them, going around the forest hideaway, though it leaves wild thunder in its wake, and a downpour of water. They're getting drenched with rain, so it's running off her back, while he's still bringing the orgasm out of her. He loosens the bonds quickly when she finishes, and drives her to the ground to have her. Then, everything washes clean, the soreness, dirt and sweat. He pummels her cunt from behind, finding it even more satisfying than her ass, though he won't be telling her that, at least not for a while. He jerks back, holding her hips to him as he bathes her with another liquid.


  They collapse together in the wet grass to recuperate, the rain still christening the moment with its fresh earthy dew.


  It's another steamy day. Another rainstorm only makes the afternoon more pregnant with another impending squall over the lake. Between storms, the mist rises and then the sun, to coat their skins with perspiration. They'll have to dash to the lake to wash it all away.


  They know it's all a game, and come out laughing in the languid heat, lolling on the bed for hours afterwards. Half her time is spent tethered, bound because it keeps her still, keeps her from the habit of running away; and tethered she gets inside Jack's fixed gaze, and both, zooming on down to their souls, find daily nourishment in the physical abandon.


  This time, this stormy day, it's been a longer wait than usual, more agony and more torture at the hands of the old tree; and so she's driven to the depths of herself to find one climax after another, until her peace prevails at last, and he can finally bring her mind and body home to him, in the simple bondage of his arms.


  It's just a game of honesty, just a romp in the hands of pleasure, and the way to touch the spirit of their love.
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