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Author Note:


  


  For those readers wondering about The Applicant, the prequel to The Applicant II, this second of my erotic novels was written in 1991 (or thereabouts) and published by Masquerade Books – one of the few publishers of erotica in the United States at that time.


  Once Masquerade Books and the publisher of my first novel Alexandra’s Awakening went out of business in the late 90s, I took back the rights for these titles. It had been my intension to bring the sometimes awkward writing in these novels up to my writing standards, and then re-release them for my own Pink Flamingo Publications. I have been successful with most of these early novels. However, after several failed attempts to rework The Applicant, I gave up in frustration. I finally concluded that it would take too much time to craft a version of this story that would please me. (Not to mention that the work was written on typewriter and no electronic version of the book exists – which would have made the task much easier.)


  The plot of The Applicant is simple. BDSM couple Oliver and his submissive wife, Liza, desire to have another female join them in their adventurous sexual life. He’d love the prospect of two submissive women serving him, and Liza’s strong lesbian desires would have a place to flourish. Liza is tasked with the job of finding that submissive and it is Hilary who applies and is eventually chosen as their trainee.


  The characters of Oliver, Liza and Hilary are the basis of The Applicant II, along with numerous others that join them in this tale of Masters and submissives playing out their respective roles in a BDSM setting. Further knowledge of their original novel is unnecessary to the enjoyment of this work. The work stands on its own.


  


  If you’re interested in obtaining a paperback copy of The Applicant, there are copies of the Masquerade paperback (with several different covers) still available from various Internet retailers.


  



  

  Preface


  


  Email:


  Subject: submissive woman sought


  Date: Sat, 01 August, 01:42:36


  From: Oliver@sparrowhawklodge.com


  Submissive woman sought by experienced master for intense training and a contractual three-month agreement. Long-term relationship possible. Foreign travel likely. Preferably not a novice. email: oliver@sparrowhawklodge.com.


  ***


  Reply: “submissive woman sought”


  Date: Sun, 02 August, 09:46:39-0500


  From: ravenouslady@uniqueconnect.com


  To: Oliver@sparrowhawklodge.com


  I am the woman you’re seeking. What is my first command?


  ***


  Subject: initiation


  Date: Mon, 03 August, 20:24:19


  From: Oliver@sparrowhawklodge.com


  To: ravenouslady@uniqueconnect.com


  You’ll let me decide if you’re the woman I seek. We’ll arrange a meeting soon.


  ***


  Reply: “initiation”


  Date: Tues, 04 August, 23:10:10


  From: ravenouslady@uniqueconnect.com


  To: Oliver@sparrowhawklodge.com


  So soon? Shouldn’t we know each other better first?


  ***


  Subject: resistance?


  Date: Wed, 05 August, 22:113:55


  From: Oliver@sparrowhawklodge.com


  To: ravenouslady@uniqueconnect.com


  That’s the purpose of the meeting. If you find it so easy to balk, you’re not the woman I want, nor will you make it through the first night.


  ***


  Reply: “resistance?”


  Date: Thurs, 06 August, 15:35:14


  From: ravenouslady@uniqueconnect.com


  To: Oliver@sparrowhawklodge.com


  I beg your forgiveness. When would you like to meet?


  


  ***


  



  

  Chapter One


  


  The immense oak door crashed closed with a reverberating thunder, and all ears inside the estate house were instantly tuned to the silent air, waiting for the next rude sound to overwhelm the physical senses. Everyone shook hearing the master’s boots click on the marble floor before his message suddenly rumbled discontentedly from his expansive voice.


  “Liza!” The command was simple, taking no time at all to reach the ears of the mistress of the house. The lusty redhead pulled herself from her silk sheets and her lover’s sensuous arms. It was not yet five o’clock with the air still succulent and warm. Particles of dust danced in the beams of a dying sun streaming sluggishly in the window while a gentle breeze fluttered the curtains—a time for afternoon lovers to bask in the orgasmic glow of satiation—half-awake and half-asleep. Yet jarred by her husband’s command, Liza knew not to dally. Throwing a peach satin robe over her creamy sex-flushed skin, she gazed back at her delicious submissive.


  “Liza,” the thundering voice boomed a second time.


  “Have to hurry,” she whispered while blowing a kiss to the languishing brunette. Her eye caught sight of a small brown nipple in the center of Hilary’s large aureole. Liza’s cunt pulsed in remembrance of their making love.


  Out the door, she hastened down the elegant hallway of Oliver’s Sparrowhawk Lodge suddenly frightened by the sight of her husband as she reached the landing. He paced the marble foyer in his polished ebony knee boots. His black riding pants fit snug on his legs and ass, while his white shirt billowed above his waist. She thought perhaps his hair was rather smart-looking, certainly much different than he’d worn it in the past with his sleek hair now combed back from his face and his ponytail shorter. Oh! how often she’d seen his dark eyes smile mirthfully, while his broad mouth soothed her with a passionate grin. Though just as often she’d seen his eyebrows narrow when his face was grim—as it was now. His darkness prevailed like a cloud about him—a shroud perhaps, certainly the portent of some miserable conversation.


  “Oliver, darling,” she flew into his arms not caring that her robe opened wide as she flung herself into his embrace, showing her delicious physical assets, from her pert breasts with their perpetually starched pink nipples, to the small tuft of pale red pubic curls above her shaved vulva. A purple/pink clitoris peeked out teasingly below.


  For all of Liza’s generous enthusiasm, Oliver did not return the affectionate greeting. He pushed her away.


  “She’s worthless,” he scowled.


  “Worthless? Who?”


  “That miserable tart your little Hilary thought would make a good submissive.”


  Liza blanched understanding his ire. Pulling her robe around her protectively, she tied the sash as she replied, “Ooo, we thought…”


  “You thought wrong,” he replied accusingly. “For three months you thought wrong. I left the training in your hands, and now regret I ever had such faith in you and your precious Hilary.”


  Liza started anxiously, asking, “May I ask what was her err?”


  “No, you may not ask,” he snapped. “Now get your randy little minx down here. She’ll take the punishment I couldn’t give the bitch.”


  “So, Ali’s gone?”


  “Ah, yes, she’s gone,” his eyes lit ominously. “Speak her name to me again, I will beat you silly.”


  Liza shrunk back, knowing the threat was hardly real, though she was seriously frightened over the way he’d punish Hilary for her miscalculation. And here she’d thought their newest applicant was perfect. She sighed.


  Whether it was intuition that brought Hilary from her reverie or the sound of the discordant voices rising from the foyer, her appearance on the landing was suitably timed. Liza’s hazel eyes stared upward with a look of resigned humility. Oliver was already on his way to the study, his impressive shoulders disappearing beyond the door with a determined swagger. Although she was rightfully scared, the look of his retreat sent a delicious shiver down his wife’s spine.


  “Did you hear?” she turned and whispered to her worried lover as she peered up the stairs.


  “Oh, my love, I have failed him,” her brown eyes looked so sorrowful that even her typically elegant air seemed overcome with grief. She knew she’d disappointed her master.


  “We’ll see, dear,” Liza replied hopefully. “He could just be blowing smoke”


  Hilary took the stairs quickly. She was dressed as casually as her mistress was—in a short silk robe the color of an icy winter sky. It barely covered her deeply tanned legs—her slim thighs rippling as she walked gracefully beside Liza on her way to an unknown fate. She’d been part of her master’s brood for nearly two years—having enjoyed the sumptuous pleasures of Sparrowhawk’s decadence, exhilarated, though often overwhelmed by the sexual freedom that bloomed within its walls and on its terraces and patios, in its cellars and barns. She’d been trained as a sexual submissive—a sometimes arduous process that required her to abandon any prim thoughts or prudish behavior that might have characterized her past. She replaced the old Hilary with a newer, much sexier version, living out the dreams that first drove her to answer Liza’s bold advertisement for a submissive applicant.


  Hilary had no idea at the time how all consuming this new life would be—how it would take her away from the simple one she knew—as a bank teller, dating insipid college graduates who knew nothing about the sexual passion that dwelled within her. Though the training had been daunting, there was not one thing she regretted—not one slavish act or rude behavior, not one grueling punishment or masochistic revelry.


  Once her training had been adequately completed, she was welcomed into the bosom of the lady and gentleman she loved so dearly. Even her occupation was reinvented. She handled the master’s house accounts and computer data entry, given a good deal of respect that she’d not enjoyed outside Oliver’s realm. His influence extended to every corner of her world—and so her entire life was transformed. Though she was still required to obey her master’s orders without question, obliged to bow graciously at his feet on a whim, or enjoined to submit to any manner of punishment—whether earned or arbitrary—she learned to do so unthinkingly. Every act fed her flagrant lust, and she was in love with her life and the woman she’d become.


  More than once she’d displeased her master or mistress and had been severely disciplined. She’d endured all her corrections as graciously as she could, even though it was not always possible to hold back the anguish that resulted from a grueling battle with a whip or cane. Today, however, she had a premonition of something far more devastating than simple punishment. So much had been expected of her and to have failed, if she’d actually failed—she could only hope, as Liza did, that Oliver was not serious.


  The paneled study was as graciously elegant as the other more formal rooms of Sparrowhawk, though this was obviously the master’s domain entirely. It was more casual than the dining and formal living room, but reeking with his essence. The dark paneling, the fragrance of leather—ah! how that reminded her of the many times she’d worn a leather collar about her slim neck. There was a trace of cigar smoke lingering in the air; it rarely left. She’d dusted and polished every inch of this handsome room, pressed her bare feet in its thick oriental rugs, just as she did now, and had been disciplined, as well as soundly fucked, while bending over some cushion of leather or the hard edge of his carved mahogany desk. Hilary shuddered now as she presented herself to the man who owned her wholly.


  Feeling Liza retreat to a spot behind her, she was utterly alone before her master, wondering what horrible slight Ali perpetrated to cause this misery. “Shall I bow?” she asked hesitantly.


  The air in the room was agitated, Oliver pacing, each stride he took making both his submissives nervous.


  “You bow when you’re told, you speak when you’re told,” he snapped rudely.


  Hilary knew to say no more, even though she wanted to drop penitently at his feet and beg his forgiveness.


  The Master brooded; the swish of his pants the only sound to prick the silence. He waltzed from one end of the room to the other, peering out the windows at the back—those that looked out on his summer rose garden, and then in the front where he could see the circular driveway and long green lawn that spread out before the elegant portico.


  When he finally turned around, he seemed composed, and hardly as angry as his words betrayed him earlier. She knew not to look him in the eye, but the longer he stared her way, the more Hilary was tempted to gaze directly into his eyes. When he finally drew her complete focus he spoke, “she’s unsuitable, ungracious and not submissive. I think you and your mistress misread her intentions. She may be willing to serve a woman, but she has no clue how to serve a man.” He shook his head as though disgusted.


  Hilary was about to object, but she knew that was futile. What he claimed belied her experience of the winsome Ali. She’d been trained for months and proved both dutiful and yielding.


  “Oliver, are you certain?” Liza suddenly moved out beyond Hilary, addressing her husband firmly, seemingly without fear. “She was amazingly compliant.”


  “You doubt me?” Though he remained forbiddingly grim, he raised his eyebrows as though he was amused.


  “You’ve thoroughly worked her?”


  Oliver moved adroitly to the spot before his lovely wife and peered down at her as if he was going to swallow her inside him. “Yes. I’ve thoroughly worked that little behind. I’ve reamed her ass. I’ve been sucked by her inadequate mouth. I’ve tried to glean some pleasure from her randy cunt. She’s cold and lifeless, my dear. I say no more.”


  “I’m so sorry, sir,” Hilary cried to him.


  “I’m sure you will be!” he scowled. “Over the couch…” he paused, “and without the robe.”


  Hilary moved quickly, already wincing from the pain that would surely follow. And yet, her body raced with waves of pleasure as her master’s contained fury poured out on her passionately. She felt a trickle of juice seep from the pulsing hole between her thighs. Taking a familiar pose over the back of the couch, her pussy rested against the thick cushion sinking into the cool, soft leather. Hilary clasped her hands behind her at the small of her back and waited. A strap would be too easy, she thought, unless that was where he began. Surely, she would feel the cutting fire of a cane on her behind before he was finished. And surely, there would be more than just corporal punishment awaiting her for such a serious transgression.


  “Liza,” Oliver’s voice shot out unexpectedly as the master moved toward his cabinet of tools, “take your place beside her.”


  “What!” she was in shock and her tone almost shrill.


  “Are you deaf, woman?” he shot back.


  “But, sir, this hardly seems…”


  “To be your responsibility?” he finished her protest.


  Her “yes” was meager with her defiant energy immediately quelled by the fire of his command. His whole body seemed taken with the task of punishing both his submissives and she would not escape this one. Not that Liza didn’t enjoy such things—her whole body shook with the thrill of a first time lover—and her cunt was equally as creamy as Hilary’s was. But to be humiliated side by side—to be equal in this matter—the treatment harkened back to Hilary’s first months at Sparrowhawk. That had been a painful time for the mistress of the house. She’d been taunted by her husband’s bitch lover, Diana, betrayed by the estate’s caretaker and practically driven mad—certainly to her wits end, seeming to lose control of everything in the process of attempting to be herself, mistress of Sparrowhawk, Oliver’s obedient slave, and Hilary’s mentor. The fact was, Oliver had tied her submissive psyche in knots with his schemes; she had almost nothing to do with the scenes that unraveled before her—except, of course, submit. She’d loved it in the end, but was so very glad when that period of time was over. Since those perilous days, their world had been peaceful. As peaceful as any master/submissive pairing can be—fireworks are requisite, organic to their very existence. But for nearly a year, she’d not been punished in Hilary’s presence or in the presence of any submissive. She almost forgot how to act, although being impudent would be imprudent.


  While at first chagrined by her husband’s order, she turned suddenly haughty as if in a huff and let the peach silk slip off her shoulders as she moved to Hilary’s side. She nearly fell over the back of the couch as she clasped her hands behind her waist and then settled into the comfort of the leather surface beneath her. The fragrant smell of old leather went from nostril to cunt in a split second where she felt a steady pulse high in her crotch, at the edge of her cunt lips, as though every ounce of blood was at that moment barreling toward that needy cleft. She squirmed a bit defiantly—an act that Oliver assumed was solely erotic.


  “If you think I’ll let you get off to this, my bratty princess slut, I’m afraid you’re painfully mistaken.” In his hand was a reed bamboo he’d recently brought back from his latest excursion to Singapore. Untried, he whisked the dreadful thing through the air; the ominously delightful whir sending shivers of fright through the submissively posed women, and an instant of thrill through him.


  “Though there is no justification, no repentance for your failures, my dears, this will make me feel a hell of a lot better.” He appraised the two womanly asses, the four cheeks, the pair of shadowy clefts, the slender legs—one pair tan, one creamy white—and four beautifully slim ankles. He sighed wishing that their feet were in black patent stilettos, but he wouldn’t take the time to make them change. His fury was at its peak and his fanatic vision was fixated on the result, when their now unblemished posteriors would bear abused skin and feel like fiery furnaces to the caress of his fingers.


  Oliver let the first strike land on the atoning Hilary’s behind—the cut immediately embellishing her skin with one long red stripe that cut both cheeks. The strike was followed by her rude groan, then immediately by a second strike aimed to hit his wife’s pale ass. Alternating cheeks, randomly so, both woman took a least two dozen cuts. The air was stung by cries and groans, and tearful pleas. The master’s wand bore down keenly at times, at other times less fiercely. Occasionally the cuts were brisk, more often methodical. Each snap and thwack! was crisp and biting. He worked a rash of welts on both asses from mid-cheek to high on their tender thighs, leaving cuts that would last, the kind to show off to interested admirers, great for the purposes of humiliation. He hardly wanted to stop, but then, he had to for the sake of their immaculate flesh—abuse, mark, certainly, but let their flawless perfection return once the marks were healed.


  Seeing his lovely handiwork appear like a painting before his eyes, Oliver’s crotch began to ache as his erection pressed against his pants. He knew the throbbing would not cease without some satisfaction.


  “On your knees, the two of you,” he ordered them off the couch, as he unzipped his fly. Liza tugged her husband’s pants to his knees, the master then serviced by both his submissives. Hilary went for the head of this penis first, while he straddled his wife’s warm mouth. Her tongue ran along the wrinkled skin of his sac, while the slave at his cock sucked and jerked the hefty stalk. The two worked eagerly as though this final piece of their trial would certainly wash away their miserable sin. Oliver pleasured in the sight of them serving him so slavishly, clearly focused on his pleasure—mouths lapping, breasts bobbing, eyes looking dotingly on him as though hoping for some sign that he was pleased. Liza’s warm hands drifted along his rear cheeks, then her fingers moved inside the cleft of his ass until she found that tender spot between his anus and the base of his balls where another passion began to tear at him


  He shot, his groan guttural and strong. Winding his fingers through Hilary’s hair, her mouth absorbed the first shock, and when he pushed her off, the last of his thick milky cum spilled onto his wife’s brow and chest in stringy gobs of white.


  The two sat back on their heels, trying to keep their cunts from squirming too obviously, both hoping their master might have some mercy on them considering the heat that was so joyously fired in their punished asses. But mercy doesn’t come easily at Sparrowhawk—only after it’s earned.


  “I want you both collared tonight, in your nastiest blacks. We’re going dancing.”


  “Training collars, sir?” the ever efficient Liza queried humbly.


  Oliver smirked. There were devious ideas in his head but he’d decide otherwise, “I should, shouldn’t I?” They didn’t reply. “Your leather chokers will do. But make it quick; you take too much time, I’ll take you out in chains.”


  He stared down at the pair while they waited to be dismissed, then turned on his heel as he shooed them off.


  ***


  Though they didn’t have courage enough to giggle, Liza and her favorite female plaything certainly looked like two silly teenagers getting ready for a night out. Leather chokers and dancing meant the throbbing nightclub in old town. The pulse of that collective darkness makes a randy woman delirious. Their trial was not over, though it would certainly take a different, and hopefully, a more pleasurable twist.


  Liza wore her black satin corset and a leather skirt with a slit up the back that stopped just shy of her ass cheeks. With any luck at all a good eye would see her shaved pubes from the rear should she bend over. Taking inches off her waist with a tight cinch, Liza made Hilary pull the corset laces tighter still, until she could hardly breathe, until any extra flesh was pushed into her breasts to bounce voluptuously on top. She was dangerously close to showing a nipple, but anything less would be like slapping her husband in the face. Besides, it had been some weeks since they’d exhibited her wares in public. The ache in her groin would go on all night until Oliver granted her some relief.


  While she enjoyed dressing for the night, Hilary was wracked with fear. She attempted to be playful, but her mind and heart were burdened by her failing. It might be days before she’d learn the outcome of her awful faux pas. Had she known, hoped for, even expected these results? Was there anything in Ali’s behavior to suggest the woman would revolt at the last minute, defying everything she’d been taught about sexual desire? She was beautiful and yielding on so many nights—perhaps there had just not been enough to know for sure. Liza would tell her that nothing was ever for sure in their strange world, and she was right—”desire can turn on a dime and leave you cold—” her wise words haunted her. Hilary sighed miserably as she worried over her fate.


  “You’re brooding,” her mistress suddenly took note. There was a brick-red lipstick in her hand, filling in the careful outline of her lips.


  “It shows that much?”


  Liza put the lipstick down and turned to adjust her submissive’s tiny skirt. She noted her legs beneath, a perfect tan satin that looked almost glossy. Her toes were painted deep burgundy to match her lips and fingernails. And barely covering her torso was a black leather halter with zippers and rings—all gleaming silver. She was quite a sight for a man like Oliver to appreciate. But what worried her mistress were Hilary’s rich chestnut-colored eyes looking lush but fretful.


  “You look stunning, but you’d better screw your courage and not falter. We’re not out of the woods yet.”


  “He has something planned, doesn’t he?”


  “I’m sure of it. But you hold your head high and have fun. You’ll be miserable if you don’t,” she fussed with her like a doting mother hen.


  “This is serious, isn’t it?”


  “I’d say so. But we’re both in trouble, so I’ll be right at your side.”


  Liza’s smile was as comforting as her reassuring words. And running a hand down Hilary’s hip and over her sensuous Venus mound they both trembled as the erotic tingle replaced some of their mutual fear.


  Fifteen minutes later the two climbed in the backseat of the green Jaguar and roared off into the gathering night.


  



  

  Chapter Two


  


  Shelby Crawford’s computer terminal glared in the darkened room. She sat alone reading the latest correspondence from her mysterious dominant.


  


  Subject: meeting


  Date: Sat, 07 August, 13:22:12


  From: Oliver@sparrowhawklodge.com>


  To: ravenouslady@uniqueconnect.com


  


  9:00 o’clock, Wednesday, Santa Rosa Cantina. I’m a tall, broad-shouldered man with a short dark ponytail. Please send a picture of yourself along with your personal history. Sparrowhawk.


  


  Personal history? What should she tell him? She wished she had the liberty to question him, but he was so very abrupt as though he expected her to know exactly what he wanted. Dropping everything else she was planning to do, she dived into her personal history, hurriedly writing everything she thought was pertinent. She knew things like this needed to be handled quickly. Otherwise they’d stew inside her gut and spawn too much fear. About to send her message back, however, she stopped short remembering that he wanted a picture.


  Pictures spelled commitment. This was moving rapidly; her obsession steering a rudderless craft through swift moving waters. But which picture should she choose? Did he want a nude? Her face? Torso? Ass? She imagined naughty cheesecake poses and thought of the only nudes she owned, souvenirs of a now defunct relationship. Posed coyly, cutely and sensuously on a bed of feathers—Chris’s idea. No. This was not to be a “feathery” relationship, but one of substance.


  She meditated on the possibilities for a while. Was her imagination running away from her? Were her dreams and fantasies about to deceive her? Was this the most foolish thing she’d ever tried? Taking sexual chances in her past, she’d run into some unfortunate scraps she wouldn’t want to repeat. She needed more information, something concrete to believe in, to know she wasn’t running a terribly risk. Even so, her body, not her rational mind, seemed to be making the decisions here. She’d be at the cantina on Wednesday, 9:00 PM sharp, looking for the tall, broad-shouldered Sparrowhawk. He offered her what she’d never had, and the yearning for him felt almost brutal. Her loins clenched as though there was something tugging at her from the future, insistent and unmerciful calling her to act without questioning the wisdom of this daring choice.


  Pulling up her file of pictures, her professional photograph showed up first. It was just a portrait of her face so he would recognize her when they met. Staring into the screen she was pleased enough with what she saw, seeing the pageboy blonde that brushed the edges of her cheek line and her fair and flawless Nordic skin. Her blue clear eyes were widely spaced and her small mouth blushed with pink. She guessed that he could see the truth about her in this photograph.


  She was submissively demure—and yet, courageous taking this astounding step. Every nerve ending in her body was passionately alive. She was seized, obsessed and controlled by thoughts of her secret fantasies coming to life.


  Attaching the picture to her email, she pushed “SEND” before she had time to change her mind.


  



  

  Chapter Three


  


  There were stars painted in the ceiling of the nightclub and a hanging ball of tiny mirrors that twirled slowly at the center of the pulsating dance floor. A band played in one corner, music that swelled into the air leaving no room to talk, and hardly space to think.


  Oliver sat at his table on the edge of the balcony looking down on the mass of hot and throbbing bodies pressed together, cunts to groins, hips and asses, pussies and cocks playing for each other as though the entire club would suddenly divest itself of its fancy clothing and descend into a lecherous orgy. There were sequins, spangles, leather, lace and tightly fitting spandex, covering as little as possible to suggest the erotic possibilities available for the night. In the center of the delicious madness were his submissive lovers—Liza backed into Hilary’s crotch, Hilary’s arms around her mistress’s corseted torso—while Liza’s breasts were about to burst from their confinement. Hilary’s burgundy lips met the back of Liza’s neck. Drawing her red hair away, the horny brunette kissed the skin, while her eyes glanced upwards to meet her master’s. In a passionate dance, the two women writhed, two groins dancing in sensuous unison. Other bodies pressed against theirs, answering the overt come-on in their seductive eyes. Liza turned in Hilary arms, dancing two inches from her lover’s hungry groin. As she gyrated to the sound of the music, a man behind her pressed his crotch to her ass.


  “Kiss her for me,” he whispered in Liza’s ear. His hands were running down her hips, their warmth joining what was already moving strongly inside her body.


  Liza leaned toward her dark-haired friend, her lips seeking the wet burgundy ones before her. They touched lightly, again and again. Tongues peeked from between those lips, gently licking the smooth surfaces. The man at Liza’s ass pushed himself more firmly into the round rump of female flesh. His cock was hard enough to feel the throbbing energy as his erection grew firm. She relished the forceful feel of it, while this bold suitor lifted her skirt as though he intended to show off everything that still remained unseen. He was cautious, understanding this was a public place, though the woman in his arms gave him no signal to stop. She replied to the gesture moving even more seductively against his pulsing prick.


  Hilary, backing away from the kiss caught her mistress’s glance with her sex-charged eyes. Her face took on that absent orgasmic look, focusing on Liza’s corset liked she intended to rip it away and dive into the smooth melons and their delectable nipples. She wasn’t thinking of her master any more, but of the arousal that grew boundlessly between them.


  “My, aren’t you two randy sluts.” There was a man at Hilary’s ear, whispering and kissing her down the side of her neck, all in time to the beat of the drummer’s pounding rhythm. Her head spun, dizzied by the frenzy of bodies and hands bold enough to feel her up. Liza’s eyes were molten, urging her to let go any inhibitions that might remain. The two stood out little more than the rest of the crowd as the sexual roar ripping through the club touched every prick and pussy. There seemed to be no distinction between male and female—just sexual beings in a world of pleasure. Theirs was a dance of seduction where seduction was all that mattered. Where cocks were stiff and cunts were wet, and afterwards in the back seat of cars, and dark alleys, and steamy beds hard pounding fucks would answer these raw edges of desire—though perhaps not all the reckless passion that the night spawned.


  The man at Hilary’s side pawed his way into the side of her leather halter. Still dancing, she felt the fingers of his other hand reach under her skirt, making her jump. She giggled with the ticklish, fondling feel of him, though she eased into the sensations knowing her cunt was hot and ready to be probed.


  “Shall we take it out back?” he wondered.


  Liza didn’t hear his words but she read his lips.


  “No,” she said, “you can have her here.”


  His smile was broad while his imagination worked, frantically figuring how he’d fuck the little tramp right there on the floor. His invading fingers moved into the sweltering cunt where he felt her clench around them. He would be thinking of his dick, now pressing rudely in his pants determined to be freed. Toying with the steamy hole at his fingers, the slut fell back against his arms. Then the music mellowed as if on cue, so in serpentine gyrations Hilary and the stranger at her back looked like ardent lovers nearing climax.


  A few watched—like Liza and her less courageous friend behind her. And with her mistress giving her approval with her eyes, Hilary turned toward the blond man’s chest, pressing her lips to his. His skilled fingers continued playing at her crotch, raising her skirt even higher, leaving her snatch visible to anyone that bothered to look down at the beauty’s exposed cunt.


  “A little harder,” she whispered, and the man obliged her. “More, yes.” Her voice was an energized purr—as though any minute she’d start to scream, not whisper. “Ah, yes.” It rose in volume and a few more eyes took notice and glanced their way. “Ooo, more.” She was cumming, writhing on the man, pressing herself against his thigh and fingers as if she were fucking his cock.


  She felt for his erection, discovering the head, the stalk, and the soft scrotum pulsing on her hand. “I’ll suck you off,” she purred, while he finished her off with his three fingers jammed into her cunt. “Ooo, yesssss…” It was just a gentle hiss, not an outright cry, as her muscles tightened around him and her body clenched and then relaxed. Falling limply to his chest, she worked his penis with her hand. Unzipping his pants, she pulled his thick thing free, and then dropping to her knees swallowed it before a crowd of eyes. Surrounding her protectively, they watched her suck, lips and mouth drawing the blood-engorged organ down her throat and then out a dozen times. Then they watched in awe as the pulsing phallus shot its first wad of cream down her throat, and let the last spill out on her lips.


  In two minutes from start to finish, she’d given him head and was on her feet again. After letting her new friend kiss away the last of his cum from her lips, Hilary’s mistress pulled her back into her arms.


  “Will Oliver be pleased?” was her first quietly murmured thought. She was about to blush with embarrassment, but then realized that no one was paying attention and they were alone again in a sea of pulsing bodies, looking like lesbian lovers in each other’s arms, kissing.


  “If he saw he’ll be pleased,” Liza replied.


  Above them on the balcony, Oliver sat drinking aged scotch, while three friends joining him stared down at the dancing throng below, wide-eyed in wonder at the near orgy feast. Oliver was pleasantly amused, though his expression would not give away his thoughts, and to look at him he appeared almost bored.


  ***


  On the upper tier of the vast nightclub, there was a restaurant with a number of private alcoves secluded from the main dining room by drapes over the doorways. Liza and Hilary dutifully followed their master while still languishing in the sensuous heat of the dance. Though the music continued to play inside their brains, the sound of it grew less overpowering as they moved away from the clamor below. Whisking back the curtain so they could enter one of the private chambers, Oliver motioned them into the cozy space with a sweep of his hand. Inside, four men they’d never seen were sitting around a table. Seeing their host, they turned toward the doorway and stared at the two submissive women.


  “Ah!” A gentleman with a greying beard smiled broadly. “In the flesh, at last we meet,” he rose to his feet and offered his hand to Liza. “Victor Cunningham,” he bowed politely.


  She smiled, the name a well-remembered one.


  “These are Victor’s associates,” Oliver continued the introduction. “Stefan Mayer, Nils Grayling and Eric Winekamp.”


  “Gentleman,” she nodded respectfully as she cautiously viewed the situation before her. This would certainly be part of Oliver’s further plans for their evening. Would this be another form of punishment or something different? She suspected a little of both, since this genius was a master of many schemes and she could see the imprint of many days planning in the unexpected turn.


  “You and your slut were quite delightful on the dance floor,” Stefan Mayer commented. He, too, stood, and while taking Liza’s hand in one of his, he pulled out the chair beside him with his other. “If you don’t mind.”


  “Thank you.”


  She glanced back at Hilary—her docile submissive was on alert but still too overcome with lust to comprehend exactly what was happening. Surely, she noted that there was no chair for her. As Liza sat down beside the gracious Mr. Mayer, Oliver sat to her right at the head of the table, and Hilary remained on her feet near the draped doorway.


  “Hilary, come,” her master ordered. He gestured with an open arm, welcoming her to his side. As she cautiously moved forward, he embraced her about the waist.


  Her brown eyes gleamed a little darker than usual. She’d been inspired by the impromptu public sex and allowed herself the luxury of enjoying the effect on her confidence. The bold feeling, however, was short-lived.


  Letting his grasp of the submissive drop away, Oliver suddenly took all her poise away with his order, “Remove your clothes for my friends so they can see what I have to offer them.”


  Her eyes shot open in an instant of panic. Waiters and an efficient busboy were coming and going from the room, opening and closing the drape with a flourish so there was hardly any privacy in the alcove at all. And Oliver wanted her naked?


  “Now, love, don’t waste my friends’ time.”


  Prompted by his impatience, she was quick to undo the clasp that held the leather halter at her waist. Then taking a deep breath she nervously fingered the button behind her neck and let the top drop to the floor at her feet. She bowed her head submissively—as she had on so many occasions—in truth, she was quite embarrassed by the exposure. Other times she’d displayed herself proudly and without a hint of fear, but this time, taking her by surprise in such an unexpected place—while she was still inebriated from the rest of her evening—she couldn’t disguise her disturbing apprehensions.


  “Ah! How lovely,” Nils Grayling remarked as he viewed her breasts. The nipples, once nearly flat against her soft mounds, stiffened before his eyes as though he willed them erect. “And your skirt,” he goaded her impatiently.


  She smiled bashfully, then unzipped the small skirt so it joined the halter on the floor.


  The room went silent with Hilary naked. Except for her stiletto heels and two-inch choker, there was nothing to obstruct the men in their appraisal of the master’s prize.


  “A general auction, gentlemen?” Oliver announced, sounding as though he was getting some sporting event underway.


  They nodded agreeably, Nils making a first bid. “Two thousand.”


  “You’re selling Hilary!” Liza gasped.


  “It is my right, Liza. I’d sell you, too, right now if you weren’t my wife.”


  She started to speak again but was silenced by the menacing look in his eyes.


  Hilary trembled hearing this unforeseen sentence. She’d take a thousand punishments as be wrenched from her master and his mistress. But the arrangements of her life were contractually agreed upon months ago with a stipulation for just such circumstances. “At the whim of the master, you may be subjected to a general auction for the purpose of transferring rights of ownership or permitted use, depending on the decision of the owning master.” Perhaps the words were not remembered exactly as they were written in the document she signed, but the gist of them had been something she masturbated to in numerous private reveries. Oddly, as much as the idea of being sold appeared in her daydreams, it seemed completely horrendous and out of the question at this moment.


  “Two and half,” Stephan upped the number.


  The trio appraised her more with the third member offering the next bid, “Two and three quarters.”


  There was silence for a time. Interminable in both women’s minds. Hilary looked from impassive face to impassive face, just as her mistress did, wondering which man would claim her for the night, the month, the year, whatever the agreement Oliver offered. That remained unknown. The fact that her life was suddenly about to alter appreciably left her quivering from groin to heart. And that heart raced like a wild wind over great mountains. She was nearly in tears.


  Sensing her fear, Liza turned to her side and placed a gentle hand on her hip for comfort. “You’ll be fine,” she whispered.


  “Of course, she’ll be fine,” Oliver barked.


  Liza turned back. Her own heart was sinking miserably. She could only imagine what fate lay in store for the young woman she’d so successfully trained. It was enough to make her tremble, but she held firm for the sake of Hilary’s withering spirit.


  “Three thousand,” Victor chimed in. Liza stared at the man she’d spoken to numerous times on the phone but never met in person. He was certainly an elegant sort, the graying beard only part of his distinguished air. She could be stirred by his imposing mien, and instantly wondered—as she often did with decidedly dominant men—what it might be like under the man’s dominion, even if it was just for a night. As interesting as he might be, however, she had the distinct impression that he was only bidding to make the auction more interesting. As her eyes continued to move from one man to the next, she detected that this auction was really about only one of these solemn masters—her eyes rested on Nils Grayling. His jump bid of four thousand put a damper on any plans Eric Winekamp might have entertained, and Stefan Mayer beside her sighed a little fretfully, though he did raise the bid to forty-three hundred.


  Hearing the less than boldly offered bid, Liza instantly turned her gaze toward Nils. She found him disconcerting—not the man she’d choose to top her favorite plaything. There was a brooding darkness about him, reeking from his overtly handsome form. The tan of his complexion was a recent acquisition for a much fairer skinned man, though it only added to his sultry allure. He toyed with his wineglass, gently running his fingers along the slim stem as he might run them along a maestro’s baton. The dark hair crowning his head was full and wavy, while his eyebrows framed a pair of smoky eyes. His nose, high cheeks, and classically sculptured jaw line gave the appearance of dignity and wealth, but the civilized mien was tempered by eyes that smoldered with wrath. He burned inside in ways that frightened her. Oliver could be as ruthless, and yet he could be infinitely gentle. She expected that there would be little true gentleness from Nils Grayling, even as genteel as he first appeared.


  “Forty-five hundred,” the auction was finished with his last bid. Everyone assumed so and looked to Nils for the next move in what felt like a carefully played game of chess. “At my side, Hilary,” he spoke firmly but with no ill will.


  The anxious submissive moved swiftly, her previous training serving her well. The feeling of erotic inebriation was nearly gone as this stunning situation unavoidably sharpened her powers of perception. She dropped to her knees at her new master’s side and bowed her head.


  The moment held such mystery that Liza was nearly breathless. She could sense Oliver looking at her, not the pair across the table, but she couldn’t take her eyes from the scene. Her heart was thumping in her chest as loudly as her female lover’s was.


  Reaching low, Nils raised his new slave’s chin so they could look each other in the eye.


  Yes, Liza was jealous. Pangs of envy swept her—only because such moments of dominant/submissive pleasure are exquisitely arousing. There is nothing like the first moment of a meeting where every fear is supplanted by raw expectation.


  “You’re quite pretty,” he said as he inspected her. He held her chin in his firmly grasping palm and moved her face back and forth. Letting go, his hand moved to her breasts, taking a nipple between his fingers and giving it a good pinch until there was a visible wince on her face. “Now put your head to the floor while I finish my meal,” he said. “And clasp your hands behind your back.”


  Turning in his chair toward the table and his plate of food, the initial scene between submissive and new master was over just that simply. Liza could no longer see her lover, and she could only imagine what harrowing thoughts were racing through Hilary’s mind. Certainly, her lovely pussy was warmly wet, leaving Liza thirsting to drink the sweet juices clinging to those soft petals of womanly skin.


  The conversation didn’t lag, nor did Liza’s thoughts of Hilary’s fate. For nearly an hour the five men ran through a gamut of topics, none of which was sexual, none of which was interesting to her. Letting her mind drift as the conversation continued around her, she was suddenly startled to find Nils Grayling rising from the table as though he was preparing to leave. Moving toward a coat tree in the corner he pulled two garments from the tall hooks and draped them over his chair, while fishing inside them for something unseen.


  To the interest of the entire room, he drew out a chain, then bent down to attach it to Hilary’s choker. Drawing his purchase from the floor to her feet, he flashed her a brief and insidious smile. “We’ll get you used to bondage quickly since my favorite sport is seeing womanly flesh bound.”


  Hilary’s eyes did not leave her new master’s, as if she was frozen—body and thoughts immobile, waiting for him to direct her next move and her next thought. She had no will but his now. The dutiful young woman watched seemingly impassive as Nils removed a pair of metal cuffs and a thick chain from inside the coats and snapped the wide weighty bonds around her wrists. He drew the chain about her waist and attached the cuffs securely to a large round link just above her navel. Moving swiftly now, the man wrapped her in a navy blue cloak with a high collar—the garment covering his purchase so that her bond body could not be seen. And yet, it was felt regardless. She appeared bound by the man’s mood, caught inside his web; she was without hands, without the ability to move freely, completely dependent on the master that owned her.


  “I’ll be off,” he said with a gracious smile to his host. “It’s been a good auction for me, Oliver. My accountant will call you in the morning.”


  Oliver nodded.


  As Nils moved around the table, pushing Hilary in front of him, he gazed at the pile of leather clothes on the floor. “Ah! And she won’t need those—I have other things in mind for this one.”


  Obviously.


  She wasn’t a woman, or even a submissive in his mind, but a slave, a lowly sub and nothing more. With an officious arm around the quaking sub, he guided her from the room, back through the busy nightclub and into the night.


  



  

  Chapter Four


  


  “Sir?” Liza spoke.


  “Yes? You’ve taken to calling me ‘sir’ all of a sudden?”


  They’d hardly spoken since they left the nightclub. Certainly nothing important had been discussed and no mention had been made of the night’s agenda. Now in her bedroom undressing for the night, Liza couldn’t wait to put the evening in some kind of perspective. She knew there was much more to Oliver’s schemes than he was letting on.


  “Will Hilary be with Nils permanently?” she asked.


  “We haven’t decided. Should she fail as miserably as her miserable protégé, probably not.”


  “You know she won’t fail,” Liza said.


  He raised his eyebrows amusedly, “Of course she won’t because you trained her.”


  Liza thought for a moment; there were so many questions left unanswered. “Will you want me to search for another applicant to take Ali and Hilary’s place?”


  Without pausing to think, Oliver answered, “No, I won’t. I’ve already taken care of that.”


  “Oh? You already have another submissive?”


  “I’ll tell you that when I’m ready,” he answered. “And you’re being pushy to ask. It would seem you’d be delighted to have me all to yourself.”


  Oliver moved across the room as his eyes lit suggestively on her naked body. Taking one ample breast in his palm, he squeezed it gently while his lips descended to her mouth. He squeezed an ass cheek with a second hand, and her cunt began to pulse as she forgot everything but being with her master—her husband. She hadn’t realized how pent-up she was until her body seemed to pour forth like a dam spilling its raging waters. As his hand glided over her sensuous skin, she rubbed against him, her thighs parting as they pressed on his pant leg. He felt for her ass cleft, inserting a finger deep within, searching for the nether hole, that deliciously taut bud of pleasure. Finding his reward, he pushed his finger rudely into the channel. Liza gasped in pain. Noting that the doorway held firm, he quickly withdrew and gathered juice from her wet vagina to lubricate the rear portal until he could press, not just a single finger, but several beyond the relentlessly clenched opening.


  With Oliver prying her forcefully Liza began to relax the muscles, feeling the rings of steel surrounding her rectum begin to soften, as they eased into the pleasure a degree at a time. Her entire body braced for the worst. Though she’d been screwed in the ass more times than she could count, her body and mind still resisted the intrusion when it was first suggested by Oliver’s determined probing. Yet, with four fingers jammed inside her, there was no choice but to relent. Doing so, the agony turned to wonder, then a jarring sensate experience of pleasure that ruthlessly overwhelmed any fear.


  He was on her attentively, steering her toward the end of the bed where she climbed up on hands and knees, wagging her rump in his face as if she were begging him to attack.


  “Want your ass reamed, slut?” he taunted back.


  “Oh, Oliver please, don’t tease me now.”


  He chuckled darkly as he pushed his pants down his sinewy thighs and off his legs. Mounting the bed behind her, he greased the path with more of her flowing nectar and rammed the purple head of his erection into the tight channel. Leaning into her, inch by inch his thick stalk nestled into her darkness. She was gasping for breath, rocking back and forth, her breasts dangling between her supporting arms. As she whipped her head in a feverish frenzy, her red hair flew like ribbons in the wind.


  Her master annoyed her with his methodical rhythm. “Fuck me, please, sir!” she screamed to counter him.


  But he liked the way his easy gait made her frantic. Clutching her ass cheeks tightly, he drew the two sides of her ass apart, occasionally letting a hand move underneath to pinch and pluck her swollen clit. She panted erratically, unnerved by his calm.


  “Ooo, my love, that hurts soooo…”


  “Does it now?” He scowled delighted by what energy the pain in her produced.


  In time, his unhurried pace become as torturous for him as it was for her. Ready to bring his dick off in her asshole, he grabbed for her hair while still clutching a white ass cheek in his massaging palm. Then he rode her hard, gaining speed, banging his balls against her pussy, thighs slapping against thighs.


  Liza spasmed a dozen times, deep in her belly where the grinding heat began. With the depths of her massaged so soundly, it wasn’t an orgasm that shook her system as much as it was a finer and more thorough submission pouring through her limbs and into every fissure, valley and cavern, body and soul.


  She heard his cry and felt him letting go as though a fierce wind suddenly ripped through her ass end. Exhaustedly collapsing to the bed when Oliver withdrew, she prayed for a very tender and husbandly gesture to soothe an ache that was far more disquieting than the sexual ache he’d just satisfied.


  “So, do you feel well-screwed, my dear?” he asked as he lay with her in his arms. Her fucked ass pressed against his flaccid penis.


  “My, yes,” she hummed sweetly.


  “Good.” He seemed to be falling asleep and Liza was contently happy to have him climb under the covers with her and spend the night sleeping side by side. While he was near her, the world had some order, and the wrenching chaos of her night seemed less profound.


  ***


  An hour past midnight, Hilary crawled on hands and knees up the second flight of steps in Nils Grayling’s apartment building. On entering the deserted lobby, her cloak had been whisked from her body and the wrist chains removed as the master forced her to the floor. Following his curt command, she climbed three flights of stairs crawling humbly. When she didn’t move fast enough, he tugged her by the chain that was attached to her choker, saying, “I’ll have to replace that silly thing with something more substantial.” He found the dainty collar at her neck merely decorative and useless for his purposes.


  While there was moonlight streaming through the stairwell windows, crawling on the cement steps her body was swallowed by darkness and little light greeted her eyes. She moved by feel and the tug of the leash on her binding choker, up the stairs to the top, and then down a long corridor.


  At the doorway, he gave the collar tug and she rose to her feet, waiting as Nils inserted a key in the knob and turned. She heard the click and the sound of hinges creaking, but once inside the threshold, there was nothing but blackness before her.


  Hilary swayed uneasily inside the apparent nothingness, shivering nervously as if she expected ghosts to jump out at her from the endless black. Only Nils’ warm breath on the back of her neck offered her a focal point. To feel that small sensation soothed her body and she drifted back to him, longing for his firm touch to alleviate her trembling and cast off her fear. Yet, when his hands reached for her, one slid inside the collar, which pulled it tight against her throat. She gasped for air, hearing him speak in a whispery voice, “I will not hurt you.” That was hardly any comfort when he pulled the choker tighter still. “Move, pet.”


  Her feet ached from hours in the stiletto heels. With the balls of her feet almost numb, she was afraid she’d lose her balance if she tried to walk. She would have rather crawled into that jet-black nothingness. On taking one cautious step, she breathed a sigh of relief when she didn’t fall. Nils was moving with her, clutching at her collar, and she could feel his strength keeping her upright. To give her courage and push her forward, her master’s hand went for her ass, pressing firmly on her right cheek. She imagined herself in a hallway, walls to her right and left crowding their shoulders. And when a sudden sweep of air hit her naked body, she shuddered feeling the space around her expand.


  “Close your eyes,” the man commanded.


  What could that possibly accomplish in all this impenetrable darkness? She wondered until a blindfold slipped over her eyes, as though it would blind her forever. Perhaps the lights were going on around her while she remained bathed in the darkness of her own mind. Her sense of self drifted, as though parts of her were disappearing, others remaking themselves in the shapeless energy of a shapeless room. What form of her would survive this primitive darkness?


  “Your cunt’s wet,” Nils noticed as his hand drifted to her crotch and a finger played the surface edges as though he was playing a musical instrument.


  She didn’t answer. What could she say? Even though her curiosity was killing her, she wasn’t given permission to speak. She was afraid to fail on their first night by asking too much—or anything at all.


  “You’re frightened of me, aren’t you?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Call me master,” he corrected her.


  “Yes, master.”


  “You understand, pet. You have no name with me,” he went on. “You are my sub, a slave and nothing more. I am not the sort of master to woo and charm—as you’ve obviously been accustomed to at Sparrowhawk. I’ve paid handsomely for a prize I’ve been told is obedient to a fault. Don’t fail me and don’t fail your previous master. Your life will alter considerably, but you will conform and endure. It will be your choice alone to enjoy because I won’t care one way or another. You’ll be with me until I tire of you, then I’ll pass you on to another Dom. It may not be the life you expected to live, but it is one you’ve agreed to and I tolerate no objections. You will lose yourself in me and my world. At times, it will be bizarre. But there is nothing I require that you cannot handle, nothing without the potential to drive you mad with ecstasy. Heed my commands and be forewarned that I punish severely any errs you introduce into my game.”


  Pushing his new toy to her knees, she realized they were not alone in the room. Three male bodies surrounded her with erections aimed for her face. Having an accurate understanding of the task, she opened her mouth without being told. She tasted salt, and sweat, smelling faint traces of urine and men’s cologne. Breathing in the sexual aroma aroused her more completely. She wondered if the master’s cock was among the three. All were demanding. Moving from one to the other, she had one in her mouth and two cocks clutched in her fists or beating at her cheeks demanding a turn between her lips. The more she worked the erections the more the taste of them turned sweet. Their skin was firm, the muscle solid, and their drive toward satisfaction unrelenting. She felt the force of their erections rise in vigor. Their concentration was acute, as was hers. As one began to ejaculate, the others followed quickly and Hilary’s face was soon bathed with semen. It fell into her hair and on her chest while her mouth reveled in the taste of thick warm cum.


  “Bow,” she heard her master’s voice, and fell into a supplicant position with her head to the floor.


  There was a tapping at her thigh—a baton—perhaps a reed or a cane; she couldn’t be certain what her master used, but the feel of it aroused her senses again. While he ran the implement over her ass and along her hips, she waited expectantly for a strike—the desire in her climbing with each act of apparent tenderness. She could almost hear the whoosh slicing through the silence, but there was none—just the sound of her master’s rustling steps about her humble pose. Her sex was on fire, openly exposed, in fear that the first strike would rip apart her tender pussy, sending its shocking pain to every tortured nerve.


  “Ah, you’re an anxious slut,” her master taunted. “Too bad for you, my dear. I’ve changed my mind about the rest of your night. I think you need to suffer in the silent darkness.”


  She wanted to cry, to shout her protest to his plans in the loudest voice. But remaining mute, she moved along the floor, pulled by the leash at her throat until she bumped into a pallet—her new bed. Climbing on the foot-high mattress she eased into its soft sheets while a blanket fell over her shoulders and ass to protect them from the chill in the room. Before Nils left he removed the inadequate choker and replaced it with a heavy metal collar. Her neck was chained to the wall, her hands rebound in the thick cuffs and her blindfold left in place.


  Hearing a door click somewhere in the nothingness beyond her bed, she knew she was utterly alone outside the reaches of Liza’s tender mercies and the fiercely loving domain of her former master.


  



  

  Chapter Five


  


  Oliver was in his study at 7:00 the next morning greeting his new caretaker. Jack Salinger was just the appealing sort of fellow he hoped for. Sound references and the kind of attitude that should work well for him at Sparrowhawk. Though Jack was not a tall man, he had a lean, muscled build and sleek black hair like the mane of a stallion, tied into a neat ponytail at the base of his neck. His beard was full, but clipped closely to his face, like several days’ growth. A pair of handsome chestnut colored eyes gave his appearance an intense charm that could be soft, or harsh, or seductive depending on his mood. He reminded the master of Sparrowhawk of himself in his youth—of the days when he was free of the entanglements that now made his life both interesting and complex. Jack was just a kid at twenty-eight, but a presumptuous one that moved with a self-assured and grounded grace. Yes, a good deal like himself.


  “Among your other duties,” Oliver continued what had already been a fifteen minute conversation, “will be to seduce my wife.”


  Hearing this, Jack hardly raised an eyebrow, though there was a look of interest in his expression.


  “I’ll be heavily engaged with both business travel and a young woman whom I am planning to train and nurture as my new sexual submissive.”


  Oliver had no clue if Jack Salinger would understand what he meant, but the young man couldn’t help but be fascinated by the kinky brand of sex that apparently flourished at the estate.


  “You’ll find Liza to be a pleasing and very submissive women. Anything you desire from her sexually, she’ll do.”


  “Then she knows about this arrangement?”


  “No. Your job will be to seduce her.”


  “And what if she doesn’t take to me?”


  “I wouldn’t worry about that. She’s a highly sexed woman who needs lots of physical attention. She’ll get heartbroken and very needy once my new submissive moves into the West wing. I’m not planning to have her participate in the training—which will make her green with envy and eventually piss her off. She won’t dare be cross with me, but having an affair behind my back will suit her sense of justice.”


  “So, you’re not supposed to know what’s happening?”


  “I imagine she’ll keep it from me. Play the game as if I know nothing, and enjoy yourself. Sparrowhawk has a good deal to offer a young man of your looks and disposition. Liza will eat you up, so to speak.” Oliver smiled and waited for some response to the assignment. “This doesn’t offend you, does it?” he asked.


  “Not at all,” the caretaker replied with a snicker.


  “You don’t have a girlfriend that might object?”


  “No. I’m between women. Having one that’s already spoken for would be easy on my brain—and likely my wallet,” he spoke with a pleasant smile.


  “Good.” The second step in Oliver’s ruse had been launched and he couldn’t be more pleased.


  ***


  It was 9:00 at the Santa Rosa Cantina. Shelby Crawford just glanced at her watch aware that the appointed hour for her meeting with sparrowhawk had finally crept up and caught her. She’d been in the restaurant a half-hour thinking she needed to make herself comfortable in the unfamiliar setting before the mysterious sexual master assaulted her.


  She was unaware that the man behind her recent email had been sitting at the bar for nearly fifteen minutes watching her with scrupulous eyes, taking in every nuance of her beauty and manner so he’d know much about her before she ever had a glimpse of him. He’d seen her wait nervously, rise and walk to the restroom, then return to the booth where she breathed deep and took another sip of coffee; a pair of fine full lips briefly fondled the edge of her mug as though she was thinking erotic thoughts.


  The picture Shelby sent hardly did her justice, and she was thankfully dressed much more erotically than she’d been dressed in the photo. Then too, there was a good deal more to see. Her white blonde pageboy moved as gently as her body, sensuously caressing her firm jaw line. Her lips parted nervously and he could see the trepidation in her blue eyes. They screamed with color, more boldly beautiful than any eyes he’d seen in some time—ones that rivaled his wife’s when Liza was her most alluring. She had an impressive bosom. A tightly fitting pale green sweater afforded him the pleasure of admiring the obvious bounty awaiting to be plundered there, while her pert nipples left distinct indentations in the otherwise smooth surface of knit sweater and bra.


  He’d seen her walk to the restroom, and noted with relish the luscious curves she exposed with her manner of dress. Her skirt—of some Lycra fabric—clung as closely to her hips as the clinging knit above. She was comely in a sultry way, like an elegant bird—but not one puffed up and prideful. Despite her attempts to carry her statuesque frame with ease, there was a submissively yielding attitude about her. He suspected that she picked her clothes to please him and was yet a bit self-conscious in the body-revealing attire. All this was pleasantly satisfying. If she was willing to stretch herself for this interview, she could be counted on to stretch her limits in other ways. And if she’d been truly honest about her submissive desires, he anticipated wooing her easily.


  As the sweep hand of his watch moved the hour to nine p.m., he rose from the barstool with his beer in hand and moved to Shelby’s table.


  “Ms. Crawford. I’m Oliver, the master of Sparrowhawk. You’re here to meet me.” He sat down without being invited and took a sip of the dark German brew in his mug.


  Shelby Crawford gazed in wonder at the man before her, initially shocked by his appearance. The picture in her mind had been so fuzzy that she found the real master nothing like what she imagined. He was incredibly virile. His attitude more commanding than any photograph or movie clip she’d seen in her Internet perusals for masters on S&M and bondage websites. There was no doubt that he was exactly the kind of man he defined himself to be—perhaps she expected less, expected that the whole scenario of masters and slaves was simply playacting, the attitude of being a Dom put on like a suit of clothes. This master was all her dreams bred in her most pointed sexual reveries. There was a roughness around the edges of his commanding body, a fierce, even cold look in his deep brown eyes. Yet, despite his forceful manner, he had an underlying tranquil gentility that could display real affection.


  “Sir,” she nodded as she spoke, then realized she didn’t know what else to say.


  “Are you nervous?” he asked.


  “Yes, yes I am.”


  “And aroused?”


  She batted her lashes while smiling bashfully. “Very.”


  “So, Shelby Crawford, tell me about your submissive inclinations.”


  “My experience?”


  “That’s a place to start.”


  She gulped once, and breathed deeply while she decided where to begin. “I had a master a year ago…”


  “Oh? And why not now?” Oliver interrupted before she could say more.


  She was jolted by the immediate retort, and answered with the first thing that came to mind, “He dumped me for a prettier one.”


  “Prettier? He must have an odd sense of beauty.”


  She smiled sheepishly. “What’s probably truer is that I had some reluctance he didn’t like.”


  “So he left you floundering?”


  “I was relieved.”


  “Maybe you could be more explicit, Shelby. I’m not looking for a novice, or a woman who doesn’t know what she wants.”


  “Oh, but I do know exactly what I want. And I’m not a novice. It was more like my boyfriend didn’t know what he wanted. We sort of fell in this together when we first met. We were roommates first, then lovers when we discovered that we had many of the same fantasies.”


  “That’s not a discovery that’s easily made,” Oliver noted.


  “Actually, in this case, it was pretty easy. Shortly after we started living in the same apartment—and it was intended to be strictly friends when we started out—we browsed the Internet, surfing through dozens of sites together that showed the nastiest kinds of kinky sex. We got turned on, although it was all just a big joke the first month,” she almost blushed, more from excitement than embarrassment as she started to reveal the intimacies of her life. Feeling such complete acceptance from the attentively listening Oliver, she was emboldened to continue getting more animated with each revelation. “As we kept probing deeper into the web—it turned into a game—see who could find the most outrageous site—we were looking through bondage pictures, spanking sites, personal D/s pages hosted by Masters and their slaves. I saw more scorched butts and raw tits than you could ever imagine.” Oliver smiled knowingly. “There were pony slaves, Gor sites, every kind of corporal punishment you could think of. Interestingly, the ones that seemed to interest us both featured dominant men and submissive women.” She paused to take a breath. “One night, Brandon turned to me and said, ‘This really turns you on, doesn’t it?’ I was beet red with embarrassment. It was the first time our game turned personal. I couldn’t answer, so I threw the question back at him, ‘Does it turn you on?’ ‘Oh, yeah,’ he said. That’s when it all clicked. I felt like a kid who’d just opened her eyes realizing that she was in an ice cream store with dozens of flavors ready to be tasted.”


  “And so you tasted.”


  She drew in another breath of air, realizing as she did how much this man was creeping inside her, and he’d hardly said a word. It happened through his eyes and that odd gentleness of character that she never quite anticipated from a dominant man. “We tasted. Yes. Played with ropes, bondage, all kinds of spanking. Sometimes for days we’d stick to a scenario. He was the master, I was the slave. But,” she screwed her face up fretfully, “it didn’t work for long.”


  “Obviously, but why not?”


  She smiled looking chagrined. “It started to bore me. Brandon bored me. He was too methodical and dispassionate. I know what I love, and it wasn’t Brandon’s contrived control. I love the intensity of being controlled. I like powerful, passionate men, Brandon wasn’t one.”


  “You might get bored with me,” Oliver suggested.


  Shelby answered with a studied look on her face as she perused the man again, “I don’t think so.”


  “Perhaps. Perhaps not. Regardless, you should listen to my offer before you make any judgments.”


  “I’m sure you’re right,” she agreed wondering if she sounded too eager.


  “I have wife, who is my primary submissive, and a second slave, Hilary, who is now paying penance for a little faux pas with a hellion of a master. I auctioned for service and am uncertain if I want her returned. If not, she’ll be sold again. In her place, it’s my intention to train you for several weeks at my home—privately without my wife taking part. If I’m pleased with your progress, you’ll be traveling with me for the following two months. Obviously, I need a woman who’s free to give me her undivided attention. I assume by your reply to my ad you’re in that position?”


  Shelby smiled while her body quaked beneath her skin-tight clothes. Though afraid, she was becoming more aroused the more she was in the man’s presence. Her nipples became more erect making that arousal obvious. She could see him gaze at them every few seconds, so she wondered if it was his look alone making them respond. Surely, he saw her trembling and the effort she made to remained poised. “I am between lives,” she said in reply to his last remark.


  “Between lives? What? A reincarnation sort of thing, or something else?” he mocked her playfully.


  “I’m sorry. That was rather vague,” she answered. “I just finished my law degree, passed the bar, have a plum job offer from this corporate firm I clerked for a year ago.” She sighed. “But I haven’t said yes because I don’t want it. I realized a few weeks ago, that I have no desire to practice my profession—at least not now. I don’t know what the hell I’m going to do.”


  “So, becoming my submissive slave is a good way to pass the time?”


  “Oh, no. It’s much more than that.” The tone of his voice had been suddenly terrorizing. This was a man of many disparate moods and she wasn’t sure she understood them. All the while she felt the tingle between her thighs turn into a pressing sensation of physical desire impatient for satisfaction. “The sexual desire in me is very real, sir. Trust me. I’ve tried to throw it off as some passing fancy. But it didn’t happen. Brandon and I broke up some time ago and while I ignored my kinky desires for a while, over the last four months as I was studying for my bar exam, to relieve the tension I started looking at the sex sites again. Before I knew what was happening, I was spending ungodly amounts of time on the Internet playing in chat rooms, in the messiest of situations. I let some guy “master” me on-line for about a month—it was heavenly to a point, then totally frustrating because there was no physical contact. And I’m screaming for that now…” her voice drifted away as she worried she said too much.


  “Then you have nothing to look forward to but this?”


  “Yes. I guess that’s right.” She shook her head bewildered. “You must believe me, sir. I am completely sincere, even if I appear a little daft right now.”


  “I do believe you.”


  She shook, still mad with fright—the fear of going forward as strong as the one of leaving things as they were.


  “Are you wearing underwear?” he suddenly asked.


  The surprising question took some time to process in her chaotic state of mind. “Underwear?”


  “Yes, underwear,” it was a strain for him to be patient with such a simple request.


  “Why, yes, a thong panty.”


  “Take it off now,” he ordered.


  Shelby managed to quake even more, but so mesmerized by the man and in fear of doing something to displease him, she quickly reached under the table, hiked her skirt high, and caught the edge of her thong with a nail. Amazing herself with the swiftness of her obedience, she had the panties plucked from their wedged position inside her ass, and delivered to Oliver’s hand in seconds—with a minimum of overt wiggling. It was a good idea that she acted without thinking or she’d never have had the nerve to do it in the crowded cantina.


  Oliver was impressed but not so Shelby would notice.


  “I’m not sure you are the right submissive woman for what I want, Ms. Crawford. But you’re interesting enough for me to pursue further. It takes time to know if a master and slave are right for each other. You can anticipate being tested in the next couple of weeks. That is, if you can pass the first test tonight.”


  Shelby shuddered for what seemed like the thousandth time in one very short interview.


  “I would rather prove myself to you now than wait.”


  He smiled only briefly. This woman was ripe, a luscious fruit of sensual tastes ready to be plucked, tasted and eaten. “I appreciate your eagerness. And since you’re so responsive, I want you to go to the back of the bar, into the men’s room and start masturbating yourself in one of the stalls. I’ll be in shortly to screw you.”


  The would-be slave felt herself grow numb in just a second’s time. There were many possibilities that crossed her mind as a good way to begin this kind of affair—but this one that Oliver demanded was nothing like she expected. She gulped, sure she should fly from the place and never, ever, see this Oliver from Sparrowhawk again. Every rational thought in her head whispered, screamed and shouted for her to leave. But it wasn’t her reason and logic dictating her next move. She was as physically aroused as she’d ever been, and before her better judgment could haul her back, she practically leapt from her chair and walked toward the restrooms behind the bar.


  The air in the empty men’s room smelled of pine-scented disinfectant—hardly a sensuous fragrance for a first time fucking any man—let alone this one. Still, that didn’t seem to matter, her body could hardly stand much more teasing and she was afraid just touching her pussy she’d be shooting fireworks from every angle. There were three stalls in the restroom and she chose the last, closest to the far wall. Closing the door behind her, she put her back to the cold metal and raised her skirt. Pressing her palm to the silky bush of pubic hair, she felt the first explosion go off, another as her hand moved down and over her inner thighs. The satin skin was already wet there. With a finger or two inside the hole, she felt her muscles tighten over the slim protrusion as though they were disappointed there wasn’t something bigger and manlier inside. She groaned unthinkingly, even as an unseen man entered the restroom, peed in the urinal on the opposite wall and then left. The second time the door opened, she knew it was Oliver. Backing away from the door, she opened it for him to join her in the cramped stall.


  “Bend over,” he ordered. She obeyed, raising her skirt as she did so he could see her naked ass and appreciate the firmness of her pink cheeks. If he’d only spank her now, she’d be a satisfied woman—but even a ruthless Oliver was not that indiscreet. His hand was at her pussy with his fingers probing first, then grabbing for her clitoris and jerking down. A tiny shriek escaped her lips just as the restroom door opened again. Silently, Oliver entered her cunt from behind while Shelby grasped the edges of the toilet to keep her balance. On the first thrust, she began cumming, and she didn’t stop until she was dripping with Oliver’s semen. The whole fuck couldn’t have taken five minutes—he was pretty horny himself.


  With her still clinging to the toilet seat he withdrew his erection, wiped it on a wad of toilet paper and zipped his declining member back inside his pants. Then toying with her wet sex, he augmented the last of many delicious spasms to wrack her groin. She could start again, and fuck him over and over, or fuck a dozen men and not be tired. The realization of this desire overpowered everything in her life now. He couldn’t deny her. It just wouldn’t happen. Anything. She’d do anything to have him. To submit, to yield. To surrender was oblivion and this first taste only whetted an anxious appetite for more.


  “I’ll be in touch, Shelby,” he said, as he was about to leave. “Email your phone number when you return home so I can call you.”


  The rattled young woman was too dazed to speak, giving him no more than a dreamy, “uh, huh” as he walked out of the men’s room. It took some seconds for her to gather her wits, and when she did, she walked out briskly, as a man was entering. Rather than blush with embarrassment seeing his surprised expression, she smiled serenely and left the cantina, amazed with herself and infinitely more content than she’d been in months.


  



  

  Chapter Six


  


  The estate was empty without Hilary. Liza mourned, but not so Oliver would know. Her mind still sought her “applicant.” Every time she thought of Hilary and remembered that she was gone, her heart broke and her cunt ached with such a pressing fire, she could hardly keep from masturbating to alleviate the painful agony. She fucked Oliver as vigorously as he’d allow, happy that he graciously accepted her oversexed libido, while at the same time furious at him for auctioning away her female lover. Hilary was more than a lover, she was a companion, a friend, a confidante, the giggling girlfriend she’d never had as a teenager. Did he have any idea what pain he caused her with this capricious move? She refused to question him about the matter, knowing that she’d turn into a harrowing shrew; and she did not want to incite his wrath. If she sought a battle with him, she would never win.


  Submit. Submit. Submit.


  Liza listened to her mantra, letting it calm her, letting it run her thoughts whenever she began to brood angrily on her loss. This was a particularly glorious day, the sun warm and the pool shimmering in the August heat. A week ago, she would have been sunbathing nude with Hilary, letting the day breed their sensuous lust. While she lay back lazily on the chaise, her gentle lover would have climbed on her and wiggled her naked cunt against her throbbing mound. The thought of Hilary’s lips made Liza lick hers wet. She tasted chlorine and her lipstick, but not Hilary’s sensuous mouth. As her mind swam in the thoughts of her missing friend, she began to undulate against the lounge, pressing her ass into the terry towel beneath her. Her hands roved her body, legs spreading wide so the sun could beat into her crotch and let it quicken with sensation. She whimpered with a gentle, “Ahhhhhh,” and rocked into her hands. The smell of her sex greeted her nostrils, offering a pungent rush of pleasure to add to her mounting arousal. Her body purred with glee. Spreading her delicately tanned thighs, she moved them like wings, the tiny stirring of air massaging the pulsing hole between them. Splayed wide, her fingers dove into the folds and frothy recesses of her pubis, pushing their way into the interior spaces, her inner muscles squeezing down in spasming jolts. Her head dropped back while her chest arched above the chaise. She thought of Hilary, imagining her lover hovering about her pussy with her mouth, her sleek hair gliding over her torso, her warm breath tickling the backs of her ears. Yet, despite the realness of her memory, the lush brunette was just a phantom, and the beating sun and her own fingers were the only lovers the mistress of Sparrowhawk would have today.


  As Liza worked the digits deep inside, she rubbed the skin between her plump labia. The climax was near. “Ah, yes,” she shook as she uttered her exclamation. Thrashing back and forth, her ass clenched as her belly clenched, and then her groin rose up as though she was seeking that other lover. Her whispering was faint but passionate, “Ah, ah ahhhhhhhhhh,” then as though the sun reached out to stimulate her hungry clit with a hot lapping tongue, she felt the fiery sensation of climax sweep through her body. The jarring orgasm shocked her with shudder on shudder coming in waves, first massive ones, and then small settled ones as the pleasure finally disappeared.


  Liza’s private moment satisfied an angry need, at the same time engaging the cock of a man who watched enthralled by her beauty and her bold and salacious lust. Afterwards, seeing the mistress of the house slip into the pool to cool down, he quit spying and went about his business feeling almost as satisfied as he would have been if he’d cum himself.


  Liza was planning to ride after her morning in the sun. Her muse for writing (her occasional occupation) had been dry since Hilary left, and she hoped that another favorite diversion would help her find some freedom from the ropes that bound her inspiration into a tight knot. Going to the stable directly after lunch, she began to saddle her horse, Defiance, allowing herself the pleasure of combing and preening the beautiful beast.


  “You’re Liza, I gather,” she heard the voice come out of nowhere, and jumping with fright, she turned around.


  “Good lord, who are you!” she snapped unhappily.


  “Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you. I’m Jack Salinger. Your husband hired me as the new caretaker.”


  Liza’s cunt was instantly ignited at the sight of Jack’s youthful and well-designed body, as well as his charming smile. She could see right off why Oliver employed this delicious specimen of masculine prowess, and resented the intrusion in the midst of her mourning—as if some young stud was going to take Hilary’s place. Damn, Oliver! She could see the affair unfolding before her eyes and threw the picture aside, unhappy with what it implied.


  “Well, don’t you ever startle me like that again,” she scowled.


  “I am very sorry.”


  “I’m sure you are.”


  She turned back to Defiance and continued grooming the stallion. Though she hoped Jack Salinger would leave, he lingered behind her, which only raised the quotient of sensuous desire so suddenly and profoundly stirred.


  “I guess we’ve gotten off to a bad start,” he finally said.


  “Well, things can change,” she replied tersely, though she rebuffed any suggestion that she’d continue the conversation. She heard him stride off as though he was miffed—and of course, he had good reason to be.


  Liza’s serene ride about the estate was not what she had planned. Jack Salinger disturbed the sense of tranquility she expected to gain from the excursion. She was no more peaceful on her return than she had been before she left. Seeing the caretaker as she rode into the stable only annoyed her more.


  “So, how’d it go?” he asked without smiling, though he didn’t appear quite as annoyed with her as he was when she rode out.


  “Fine, just fine,” her haughty attitude prevailed even when there was no reason. Damn, he was beautiful! She couldn’t take her eyes off the pleasing pouch at his crotch, or stop her mind from wondering exactly what might be inside those tight jeans.


  Jack’s expression was deliberately grim, angry energy smoldering beneath what she supposed was a typically calm and stoic man—not unlike her husband at a much younger age.


  “You know, ma’am, I took this estate to be a casual and friendly environment—especially after what I witnessed this morning. If my working here is a problem for you, I’d really like to know why.”


  “What did you see this morning?” she asked, her eyes narrowing distrustfully.


  His irritation lifted momentarily; his lips turning up into a delicate, almost embarrassed snicker.


  “I saw you masturbating on your lounge by the pool.”


  His revelation was the last thing Liza expected to hear; although there was no reason why he shouldn’t have seen the blatant exhibition since she did nothing to hide it. She took a deep breath while trying not to be smitten by the young man’s intense brown eyes.


  “You’re right; we do have a casual atmosphere at Sparrowhawk, and a very sexual one.”


  “That seemed like one of the benefits of working here.”


  “So my husband told you about the parties?”


  “Not exactly.”


  “What did he tell you?”


  “In so many words he suggested that what happens at his estate is highly unconventional. I wouldn’t want to work here if I clung to high-minded morality.”


  “Humm. That would be a good way of putting it.” Liza struggled to maintain a distant attitude, refusing to be sucked into another of Oliver’s schemes. “But I should make myself clear—you may see me masturbate again, you may see me fucked, punished, even taken into some ghastly looking masochistic scene, but you can be sure that I don’t fuck other men without my husband’s permission.”


  He nodded. “Well then, maybe you’ll ask him for permission.”


  “Don’t count on it,” she answered wryly.


  “No, never.” He was smug and sexy, and already had her seduced.


  She was finished with Defiance and ready to leave, for if she did not soon, all her defenses against the man would be stripped away. It certainly didn’t help that in Hilary’s absence her flaming libido was not getting the necessary satisfaction her horny body demanded.


  



  

  Chapter Seven


  


  A week after their first meeting, Oliver took his new applicant for a ride in the country. While she was adequately dressed for a sexual submissive, the short silk skirt and draping blouse did not fit with her master’s plans. That was to be expected since he hadn’t given her any specific instructions on dress. He assumed, rightly, that she wouldn’t have the clothes he required for her first training session.


  Seeing how well Shelby overcame her fears at the cantina, he expected to have her adequately introduced to his life within just a few weeks. After making her wait for seven days, he would step up the training process with the intention of having her at Sparrowhawk in two weeks. She was a pliable woman, mad with need, anxious, as though life had finally caught up with her and she could hardly tolerate waiting for the realization of her desires so long denied. He was supremely happy and he assumed she was as well.


  As the green Jag careened through country roads the excited blonde shivered with anticipation—that edgy state of thrill and fear that taunts the imagination and makes a horny crotch tingle even more.


  “Part your legs for me, Shelby,” Oliver ordered at one point. She complied instantly, letting her thighs open wide while she struggled a little to raise the tight skirt in obedience to his instruction.


  “No panties today?”


  “No, sir.” A pink blush rose on her pale cheek.


  “Raise your skirt more; I want you sitting on your ass.”


  Her tummy fluttered nervously as her female juice began to flow and a lush sexual spasm made everything in her quake. Sitting ass naked on the leather, she squirmed into the cool feel of the soft material.


  “I’m afraid I’ll leave a spot on the seat,” she said with her blush expanding.


  “That’s what’s so nice about leather,” Oliver answered as he smiled happily. “It cleans up well.”


  By the time Oliver pulled up to what looked like the Country Store from Hell, Shelby’s blonde cunt was glistening with dew and her eager body was almost orgasming with no more stimulation than the powerful energy that passed between them. Shelby’s hot body almost veered out of control, but she held back knowing that much more awaited her. She shouldn’t let her passion spring recklessly free. Viewing the crude structure, her mind was filled with questions. There were a dozen motorcycles parked in front, a skull and cross bones surrounded by a wreath of flowers all brilliantly painted on one side of the building. And in bold foot-high letters beside the door was the word Tattoo painted in black, bordered in red, on the other side the word Asylum.


  “Don’t worry, my dear, it’s not time for tattoos just yet. But I think you’ll find the shop highly inspiring for your life with me.” Reaching into the pocket of his jeans, Oliver removed a small metal device he dangled before her eyes. “You do like clamps?”


  “I’ve never…”


  “First times are rare, enjoy them all,” he responded with a sly grin. An inch and a half in length, the quarter inch wide ribbon of metal was bent at the center, the two ends of it nearly touching. A second piece would slide over the ends and tighten with a sturdy screw. Placing it over the hood of her clitoris, the two sides came together with a reasonable pressure that only increased as he turned the screw with enough force so the device would remain in place. The smooth-edged metal pressed into the flesh where her bud pulsed with rushing blood.


  Shelby took a deep breath and expelled the air slowly as her body clenched.


  “Hurt?”


  “A little.”


  “It will settle down in a few minutes.” Dangling off the clever device was a small chain intended to tickle the insides of her bare pussy when she sat and the insides of her thighs when she walked.


  Seeing Shelby breathing more naturally, Oliver stepped from the car and moved around to open the door for the anxious blonde. Though she pulled the short skirt over her crotch as she stood, it felt as though she were naked and anyone looking could see her clamp-bedecked pussy. Negotiating the rocky parking lot in four-inch heels would have been a disaster if Oliver had not been at her side so she could cling to his arm. Her heart fluttered madly and her body heat rose and fell in delicious spasmodic waves as the clamp acted on her clitoris with each step she took.


  “Perhaps I should have dressed differently,” she said as she stumbled into Oliver.


  “You look beautiful,” he answered her kindly while he put his arm around her waist and held tight.


  They were at the entrance where the strong smell of tobacco smoke and pot poured out of the building and filled the air. On opening the door, a smoggy wave hit her nostrils, though the atmosphere seemed to clear as they walked into the dimly lit establishment. The place was covered with leather gear, tee-shirts, and an assortment of things that all blended into a hypnotizing blur in Shelby’s mind. She would have enjoyed taking her time to eye each thing, but was suddenly stung by the sight of a long leather whip dangling from the ceiling in front of her face. She brushed it aside as a feeling of mortal dread crept up her spine.


  Threading their way to the back of the store, they spotted the proprietor, an aging biker, sitting on a stool behind a display case of S&M gear. On seeing Oliver enter he stood up like a gracious host and offered him a hand to shake. Al was a husky fellow with a scraggly mustache, a cleanly shaved face and a buzz cut on top. As he moved, his leather pants creaked and the chains on his vest jangled quietly. Shelby couldn’t see his feet but she figured he wore boots.


  “New lady?” he asked.


  “Another, yes.”


  He shook his head admiringly. “Hey man, you got all the luck.”


  “And you have what this lady needs.”


  “Collar?” he wondered.


  “The good stuff.”


  The man’s eyes lit happily. “You know I never know if it’s worth the trouble stocking this stuff, then one of you rich bastards shows up and cleans me out.”


  Oliver turned to Shelby, remarking from the corner of his mouth, a chuckle in his voice, “My friend, Al here, knows exactly what he’s doing.”


  She tried to smile.


  “Hey, come on back and I’ll show you what I have.” With Al motioning them his way, Oliver and his submissive followed him into the bowels of his crowded shop where an antique wardrobe cabinet stood looking like a monolith of grace in the midst of graceless surroundings. Unlocking the door with his key, he pried the cabinet doors open the way he’d pry apart a woman’s thighs. He had an unexpected flair for the dramatic as he revealed the leather finery hidden inside.


  Shelby shuddered, and Oliver smiled broadly as he moved to the rack before him. Choosing a two-inch collar of glove soft leather, he fingered the item for some seconds before he turned so Shelby could see what would soon adorn her graceful neck.


  There were lines of small, embedded silver studs circling the top and bottom, and three half-dollar size silver rings in the center and either side.


  “Basic, isn’t it?” he said as he showed her.


  She couldn’t speak—as her mind was deluged with pictures she’d seen on the net—submissives collared at the feet of their masters or standing at attention to be inspected by a leather-gloved hand.


  “These are more elegantly designed than most, perhaps more feminine, but it will serve its purpose—as long as you behave.” As he spoke, Oliver’s voice deepened and his eyes looked almost diabolically luminescent peering at her from the gloom of the shop. Placing the collar around her neck, his hands felt warm on her skin, while the leather was cold and confining. Turning her around, he fastened the collar at the back. But before Shelby knew what was happening he removed her silk skirt, leaving her crotch bare but for the clamp still pinching her clitoris. The sensation was almost an angry ache with so much stimulation in her blood-engorged vulva.


  There were people milling about the store, some taking note of the lovely naked female with snickers and interest, while others completely ignored her.


  A smart looking dyke in a leather vest, pants and boots—as if this were the uniform at the Al’s Tattoo Asylum—glanced most often with pursed lips and an expression of disgust, though with unmistakable interest in Shelby’s crotch. Unused to sexual thoughts of women, Oliver’s submissive was surprised by the unanticipated wave of desire hitting her groin as the woman suddenly stopped her perusal of leather jackets and stared at her with a ruthlessly smug smile. Her red hair was short—cut like a man’s. She was trim and lean, her hips boyishly slim and her breasts small—though what little there was of them would come into view as she moved. All that held her vest in place was a series of two-inch metal chains, and the large armholes allowed a curious eye to peek at her tits without much trouble.


  “I’d put her in chains before I put her in leather,” she announced with a matter of fact tone, as though topping women were her occupation.


  “Bet you would,” he replied, admiring the lesbian Dom’s appearance. “Would you like to work her ass?”


  “You in the mood to let me?” she asked back.


  “Stick around. I might be.”


  “Humph, let me see what’s there for me to punish.”


  Oliver turned his submissive, ass to the dyke and her intense gaze.


  To Shelby, she imagined the woman’s curt black eyes boring holes in the skin of her ass.


  The dyke admired the firm round buns; the fleshy globes of white could take a good beating. She had the kind of sumptuous crack that seduces a roving hand to pry it wide and explore the dark riches found there. “You think she’ll take it in the ass?” was her only comment.


  “If I tell her to.”


  “Humm. My specialty is fucking rich bitch sluts in their tight virgin bottoms.”


  The two amusing themselves at Shelby’s expense made the poor submissive almost dizzy with their banter. “I have a few more things to select for her, then I’ll be working her over Al’s rack,” Oliver said referring to an apparatus of wood and leather at one far corner of the shop. If you care to stay…” he made the offer seriously, though the woman gave him a noncommittal shrug and went back to her browsing. Turning to Shelby, Oliver gave her a painful crack on the ass, and the abrupt sting drew her foggy mind back into the world of the living.


  “Don’t faint, dear; you’re only getting started.”


  It all seemed like some impossible dream from which she’d awaken surrounded by the familiar morality of her normal and ordinary life.


  Moments later, her blouse was stripped away and she was fitted into a snug halter of soft deerskin that bound her heavy breasts into a full cleavage, with the straps attaching to the forward ring of her collar. She was given leather pants that fit snuggly from waist to ankles as though they were fused to her body—breathing with her as she breathed. The unique feature of these pants was a zipper through the crotch allowing her master to bare her behind and show off her cunt whenever it pleased him. Oliver added cuffs for her wrists and ankles, and a pair of short boots with thick heels—these as high as her four inch stilettos but much more substantial to walk in. Just like her shoes, they gave her lithe and sultry form the same air of dignity, her body the same grace, and her generous ass an appealing shape—something no one in Al’s shop, including the bleak lesbian domme, failed to admire.


  “You say you want her on my rack?” Al queried.


  “It’ll do,” Oliver replied.


  Shelby shivered coldly, feeling the force of two pairs of warm hands guiding her to the corner of the room where the ominous device stood as an obvious statement of the sadomasochistic arts. If anyone failed to realize the lifestyle preferences advocated in this shop, they would know immediately seeing the austere looking piece—perhaps wondering if they’d changed centuries, and this instrument of torture had survived the Middle Ages perfectly intact. Two rough struts rose to graze the eight-foot ceiling above and down the sides were ringbolts, straps and movable bars that could be used in a variety of ways.


  Oliver started with Shelby’s wrists in thick leather cuffs raised high above her head and secured to the sides of the rack with chains. The posture elongated her torso into a shapely design of surrender. Her leather halter left her back bare, a canvas of unsullied beauty, chaste and undefiled. Any Dom would find the sight an inspiration. She had strong though sensuous shoulders, with her lean upper body narrowing to a small waist and then flaring to her finely rounded hips. With her legs still in her leather pants, there was an anxious desire through the Tattoo Asylum to see the whole of her stripped of clothes, but Oliver preferred to focus solely on her torso for her first taste of a lash.


  Choosing a hefty red suede whip, he gave the thing a rip through the air, seeing his submissive tremble as she listened to the inspiring sound.


  Everything in Shelby twitched in maddening anticipation. Her clitoris trapped inside the leather pants pulsed as the clamp seemed to tighten even more in the confined space. She glanced back to see the whip in her master’s hand, and shuddered noting the formidable looking thing. She’d never seen anything quite so mesmerizing or so ruthless. Made of two dozen thongs tied into a neatly braided handle, she imagined her whole back would be splashed with pain at the first strike.


  Her fears, however, were groundless. Oliver started slowly, strike after strike delivering no real pain but a profusion of sensation—warm, rich and vibrating physical animation. The feelings tore through her body and engaged her cunt. She could only hope he’d strike her ass with the same sensuous force.


  Shelby’s back turned red as the whip heated her skin. When her master changed to a stronger implement, she was hardly aware of any alteration until the strength of his strokes gave her a more intense level of sensation to absorb.


  “Ahhhh, yesssss,” she found herself moaning, while her cunt ground into the air around her as though it were looking for something. When the whipping stopped, she wanted to beg him to begin again, though she was stifled by her master’s unspoken command for silence. Her pleas would have been meaningless and construed as an attempt to take control.


  Holding both whips to her face, Oliver had her breathe in the smell of them, knowing how the aroma would climb inside her physical senses and stir her mind. “You want more, don’t you?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “And where would like the blows?” he asked.


  “Oh, please, sir, on my ass,” she begged in a desperate voice. Oliver had his hand on her ass, fondling her through the leather.


  “If I whip your ass, I’ll fuck your ass. Are you prepared for that?”


  Hearing the question, she quaked, her body spontaneously clenching with alarm—but no, she wouldn’t deny him or herself.


  “And what about your dyke friend here? Are you prepared for her fake prick in your ass? You want her pussy against your behind, her hands in your hair and mauling your punished skin?”


  “Oh, sir…” her voice drifted as her mind drifted. Her body swam in a pleasurable sea of sensation, and yet, the fire on her back was now rapidly subsiding and she needed more. She’d become addicted to that splendid heat.


  “Do you want that, slave?” he asked his voice deepening. Shelby was frightened. He grabbed her blonde hair and pulled her head back, twisting her neck so he could stare into her face.


  “I want what you want me to suffer, sir” she answered quickly with her eyes averting his in a submissive fashion.


  “Look at me,” he ordered and she obeyed. “That’s a good answer, sweet one. One I’d suggest you remember. What I’ve done to you so far is easy. What’s to come will challenge everything you know. Trust me. Today, you’ll feel these lashes on your bare butt and you’ll love it. You’ll have your dyke today right in your ass, and any man that wants to take you there. You may love that too. But hear me well; there will be a time when the lash will purposefully punish you. Your skin will burn with fire and you’ll scream for me to stop—but I’ll continue because it pleases me to see you suffer—really suffer. You’ll enjoy your suffering almost as much as you enjoy the thrill of what I’m doing to you today. Because you’re my slave you’ll take it all and be grateful for every blow that lands upon this skin.” He ran his hand on her back to remind her of the sensuous fading abuse. “I will humiliate you enough that you’ll want to walk away from me, and yet, you’ll treasure that too. Your life won’t be the same, slut. Ever again.”


  Oliver backed away, and reaching for the zipper, just below the two-inch waistband of Shelby’s pants, he gave it a rude jerk. Opening the leather garment from back to front, the two sides immediately parted. Al, undoing her hands from above, ran a bar in front of her, and thrust her over the rail to secure her wrists, as Oliver fastened her ankles to the side posts of the rack.


  Immobile and bent over, her unzipped pants displayed Shelby’s rear cleft and her pubis below. Tugging the two sides of leather, nearly all of her ass was exposed. The sight was a lewd one that lured every eye in the shop to a semi-circle audience around the initiate.


  Al started in with a series of whips, from ones that were sensuously soft to others that bit, eliciting dreadful screams from Oliver’s scared slave. He was generous with the number of blows and generous with his restraint. He had a feeling that the dyke that would follow him in the scene would have little compassion.


  Ten minutes after he began, Al relinquished center stage to the curt Domme and her nasty crop. Though the round target of the Shelby’s ass was already scorched with red, the dyke let the mean-looking implement take the submissive to the next level of sensation—as if she were testing this initiate’s resolve. The crop was a thin reed of black leather until the last two inches, where a flexible knotted plait of talons could deliver a stinging snap. It might simply nip the flesh, or if snapped correctly, tear at the point of the strike. As the dreadful thing began to do its work, Shelby roared at first in a miserable state, but then, Oliver was at her cunt with his hand, fingering the warm wet folds of flesh and jerking on the clamp.


  New sensations replaced old ones. The torrid physical commotion moved downward from the surface of her ass to her swollen clit, and into the insides of her open hole. She thought she would soon cum—and it would be permissible now to be let loose and enjoy the jarring release. But before she could find that final edge, the dyke tossed the crop to the floor and opened her fly, exposing a rubber phallus in her pants. She greased it with some offered cream, smeared more on Shelby’s anus, and then pressed the head of her fake cock into the untried ass with a degree of unexpected gentleness.


  The long dick dove in slowly until it reached the limit, a full eight inches prying Shelby’s rear apart. The in-and-out action of the cock tickled her clit on the other side of the harness. The Dom set a brisk pace, virtually ignoring the submissive. She focused solely on her own pleasure until she felt an orgasm sweep though her solid body. She jerked hard, as if she could actually feel Shelby’s rear channel spasm around her prick, and came without a moan. Just a simple shudder and a quick wince of physical satisfaction.


  “Thanks for priming her,” Oliver offered the gracious thank-you to the woman and took over, with his own cock ready to assault the worked portal. The feel of his new applicant was beauty in itself. She groaned greedily as he moved inside her. Still seeking her own climax, she churned her behind into her master’s groin as much as she could. The rhythm was erratic, but the exhilaration amazing for them both. He fucked her soundly while Shelby dropped into the low gear of surrender where she became no more than an orifice to be squandered, a gift to the master who so graciously gave her such feelings of wonder and sexual thrill.


  “Master, yes, yes,” she hissed like a spitting snake. Her audience admired her. Some stroked dicks, others, with itchy fingers, ached to abuse her as well. But only Al moved in to fuck her after Oliver came. And while he beat his thick meat into her dark palace, Shelby’s master worked her pussy to a climax. The audience enjoyed the sound of cumming, but that, and the lovely sight of surrender was all they had. Shelby was too exhausted to go on and Oliver wasn’t ready to share her more.


  


  Once the Dom and his sub left the tattoo parlor, they drove away in the Jag, Oliver with an affectionate hand resting on Shelby’s leather-clad thigh.


  “Are you ready for changes?” he asked when they were nearly back to town.


  “I’m ready for what you want, sir,” she answered as humbly as she felt.


  “Good. You’ll be moving to my estate next week.”


  Though the thought was thrilling, the exhausted Shelby dwelt on in it silence. Oliver hardly cared that she had little to say. He knew she was getting used to the woman she wanted to be, and was pondering with trepidation the uncertain future.


  



  

  Chapter Eight


  


  Hilary was with her new master in a conference room of businessmen and women. While they were dressed in conservative blues and greys, she wore her collar and leash, a leather corset, lace topped hose affixed to garters, and a pair of impossible stilettos. She was becoming accustomed to impossible shoes, and after days and days of practice, the balls of her feet were hurting less. There was nothing to cover her genitals or the tips of her brown nipples peeking erectly over the top of the corset.


  “Slave on your knees,” Nils commanded Hilary.


  While the meeting proceeded Hilary graciously served coffee, tea and sandwiches to the chattering executives, performing her task as though there was nothing unusual about a half-naked, pussy-exposed woman slaving for such a gathering. They alternately ignored her presence and looked down on her with disgust, though some men found the sight a bit too enticing to take casually; and because Nils Grayling previously prompted the group that she was there to serve them in any way they desired, she was occasionally fondled, or slapped on the rear. There were several members of the conference that would have liked to do more, but there was little time for such diversions. The tone of the meeting was serious.


  This seemed to be the kind of life Nils wanted for his recently purchased slave. She was in his life to serve him, not for her own pleasure. Though service at Sparrowhawk was certainly an important part of the mix, so too were the many scenes and rituals provided primarily for her pleasure and those that played with her. However, what she took in physical satisfaction from her days with Master Grayling had to come from within the trials she was subjected to as she obeyed her master’s wishes.


  These were selfless times when it was better not to think of her needs or comfort—for there was little afforded to her. She slept nightly on a lonely pallet, body raw with sexual desire, and yet her hands were tied above her, the master preventing any opportunity for self-pleasure. There were many sleepless nights—or nights spent in a stupor, half-awake, the rest of her sifting through memories of the other life at Sparrowhawk. The first few days, she sometimes discovered tears running down her cheeks that she wiped on the side of her bound arm because she couldn’t touch her face with her hands. As the days passed, the tears were less frequent and her memories less nagging. She was left with an ache in her heart, and a steady longing for Liza, and perhaps an even greater longing for Oliver. It wasn’t hard to compare her new master with the old one and wish for a gentler side to Nils Grayling—even though it likely did not exist.


  When she wasn’t being publicly exposed or humiliated, she performed a ritual of tasks in Nils’ apartment. When she went out with him, she commonly wore intricate, even elegant suits of chains and leather, all hidden under the armless cape. After all, her arms were typically cuffed and bound to waist belts in front or in back. That was how she arrived at this business conference. Walking into the towering skyscraper, her hands were bound just above her ass. Nils kept an arm around her waist to support her shaky walk in the painful high heels. It felt comforting to have him so attentively close. And there was something to be gained from that, for at no other time did she experience anything resembling affection.


  As the meeting was ending, Nils ordered her with the familiar command, “Slave, on your knees… in the corner.”


  Hilary took the pose quickly, pressing her head to the floor with hands at the small of her back. Her ass was facing outward as the pose demanded, so that anyone could see her private parts—from the taut opening of her ass to her lush Venus mound below.


  She could hear the door open, chattering voices, milling executives, slaps on the back, and an enormous guffaw, but her head was dutifully pressed to the scratchy carpet as she remained ass cheeks posed atop black stilettos in a perfectly sublime repose.


  She heard the door close as the men and women exited, but she could tell immediately that she wasn’t alone.


  “Crawl to me slave,” a stern voice called her. She turned to obey, and on hands and knees, breasts spilling from the corset, leash chain dangling so it hit the floor, she made her way to a semicircle of four men. To her surprise, her master wasn’t among them and stealing a glance around the otherwise empty room, she knew he’d left her on her own. Was this a test, perhaps? Or a sign that he trusted her to perform as he would have her do.


  She felt their hands on her, two men lifting her to her feet, and then pushing her back on the black marble conference table. The chill of the table seeped into her bones. As her hands were swiftly bound over her head, the rope that held them fast was drawn to the far end of the table, jerked tightly. Her torso was stretched to its extremes as they jerked down on her feet. Hilary’s ass was pulled to the end of the table in danger of falling. Cuffing her ankles, these were stretched wide, each foot resting on the back of a chair, then drawn tight and immobilized with weights—leaving her legs suspended on air.


  “Shall we let her see?” one man queried the rest.


  “By all means. She’ll appreciate the torture more.”


  Two men descended on her with clamps. They’d removed their suit coats, rolled up the starched sleeves of their shirts and went at her supine body with a devilish delight. She was lovely in such abject submission, and lovelier still with a series of black metal clamps pinching slips of her tawny beige skin. One zipper of clamps undulated across the top of her breasts, moving sumptuously as she breathed. Her breath was often short when a new clamp went on. As she became accustomed to the pain, she began to drift. A second and third zipper ran up the inside of her thighs making a far more exquisite and painful torture since this flesh was unaccustomed to the bite of such strident measures. Like a string of beads, each zipper was threaded by a nylon cord poised for the moment when they’d all be ripped away and she’d experience the frightening rush of pain and release.


  Hilary writhed, though uselessly, to ease some of the horrendous sensation rocketing meanly from each pinched sliver of flesh. The doms moved more quickly with these two harsh ribbons, sensing she might pass out. When they determined she’d had enough, they moved in to take her cunt. A young and virile blond stood between her open legs, ready to strike with his cock. As he waited, his hands massaged her hips. Ah! This was some relief. For a time, the pain lingered with strains of pleasure, as her conscious body finally recognized some enjoyment appearing in the midst of all her suffering. Grabbing on to the physical pleasure, she felt the endorphin high blanket her body. Welcoming the peace, when the first zipper ripped up the side of her thigh, her cry was as filled with joy as it was passionate agony.


  The moment the second zipper was torn away, the blond man jabbed his engorged erection into the wet, pulsing cunt. She roared in this savage bondage, ready for more with the first man satisfied. From one to the next, the fucking proceeded, until the last man entered her just as the final zipper of clamps was ripped from her breasts. The man at her snatch pummeled her vagina, feeling her wildly orgasming hole clench so tightly about his member, he was sure that she’d sever it with the force of her powerful spasms.


  With the agony over, she basked in the peace that followed. Her eyes were closed, Hilary hardly aware that the men had left. Then too, she didn’t care. She’d been used as she loved being used, and was far too exhausted to let anything get in the way of this moment of empty bliss. A single thought came to her from somewhere beyond herself, one that whispered, “be at peace, love,” in a voice of kind timbre, that felt as soft as a hand tenderly stroking her cheek.


  “You’re a mess,” she heard Nils curt voice rise up, cutting short the blissful moment.


  Of course she was with sweat, juice and cum all mingling along her thighs and cunt.


  “I suspect you enjoyed it?” he observed her oblivion rightly.


  “Yes, sir. Thank you,” her voice was no more than a whisper. As his deft fingers removed her from the restraints, she pretended that they were doing so lovingly. Whether there was any affection in the simple act, she didn’t really want to know. Pretending was just fine. On her feet again, the balls of her feet ached miserably from having stood on them nearly all day. The painful sensation made her wince and her mind return to reality. She determined that the mysterious voice at the end of the session was not a voice at all, but the ghost of her past self, reminding her there was nothing to fear.


  Adjusting her corset, Nils ran a quick hand through her brunette locks to tame the messy mass of curls, then put her armless cape about her shoulders and zipped it to the leather collar at her neck. Having left her wrists unbound was an unexpected luxury. Perhaps it wasn’t simple forgetfulness. Perhaps there was real affection.


  After rreeturning to the apartment, she ate a meal in the comfortable familiarity of Nils’ black and chrome kitchen, and then fell asleep on her pallet in seconds, diving into a deeper sleep than she’d had since being auctioned away.


  



  

  Chapter Nine


  


  Oliver moved his new applicant into Hilary’s old room, leaving Liza stung with resentment at this unwanted intrusion—especially unwanted since Oliver refused to let her have anything to do with his new project. Shelby took all her orders from the master, which left the applicant free some days to roam the house and use the pool almost at will. This stranger in Liza’s midst was an annoyance. Young, beautiful, blonde and exhilarated by her training, she was for the master of Sparrowhawk everything in submissiveness that the failed Ali was not.


  She was kind to Liza, while Liza was aloof, letting her annoyance show far too often—though rarely so Oliver would see. She knew he’d disapprove. The only time the three were together during the day was at the evening meal when they ate in the formal dining room. Then, Liza put on a pleasant smile, breathed deeply and tried her best to maintain an air of poise as the mistress of the house. Eventually the blonde and beautiful Shelby would have to honor her with some submissive respect.


  When Liza ran into the new applicant on her free time, she was curt and cool to the girl. She might have spoken with her husband about his desires for this submissive, but her feelings were too raw and too spiteful to want any sort of association with the young woman.


  The worst ache was her jealous heart that rose in a furious frenzy when, at night, she expected her husband in her bed with her, and instead, heard passionate screams of delight coming from the west wing of the house. She heard him lashing the sultry Shelby, and imaged her beautiful body strung up to the rafters in one of the old attics, one she was certain was deliberately picked because it was close enough for her to hear the delirious voice in agony. These were cries she’d made many nights, and the remembrance was painful to her now. Some nights, hearing the familiar sound of her husband groan at the moment of climax, her sleep was fitful and restless.


  In the morning, after a night of suffering, Liza could hardly contain the shrewish bitch she became. She barked at the house staff, and could only glare at Shelby if she chanced to meet her in the hall or by the pool. She imagined this interloper was gloating over her, though there was no real sign that Shelby was overtly challenging the mistress of the house.


  With Oliver, Liza was honey and cream, sweet as the bud of a new rose in her attempts to lure him back to her bed the next night. When he did join her—which was at least as often as he was with Shelby—she played the ravenous vamp, the steamy temptress, and, of course, the servile submissive, offering herself slavishly, drawing from her store of submissive desire.


  Despite Liza’s valiant attempts to hide her displeasure over their present living situation, Oliver knew the truth. He was far too experienced a Dom and husband, not to intuitively read the signs of her distress in everything she did. She was obsessed, consumed—much as he expected her to be. His wife was an inventive, even high-strung woman, who seemed unable to keep her darker side in check.


  “I think she hates me,” he heard Shelby complain one afternoon, after he’d taken his applicant through a tortuous scene—her first time suspended on the cellar rack. It was a casual comment after Oliver spoke about his wife in glowing words of tribute. He mentioned her only because he wanted to see what was in Shelby’s thoughts.


  “Liza hates you? And why’s that?” he queried.


  “Why wouldn’t she? You’ve diverted so much attention to me,” she answered nervously, knowing she was walking in a dangerous minefield.


  “She’s a submissive as much as you are,” he said. “It’s her job to accept, not question any choice I choose to make—especially a sexual one. Are you jealous of her?”


  Shelby blushed faintly. “I suppose a little, knowing how you love her.”


  “And I do love her. Is there any reason why you think she hates you?”


  She looked flustered, and then denied the truth. “No, sir.” Shelby would say nothing more to discredit the mistress of Sparrowhawk, but nonetheless, his applicant’s observation of his wife’s rude behavior was a sign that it was time to rein in his obstreperous wife.


  ***


  “Liza!” Oliver’s voice was crisp, calling her from where she lounged at the pool. Shelby was sunning herself on the other side.


  “Hi, love.” Liza called to her husband with a wave of her hand as she raised her naked torso from the chaise. “Why don’t you come down here?”


  “No, you come inside.” He turned, disappearing into the house out of sight, and Liza scampered to follow him. The air in the hallway was cooler—much closer than in the sun. Her bare feet on the marble floor felt the chill moving upwards through her limbs. Peeking into the study, she spotted her husband sitting in his reading chair pouring through some documents.


  “Oliver, sir?” She was wary of the firmness in his set jaw, so she addressed him respectfully.


  “Come here,” he answered pointedly, looking out above his reading glasses which were perched on the tip of his nose. He took them off as she approached.


  “Is something the matter?” she asked.


  “You tell me.”


  “I’m perfectly fine, love,” she said sweetly, ignoring what was so obvious, but what she rather not speak of.


  “No, you’re not. That’s as bald-faced a lie as I’ve heard from you in some time. And if you think I’m going to buy it, you’re forgetting that we’ve been together too many years for me not to know when you’re in a first class snit.”


  Her heart sank realizing that any measure she took to cover her tracks had been unsuccessful.


  “Snit or no snit,” he continued, “you will change your attitude immediately, my petulant brat, or I’ll drag the household staff and Shelby in here and punish the sass out of your fretful ass. Is that understood?”


  “Yes, sir. I just wish…”


  “You wish nothing,” his eyes turned hot. “You behave yourself as a gracious, submissive woman in my house. The woman who is the mistress of my domain will be exactly that or she’ll be replaced.” He paused, letting the stunning threat settle in. “I don’t give a shit if you like the situation that exists right now or not, it’s the way I want it. I should never need to remind you that I am the Master here and you are my slave.”


  “No, sir. A reminder should be unnecessary,” she agreed immediately.


  “Good. Now, go back to what you were doing and send Shelby to me. Be glad I’m not locking you in a closet for a few hours to think about your bad behavior.


  “Yes, sir.”


  Once, Oliver had locked her in her bedroom for days, and several times, he angrily stuffed her in a closet to brood until her submissive attitude returned. They were all humiliating situations, and she had little desire to repeat the treatment.


  Oliver’s lecture stayed with her for days. She was lucky he hadn’t dressed her down in front of Shelby—which would be totally appalling. Unfortunately, his stern threat did little to settle her disquiet; it only gnawed her more internally where no one would ever see. Oliver might guess her state of mind, but she gave no outward appearance of irritation, and turned herself into a sunny, happy-go-lucky mistress of the manor. Though she didn’t go out of her way with Shelby, she did try to engage her in some friendly conversation by the pool. It was awkward when she had no rights with the new applicant. It would have pleased her to take the lovely blonde over her knee and spank that firm round bottom, or make her slavishly attend her crotch with her exquisite pink lips. She could readily think of a dozen tortures and pleasures to entertain them both for hours, but she had to let her creative juices linger in her imagination rather than come to life.


  Days after the rebuke, Oliver was busy again with Shelby for an entire day. She heard signs of life from the west wing that seemed to prick her resolve with bitter reminders that she was not welcome in their scenes. Worse yet, she heard deafening silences where her heart ran wild with fear and her mind filled with anxious pictures of Oliver falling under a new spell of love and regard.


  Liza stewed the better part of one evening waiting hopefully for her masterful lover to join her. When he didn’t arrive by midnight, and she knew could not sleep, she threw a robe over her naked body and a pair of slippers on her feet. Going downstairs for a glass of milk, she tried to put as much space as she could from the west wing. She decided to read in her morning room until dawn if she couldn’t sleep—anything to keep her wakeful attention off the sounds coming from Hilary’s old room.


  Milk and a handful of pretzels in hand, Liza moved silently from the kitchen, making her way in the dark to her favorite room of Sparrowhawk. The morning room ran the length of the house looking out on the gardens and lawns, the new stable and the old one—now converted into a garage and apartment in the loft. Though there was no sun streaming through the many paned windows in the special room, she could feel the soothing warmth of its pleasant atmosphere wrap her in a comforting cloak. She’d be all right, she determined. It might be wiser to spend more hours here in the small piece of Oliver’s domain she claimed as her own. Her computer sat in one corner; her books were shelved nearby. The chairs, the tables, the entire décor, it was all hers, the imprint of her sensuous femininity as apparent here as Oliver’s imprint was apparent throughout the rest of the house. She didn’t need to turn on a single light to feel her own essence return. Perhaps she’d just sit in the dark and think. Gazing out the back windows at the terrace and pool, she sipped her milk, letting her calming retreat soothe her. Sparrowhawk was truly at peace, even if her own efforts toward peacefulness continued to stir on agitated waters.


  There was a light beyond the windows in the apartment above the garage—her old studio. She lived there while she was struggling to finish her second novel—before it was clear that the arrangement with Oliver would be permanent—before he took over her life completely. Now the cozy garret was Jack Salinger’s.


  Thinking of her husband’s new caretaker, her body responded in a familiar way. The feelings were pleasant, ones she allowed to breed in her. As the sensation gathered and the energy in her body began to rise, thoughts of Shelby and her husband seemed to ferment into a righteous revenge. Maybe it was what Oliver wanted. Surely, he’d picked the man because he knew she’d love his virile looks and see the hints of a good Dom behind the cool of his dark eyes. And why not seduce him? Why let her desire waste away in loneliness when she could be coupled with a strapping buck, getting her cunt poked and her ass reamed? It was dangerous on a night like this to attempt a seduction—Oliver upstairs in the mansion. At any minute he might awaken in Shelby’s arms and want his wife instead. And if he found her bed empty, she’d pay in spades feeling the extent of Oliver’s wrath tear across her ass.


  But then… why let that stop her? Why worry about something that might never happen? Regardless of her attempts to play by his rules, there were times—and she feared this was one of them—when she simply could not win, could not second guess his schemes or prevent her inevitable downfall. She been squelching her rage for days now and decided that the only way to overcome it was to set it free.


  Slipping out the French doors to the terrace, she descended the stairs to the poolside patio and padded along the stone path to the garage. Gliding silently inside the door, the stairs to the garret and Jack Salinger awaited her. He was up; she could hear him moving about the apartment. At the top of the stairs, she knocked quietly, being afraid that she might wake the entire world if she rapped too loudly against the wood. He answered just as she suddenly caught herself trembling, wanting to turn back and forget the reason she was there.


  “Ah, Mistress Liza,” Jack said on seeing her. He’d taken to calling her by that name. Though he didn’t sound sarcastic, she was sure he was silently mocking her. She couldn’t be sure if she loathed or loved the man now—though he certainly turned her on. Wearing jeans and nothing covering his muscled chest, her body quickened more deeply at the handsome sight before her.


  She shook it off and explained her appearance, “I couldn’t sleep.”


  “Really?”


  “Yes, really.”


  “So you think I want company at midnight?”


  “I thought you might not mind.”


  He bowed graciously—that definitely mocking her—and motioned her inside.


  On entering, she could see that Jack was a basic sort of guy. The apartment was furnished in a Spartan simplicity that was both attractive and indicative of his simple, no nonsense attitude. She sat in a plain club chair, while he sat in a matching one. Glancing at the table between them, she noted he’d been reading and sipping Coke.


  “Doesn’t that keep you awake?” she nodded at his drink.


  “No,” he stated flatly.


  “I’d be up all night.”


  “You’re up now,” he pointed out.


  The sexual tension was rising as it always did when he was close by.


  “So why the visit?” he asked, “You here to seduce me?”


  “My, you are direct.” She almost blushed.


  “Rather not mince words.”


  They eyed each other with circumspect glances, and then Liza suddenly blurted out, “Did my husband hire you to fuck me?”


  Jack snickered and answered simply, “He hired me to care for his estate.”


  “Then you’re not a Dom?”


  “A what?”


  “A dominant master?”


  He shook his head. “No. I’m not a dominant master, but I suppose I could be if I wanted to.”


  “Women don’t control you, do they?”


  “Not if I can help it.” He chuckled. “I suppose you want me now, after you’ve stung me with your rejection.”


  “It’s been a tough few weeks for me.”


  “I imagine so. And what if Oliver finds out you’ve had sex with me?”


  “I sure I’ll be brutally punished.”


  “Punished. What’s that mean?”


  “It means he’ll tie me up somewhere and whip my ass silly—not so I like it, which I often do, but so I’ll be miserable. And just to make sure I’m thoroughly humiliated, he’ll lock me in a closet, or my room, or make me perform something nasty thing in front of friends who I’d rather have think of me as the self-possessed mistress of his house.”


  “So fucking me, you’re willing to risk that?”


  “Right now, yes. I’ve done it before. Sometimes in life, you make tradeoffs.”


  He nodded as if he was agreeing with her. “Well, my esteemed mistress, I appreciate your willingness, but when we finally fuck, if we finally do, it will be on my terms, not yours.”


  She felt the shock of his rejection jolt in the same way that a dozen masters, and most notably her husband, had shocked her with some unexpected rebuff. The sensuous power that had lured her to him shot more great pangs of hungering desire to her crotch. She couldn’t think of a man she wanted more right now than this robust caretaker.


  “Well then…” she said feeling so very well put in her place. “I guess this just adds to it all.”


  “Adds to what?”


  “The bliss of being abandoned.” She was only half-facetious. If she was this unfortunate in lust, it could only mean that there were some interesting changes awaiting her. Perhaps she could look forward to them.


  



  

  Chapter Ten


  


  The night was warm and the sounds from Hilary’s upstairs room annoyed her again. Though Oliver had soundly fucked his wife just hours before, he was completely occupied with his applicant submissive as the day turned into evening. The silence and the noises coming from the west wing aggravated Liza’s every attempt to remain at peace, and she slipped out of the house again by ten o’clock. The summer sun had just set, the sky in the west glowing orange, as the last rays of light slipped beneath the horizon, finally swallowed in darkness. She had no intention of seeking out Jack Salinger as she had two nights before, but instead, took the path beyond the pool, through the rose garden and into the small woods adjacent to the lawn. She left the lovers in the house to their own passions.


  In the west wing, Oliver stood behind his applicant admiring the beauty of her graceful body and the delicate whiteness of her flawless skin. Her wrists, cuffed in heavy leather bracelets, were strung high and wide apart above her head. He could feel the tension in her stretched muscles, her arms and shoulders taut and firm. Her ass rising and falling as she breathed anxiously invited his attentions with a whip.


  He’d whipped her many times—nearly every day, but not as he would this day.


  She was taking well to being trained. These weeks he employed extreme measures to ensure that her mind was completely under his grasp. She would masturbate for him, feel the tightness of ropes contorting her flesh, bow humbly and listen to his long monologues about submission. She served him slavishly and well—not as an initiate, but as an experienced submissive of many years who knew the routine without thinking.


  He called her slave, and she called him Master.


  This night he would bind her to him more surely than ever before. While her arms were strung above her head, her legs were parted in the same manner, feet tucked in ankle boots at either end of a spreader bar. He clamped her nipples so they hung with heavy weights, and repeated the measures on both her inner and outer labia. The burdensome tug to her flesh made her crotch ache with pain and desire. Seeing that agony finally slip into a masochistic pleasure, he then screwed the tight clamp over her clit, and with a chain drawn through the top of it pulled her pussy up—stretching it just as he had when he had her arms. The chain fastened to a leather belt around her waist. This measure left her hole gaping without the cover of her fleshy labia.


  “Seems you’re trapped, slave.” The master strode around the sumptuous creation of his sadistic mind, enjoying the way her bondage made him feel. The power surged through him in pleasing waves, while his slave winced often—especially when he flicked her with a small baton, or probed and poked her ass. Her body jerked unhappily, the clamps shooting pain through her everywhere. “You have a problem with the pain?”


  “Yes, sometimes, master.”


  “And you’d like to overcome that?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “I think we’ll start with that today. See how much your body can tolerate, see what limits I have with you, and where I can take you that you’ve never gone.”


  His slave cringed both inside and out, then bit her lip as the swaying clamps reminded her once more of their pinching grasp on her tender flesh, and the promises he was making to her now.


  Shelby Crawford had greedily begged for this moment for some years. Perhaps so strongly, that she psychically brought the master to her and her to his doorstep. She liked thinking in magical ways, as if this moment were something otherworldly.


  The bondage made her feel safe, contained and humble. The tight leather about her ankles and wrists tied her in place so she had nowhere to go but inward, into the physical animation of her flesh. Her conscious mind could think of nothing else. The clamps dangling at her breasts and pubis awakened sleeping places in her body; when they swayed, they alerted her spirit. When she was shocked with pain, she knew she was alive. Her stretched slave pussy could beckon erect cocks to the pulsing pink doorway—though there were none to attract save her master’s. Instinct whispering in her ear suggested it would be some time before she’d have him there again. Perhaps he’d take her ass again today. He loved fucking her brutally from behind. Then too, perhaps she’d serve him with an open mouth letting his seed slide down her throat, as he pumped thick cum deep into the orifice while pressing his groin to her face. That subhuman moment of service stripped every self-absorbed desire from her heart. She was nothing but his to use, worth nothing but the value he assigned her.


  Now, he’d take her deeper than her imagination could consider. When she felt his fingers grease her ass, she sighed, anticipating the full thick dildo that would soon impale her dark channel. He worked his finger beyond the sphincter. It seemed the pulsing place had just relaxed after the last unexpected probing. Earlier in the day, her master flushed the passageway with soapy water, and made her hold the liquid for nearly ten minutes before he gave her permission to release it. She’d bent over a padded bar, her hands clasping a rod on the other side. She remembered gazing at her knuckles whitening as her grasp tightened. The more she rocked her bloated belly on the bar, the more the waters stirred, the more she had to fear the cramping that would follow. She’d begged him to let her go, but he denied her desire with a rude slap of his hand on her ass cheek. The jolt almost made her lose the cleansing solution. Once she voided the agonizing load—and it took some minutes to do so—her body continued to cramp and spasm. For nearly an hour afterward, until she finally relaxed, she felt the depths of her body taunting her with the crude possibility of more travail in that private place.


  It was much easier taking the thick dildo in her ass with the channel so thoroughly cleansed. She might even thank him for taking that measure, but he didn’t require her gratitude, just her ready surrender.


  Once the dildo was in place, Oliver drew a wide strap through her crotch and affixed it to her waist belt in back. The strap split in two at the bottom of her vagina, so that two smaller straps rising on either side of her pussy were attached to the belt in front. The clamps continued their torturous jangling, her nipples still ached in their starched confinement, and more than ever, her body was reaching a critical point of over stimulation—something had to be done to ease the angry torment. This was pleasure, but this was pain. Both states of being reigned side by side, alternating back and forth in importance. She was learning bit by bit, taught by an impeccable master, to master these physical agonies, taught to take her grief and the extremes with grace and humility, understanding that this abject self-denial was an exhilarating service to her master, and even more so a tribute to her submissive soul.


  “Can you suffer, slave?” he asked.


  “Yes, master, I can.”


  He was pleased. She could see that by the look in his eyes. It seemed as though she’d gazed into that darkness for hours at a stretch, that he was always looking at her and she was always communicating what she wanted most without speaking a word. It was in her eyes.


  As the whips and crops and lashes began to strike, the pain bloomed. A sinewy talon about her thigh, a knotted crop nipping her hip, a cane dancing on her belly and down to her metal-clamped pussy. Each strike to her anxious body was another burden to bear. She discontentedly took several dozen creative blows, and then there were none. Nerve endings tingled. She’d begun to sweat. Perspiration trickled down her face and breasts, along her thighs—this as torturous as the sting of his implements. The rod in her ass jarred her rudely every time her body jerked. The clamps ceased to cause as much immediate pain; although a steady ache issued from both her breasts and crotch.


  She wondered if she was growing numb.


  Hearing the sound of something creaking behind her, Shelby remembered the pulley long before she felt her body starting to rise. Once she was aware he was suspending her by her arms, she wanted to cry, so sure she couldn’t take more.


  “Let go, slave,” he said in a reassuring voice. “You’re doing well.”


  Though she squelched her panic, she worried fearfully that her body wouldn’t take the strain.


  Yet it did.


  Oliver cranked her six inches above the floor so that when she looked down she felt as though she was hanging over the edge of a cliff about to be surrendered to the god of some bottomless abyss beneath her dangling feet. She was dizzy, the strangest sensation rising in her. The final blows to her ass alone only accentuated the feeling. When the intense pain ceased, she felt the clamps on her labia removed, and she screamed as the blood bolted back where it belonged. The climax began there, whipping through her clitoris to start, then inside her spasming vagina and spreading outwards until it finally reached her fingertips. The delirium lasted some minutes—longer perhaps, but time really didn’t exist then for the slave and her master.


  Removing her from bondage lovingly, Oliver slept with her on a pallet in the attic playroom, his chest cradling her back while they drifted to sleep.


  ***


  Liza could almost feel the pulsing energy from Sparrowhawk Lodge beating inside of her. Then perhaps it was only her imagination. She had no idea what savagery or tenderness her husband was fabricating in his den of torture. Though she hoped that escaping the house would take the thought of his new applicant from her mind, she could feel her body replying regardless. It was no surprise. The phenomenon had occurred before, as if the house itself was a living entity and she could tune to its rhythms and secrets. True too, there was no mistaking Liza’s ability to psychically tune in to the mind of an initiating slave going through the first trials of an arduous training. It was that sixth sense from which she hoped to escape.


  The woods were cool, where the rest of her world was languishing in the humid heat of this sultry night. Her bare feet were tickled by pine needles cloaking the forest floor as she moved under the canopy of limbs and leaves. She wandered, the moonlight bathing her path until she came to the shed at the edge of her husband’s property where she sometimes went to brood. Her stallion, Defiance, had brought her there many times, but she liked walking now. It made the journey feel much longer taking it on foot, as though she were going further away from home than just a scant mile from the estate’s rose garden.


  She was almost at the shack when she heard the sound of crackling leaves behind her. The back of her neck felt prickly as though there was a wind blowing gently across the wisps of her red hair fallen from the pile of curls on top of her head. She was about to turn around and confront the uneasy feeling that she was being stalked, when she heard the stalker speak.


  “Mistress of Sparrowhawk …” her name sensuously caressed the air in Jack Salinger’s distinct voice.


  Liza didn’t turn, but knew he was approaching; the feeling of dread spread from the base of her neck tingling down her spine. When she felt his hot breath at her ear and his hand on her ass, she understood that he was real, not an apparition produced by her desire.


  She felt her silk robe creep up her leg as Jack inched the material higher. The physical spasms were already beginning as he began to massage her thigh. He pushed her forward to a tree directly in her path, and then dropped to his knees behind her. Liza almost fainted into the scratchy bark while feeling his hands part wide her ass cheeks and his mouth and tongue begin to probe her there. Leaning into the tree, she bent slightly and pushed her ass further toward his face; the wider he could open her crotch the more he could reach with his tongue.


  “Ahhhhh yes,” her moan was strong. Jack lapped her asshole, wound his way down to her vagina, and probed its depths as her hips danced on his lips. A sensuous hiss issued from deep within her. She was about to cum though it had only been a minute since his first assault. Then, as suddenly as his welcome attack began, he pulled to his feet with his chest to her back. Grabbing for her wrists, he pinned them together behind her with one hand, while with the other he clutched her neck with a choking grasp.


  “It doesn’t really matter who does the seducing here,” he whispered in her ear. “But as long as we’re together, I’m in charge or we do nothing at all.”


  “Of course.” Indeed, he had a master’s voice and a master’s mien.


  Crushing her face against the rough bark, he worked both nether holes with his fingers, this time much more forcefully than he did when she was on her knees. Then pressing her cunt firmly against the tree trunk, he ripped off his first command, “Fuck it, Liza. Fuck it like a cock.”


  She rocked against his body, breasts, belly and cunt squirming as if there was actually a body there to screw. The heat radiating from Jack’s warm body inspired the crude gyrations. Letting go her wrists, his free hand pinched her labia and slapped her ass, while the other hand remained at her neck, holding her face to the tree. When she attempted to pry her hands apart, he barked, “Keep them where I put them, and grind it, Liza. Grind that nasty cunt.” He seemed to growl. “Harder,” he went on.


  She moved as he ordered.


  “More, bitch.”


  She gave it every bit of will she could.


  He slapped her more until she felt her ass sting, although by then, she was cumming and this one wouldn’t stop no matter what he did. He spanked her all the way through the hot clenches and the abrasive spasms. Even when the sensations were settling down, he continued to strike her ass. Only when she was exhausted and limp did he let up. And still he clutched her neck.


  “Consider it my gift to you,” he whispered.


  “Oh, thank you,” she whispered in reply.


  “Good girl. You’d better thank me. Because you won’t know when I’ll let you cum again.”


  Pulling her away, they were just three steps from the door of the shack. It opened into a single room furnished with just a simple bed, washstand, kitchen, and writing table with an ancient manual typewriter that had long ago lost pieces of the “o” and “e.” She had no idea about the original purpose of the shack. It was hers now, having turned it into a livable retreat three years before. She went there to write when she needed a reprieve from the rest of the world—and when Oliver was gone. He wouldn’t let her stay there when he was home. Though he was home now, it didn’t matter.


  Thrusting Liza over the back of the chair, Jack bound her hands behind her with rope, and then pushed her to the bed. She lay with her legs splayed, wet pink pussy winking for Jack to take it, which was exactly his aim. She watched as he unbuckled his belt and withdrew the leather from around his waist. She shuddered at the thought of him using it to punish her flesh, but instead of fulfilling that fantasy, Jack let the belt drop to the floor. It wasn’t yet time for that, but it was time to fuck. Dropping his pants, his stiff erection appeared before her eyes, looking like a spear that could drive right through her.


  She wanted to hold him while they fucked, to run her hands through his hair, destroying the ponytail, to feel the soft black texture of his gleaming mane falling over her breasts. Instead, she was satisfied to be used, to feel his male hormones collide inside him and then suddenly burst somewhere deep in her belly. She climaxed on his prick as he ejaculated, four, five, six times until there was nothing left. Dropping out of her cunt, he pulled away and lay on his side, while Liza, immobile next to him, lay panting out of breath.


  “Suppose I should let you go,” he finally announced.


  “Only if you want to,” she answered quietly.


  “Ah, so you really like getting raped?”


  “I love it.”


  “Good. Let’s me vent. Just don’t try to take charge of me—or get under my skin,” his demand was clear.


  “Goodness, who hurt you?” she wondered aloud.


  “Don’t pry,” he answered curtly.


  “Sometimes confession is good for the soul.”


  “Not my soul, so don’t pry.”


  “Or what?”


  “I’d probably find some way to punish you.” He moved above her body, while she lay uncomfortably on the knot of tied hands at the top of her ass.


  “Would you really punish me?” she wondered aloud.


  “Why not? Punishing bitchy women seems to be a thriving practice around this place.”


  “And so is loving them.”


  He shook his head. “No one ever said anything about love.”


  “No, I suppose not,” she almost sounded disappointed.


  “Hey, you don’t want me in love with you,” he said, staring into her hazel eyes. “You have a husband and whoever else you want.”


  “That’s really not true,” she disagreed.


  “You have me.”


  “At least tonight.”


  He snickered, “Yeah, at least tonight.”


  “Truth is, I often get the leftovers,” she said.


  “And that’s what you think of me? Leftovers?”


  “No,” she said with her eyes twinkling merrily. “I want you even if you are an arrogant bastard.”


  He didn’t think that was so bad. Giving her an untainted smile, he finally pulled away again and settled into the warmth of Liza’s warm body. She turned on her side because her hands were turning numb, and with his groin to her ass, she could fondle his scrotum with what little life was left in her fingers.


  “Trying to start something?” he asked.


  “Of course. I could get fucked for days on end, twice an hour and not get enough.”


  “Then I suppose I’ll get all I need as long as I’m here.”


  “Far as I’m concerned you will.”


  They fell asleep for two hours, woke to fuck again after Jack finally released her bound wrists. When they finished their second screw, he bound her wrists in front and attached them to the headboard overhead. The mistress of Sparrowhawk spent the rest of the night glued to the caretaker’s side, bound there with ropes and lust and warm sweat.


  ***


  Liza bumped into Oliver in the kitchen. At seven o’clock, it was time for breakfast. The cook’s day off, they’d make their own. With buttered bagels, coffee and juice, they sat down to eat like any normal couple starting their day—although Oliver was ready for his, fully dressed, while his wife was still in her robe, unshowered, hair mussed. Certainly, she still reeked with the perfume of Jack Salinger. Would he notice?


  “Where were you last night?” he asked.


  “In the shack,” she answered truthfully. “I couldn’t sleep in the house.”


  “No air conditioning. Must have been hot?”


  “There was a breeze through the west window that put me to sleep.”


  She felt a flutter of fear knowing she’d only told him half the truth. And if he were to ask her point blank if his caretaker screwed her, she’d lie outright. Thankfully, he didn’t put her in that position.


  “I’m leaving in a couple of days,” he said to change the conversation.


  She was surprised. “Where to?”


  “The factory in Germany.”


  “How long?” she asked casually as she poured herself another cup of coffee.


  “Two weeks, maybe three. I’ll be taking Shelby.”


  The coffeepot landed on the table with a clunk. “Shelby? Why?” She took a jealous turn she couldn’t cover, though Oliver ignored it.


  “Turns out, Shelby is on hellava lawyer. I can use her legal assistance on the trip. You can stay here and write to your heart’s content, sleep in the shack, swim nude, ride Defiance in the buff if you like. With the place to yourself, you should be happy.”


  “I’d be happier if you were taking me,” she said, with an affected grin so deliberately coy it was almost laughable.


  “But I’m not taking you, darling. I’m taking Shelby.”


  She appraised him worriedly. He rarely gave any clue what he was thinking. If he really wanted her to know he’d tell her. She ate some of her bagel and took a sip of coffee. “Are you falling in love with her?” she finally asked.


  “No more than I usually do with the women I train.”


  “Then she’s no more special than Diana or Hilary?”


  “She’s not as special as you, if that’s what you’re asking. Now quit prying. I know it’s eating you up, but you’ll have to live with it, Liza. I promise I won’t throw you off—just behave yourself.” Having finished his breakfast, he was on his way out of the kitchen, leaving Liza to believe she’d successfully averted his suspicions. But turning back to her, her husband’s curt request was reason for concern. “When you’re dressed I’d like to see you.”


  “What for?” she asked.


  He stared at her with his eyes remote, his features masterful. “You ask too many questions. I’d suggest you remember your place.” He walked out leaving her silenced.


  ***


  Liza perfumed her body with a flower-scented cream, caressing herself with the memory of Jack Salinger as she did. She almost forgot her husband’s plans to see her, until walking naked from the bath into the bedroom, she stopped short seeing him sitting casually in her reading chair by the window as though he were waiting for her. Her immediate response was to cover herself—as though he were a stranger and had no business in her room. She halted the sudden impulse before she got herself in trouble.


  “Assume your pose, slave,” he ordered.


  Liza moved quickly to the rug at the foot of the chair, and took the required position of surrender, on her knees, bending forward, head pressed to the soft carpet, her hands clasped behind her. A second later, she felt the whack of a leather paddle on her ass. The strike came out of nowhere; the paddle must have been hidden in the chair at his side. As the sharp pain tingled outward on the flesh of her ass, Oliver leaned forward and clamped her with a high, thick metal collar. Using a chain as his leash, he pulled it tightly, but didn’t jerk—as that would be the signal that she should rise. He wanted her mind at attention, and truly, Liza was on alert, every thought in her keenly fixed on her master.


  “You’re barely getting by, my wife,” he began, using his most strict tone of voice. “You have been petulant and annoying. Forgetful of your place as a slave. I should have sold you to Grayling for a lengthy treatment as I did Hilary. But I couldn’t very well send all my submissives away, now could I?” The question was rhetorical, requiring no response. He jerked the chain lightly to punctuate his message, then held it so tightly that she was about to choke. “I expect my wife, the woman I love, to be an example of submissive behavior and attitude. You’ve been far from that. Your attempts to be more amiable have been meager at best—your attitude condescending.”


  Liza burned with the reproach, wishing she could object. She was sure she’d done everything that her husband required, but then, his requirements were sometimes a little unfathomable.


  “In the next few weeks, while I’m gone, I suggest you reevaluate your desires. Get a little more honest with yourself. Have I made myself clear?”


  “Yes, sir!”


  “Good.” He jerked the chain so she’d rise to her knees. “Now, my dear, you’ll do the rest of this over my lap.”


  Lying over her master’s knees was a pleasure she’d gladly accept considering his clipped words and the solemnity of his message—she was lucky to get off so lightly considering his mood. Naked across his steely thighs, her head and arms hung on one side, her fingertips pressing the carpet. The collar with its dangling chain felt like a lead weight around her neck. Liza’s ass was high in spanking position, her feet barely touching the floor. The pose was all too familiar and, all things considered, comforting.


  Letting the leather paddle fly, Oliver spanked her with a steady gait, laying smack after stinging smack to her white round globes of flesh. The two jiggled with each strike, though at times they clenched, as the fire grew so hot she could hardly stand another smack. She remained silent; permission to protest had not been given. Any other time she’d been punished in the last few months, she might have hollered start to finish, but all indications were that her master expected strict adherence to formal submissive ritual. Any variance from his rules would earn her something far more devastating than the simple spanking she was getting now.


  That didn’t mean this one didn’t bite, that the sting was easy to absorb, or that she wouldn’t have liked to have cried. There was so much bottled within her, she wanted to burst out angrily, or at the very least cry with passion from the anguish that had built over days and days. There was no way that Shelby’s presence wouldn’t irritate a woman used to being the queen bee in her house. Perhaps she was just not that good a wife, or submissive … and, of course, Hilary’s absence still haunted her, weighing her heart with sadness.


  The longer the spanking went on, however; the more Liza relinquished she became, the more the anger, the jealousy and the sense of loss disappeared. Everything seemed to be falling away in face of the pain. The feeling only increased with each strike of leather. Each brusque smack jarred her body and troubled soul. Dozens atop dozens. The fire became an erotic roar. Her only responses—and these were not verboten—were her lively erotic movements, and then the moans of pleasure. Her crotch pressed into her husband’s thighs as her pussy looked for a way to get off. She rubbed lewdly on his lap with the strikes augmenting not pain, but erotic joy. She felt as if she could fly with the intense inebriation—this after a night with Jack Salinger seemed impossible—but this was Oliver, her master, her lover, the man she adored above all others.


  She felt the orgasm rising inside her intensify as her inner muscles began to spasm. But from intense pain, to abject pleasure, to the point of breaking free… just as she was about to fall into the pleasure, Oliver abruptly stopped.


  There was a knock on the door, jolting Liza awake. She froze as Oliver laid the paddle on her hot ass. The flood of energy barreling through her loins was astounding, so raw, with any movement at all she might cum spontaneously.


  “Come in,” she heard her husband speak. She cringed in anticipation of being discovered in the humiliating pose by a member of her house staff. It had happened often enough in the past to make her shame an embarrassment she’d live with for days. Closing her eyes, she hoped to spare herself the knowledge of who was interrupting the private moment. But the voice behind the knock made her eyes jerk wide open, seeing Jack Salinger standing at the door staring at her red behind.


  “You wanted to see me, sir?”


  “Yes, I did,” Oliver answered, as he tightened his hold on his wife.


  Liza withdrew her energy inside herself as though she could actually hide her scarlet behind—and her embarrassment—from the eyes of the man who’d fucked her savagely just hours before.


  “Perhaps it’s a bad time?” he suggested.


  “Not at all, Jack.” Oliver motioned him to enter. “My wife’s being punished for being crabby and less than submissive.”


  “So it seems,” the caretaker answered amusedly.


  “I place limits on her behavior. I expect her to behave, and when she doesn’t, she makes herself vulnerable to being punished. This is probably the least severe that I mete out. I thought you should understand. I’ll be gone for several weeks, and am giving you permission to punish her if you think her behavior warrants this kind of measure.”


  Liza cringed as Jack answered with an interested, “I see.”


  “You have a problem with this?” Oliver inquired, fairly certain there would be none.


  “Not in the slightest,” he replied. “But is there some standard by which I should measure her behavior?”


  “Yes, and I’ll discuss that with you later,” his employer answered, then he turned his attention to his wife. “On your knees, and be sure Mr. Salinger can see your ass.”


  The only good thing about the position was not having to look the caretaker in the face. With her bent, red butt facing the man, she could deal with her embarrassment later.


  “Sometimes Jack, Liza needs a little humiliation to make a point. I expect her to conduct herself with my staff—including you—with a sunny and gracious disposition. Since that’s been so difficult for her recently, I decided it would be wise to turn her behavior over to you. If she conducts herself as she should—and she knows the rules well—then you’ll have no occasion to reprimand her. Hopefully, the threat will be enough to keep her in line.”


  Every word he spoke was mocking her, and the pain of that was difficult to bear. If Liza’s spit and fire had vanished with the vibrant spanking, at least some of her anger revived listening to her husband. But she was wise to remain calm and allow the moment to pass without a trace of outward distress. Struggling to suppress her feelings, her mind went blank, a trick she employed in such circumstances when it was too horrible to face reality. Subs don’t know anything but obedience. Submissives submit…don’t fight, submit. The mantras were many and memorable.


  Jack was gone when Oliver jerked the chain to bring her back to life—and to her feet. When he felt her cunt, and found it was wet, a smile broadened on his face. “Such a slut for pain you are.”


  Even a day ago she would have harangued him like a shrew for putting her through the embarrassing ordeal of the last minutes, but now, she was surrendering, falling into his playful embrace, following his lead into lust—and headed with him to the bed. This was not the time to balk, but to surrender.


  “You want the reins tightened, Liza; you can’t stand your life when you don’t have the rules enforced to the letter. You can’t live without letting your submissive juices flow freely.”


  “Oh, yes, sir,” she agreed, her voice a barely audible purr. In his arms with his hands roving her heated body, her hot ass and sensitive breasts, she was falling away from everything but the physical satisfaction to be gained. With only a gentle nudge from Oliver, she was at his crotch, straddling his hips with her thighs wide open, her ass toward her master’s face. She sucked on his rising stalk, feeling it grow beautifully firm inside her mouth. Her fingers toyed with his hefty scrotum, one hand jerking his erection as her lips danced about the head. She brought him close to a climax before she felt his hands on her snatch, and his meandering fingers winding their way into both sexual doors.


  She seethed and sighed with him probing her ass. And the dark space opened, even as her empty cunt hungered to be penetrated. She didn’t know which place wanted to be fucked the most—but then, that was not her concern, but his.


  The two brought nearly to their peak, Oliver abruptly stopped the action and made her turn around. He wanted her lips on his, her face in his hands, her breasts dangling on his chest, his cock buried in her pussy.


  She groaned lustily as his erection made its first thrust, “ah, yessss….love…”


  “Ah, ah, ah, yessssss,” the murmur on his lips.


  Grabbing her ass in his fists, he held on tightly while they fucked, and Liza’s voice grew wild with exclamation. “Yeeesssss, more, yes, harder, harder, hurt meeeeee!”


  His squeezing hands were like dynamite charges to the sexual fuel in her. The rhythm built and she began to cum. Squeezing, muscles clenching, ass tightening, her hot crotch brought him off as he roared with passion. Held almost frozen for sixty seconds, maybe longer, they finally collapsed with exhaustion.


  “While, I’m gone, you’ll behave yourself and think only of serving me when you see me again. Is that clear?”


  “Yes, sir, it is.”


  It was all he said for thirty minutes, and then he finally tore himself away from her and left the room to pack for his trip.


  



  

  Chapter Eleven


  


  It was a simple party. And a discreet one for Nils Grayling. Though Hilary recognized some of the executives from the boardroom meeting chattering about the apartment, most of the people were strangers to her—not that it would have mattered. Nils collected antiques from South America and the Polynesian Islands. This gathering included other antique buffs with interests similar to their host’s.


  Hilary was dressed in unusually demure attire considering the fact that she’d hardly worn anything resembling real clothes since becoming Nils’ slave. The leather dress was nonetheless more provocative than any the other women in attendance wore. Even the plunging necklines of their fancy cocktail dresses could not compete with the body hugging leather. It was hardly more than an irregularly long corset. Strapless, waist cinching, lacing from the top to just below her waist, she could hardly breathe once her master had the garment as he liked. The dress stopped just below her ass in the back and front, and gave her cleavage an alluring look—her nipples almost poking over the top. She wore a slave collar around her neck, bracelet cuffs on her wrists, and her feet were pinched into five-inch heels. It seemed her footwear became more extreme the longer she stayed with this wicked Dom.


  Anyone knowing Nils’ sexual proclivities knew exactly what Hilary was just seeing her. Those who were clueless to his tastes likely thought their demure but scandalously dressed hostess was simply showing off a trendy new style—that was not far from the truth with leather, chains and body piercing so recently in fashion. A first glance at Hilary she looked positively hellish—ready any minute to jump on the back of a bike and ride off with some Hell’s Angel. A second look disclosed the truth: she kept quietly to herself, smiled shyly at those who introduced themselves, kept her eyes focused downward and her lips slightly parted until she was being directly engaged in conversation. She worked in banking was the only answer to their questions about her occupation. She was Nils’ current girlfriend—the only other explanation she was allowed. Most were taken with her at first sight, noting the stunning beauty she displayed inside the severe looking leather. Afterwards, she was routinely ignored when she proved to be so seemingly reserved. No one knew what strict commands defined her presence at the party.


  “You’ll be used,” Nils assured her as he was getting her dressed that evening. “Say as little as possible when you’re spoken to and look pretty. Remember, you’re nothing but a slave to me, so you can have no worries.” There were other rules: house rules, about walking, speaking and other matters she’d learned to follow since she’d been with this master. They were all in force tonight, as they were on any other night, and she was wise to remember that. That might be a little difficult to do, Hilary surmised two hours into the evening. Nils regularly fed her liquor that kept her perpetually buzzed, though not exactly drunk.


  Near eleven o’clock her feet ached and she was dying for a break. Her reprieve, however, took a sudden, though not unexpected turn.


  “Hilary, come,” she heard her master call her to the center of a group of gentlemen. “My friends here would like to taste a little of your wares,” he explained like a cordial host.


  “Yes, sir,” she replied politely.


  “Mr. Coventry will work your ass.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Show them to my private study and the collection of whips they can use for their pleasure. You’ll bare your ass and bow as they instruct.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  She smiled pleasantly; almost grateful that she could be of service. Any relief at all from the tedious standing around was welcome. Her body was accustomed to regular sexual duties so that being dormant an entire evening, her physical energy now felt stuck inside her. Turning, she motioned the several men to follow her and moved toward the study door on the far side of Nils’ massive living room. They made their way through a crowd of people, some looking on curiously, others ignoring the tiny troupe.


  Nils’ study opened into his second, “private” study, where she was taken when there were others in the apartment and he needed to be discreet. The room was soundproof, cleverly designed to muffle any noise of a struggling slave being heartily whipped. The room itself was furnished as a gentleman’s den with two long walls of cabinets and bookshelves, a desk, and several comfortable chairs situated around a fireplace. The only visible sign of sadomasochistic lore was a small but elegant sawhorse in one corner of the study. A very curious eye might note the eyebolts ingeniously hidden in the ceiling and others on the wall, or detect that underneath the carpet there might be other devices to assist in torturing disobedient slaves. The entirely subdued effect of the room’s gentility gave a hint of respectability to the art of mastering submissive women. A submissive’s first time, like Hilary’s first time, was initially disguised by an atmosphere of comfort and serenity. Despite the horror that had been visited on her in this room, she never ceased to shiver with excitement when she entered. This was where Nils could be his most severe.


  Hilary’s first session in the private study was three weeks after she was delivered into this master’s hands. Now that moment seemed like an eternity ago. Her training to that point had been concise and strict, and she was adapting well, considering the shocking changes. However, there was a manner of independence in this submissive that Nils found unsuitable. Hilary struggled to understand exactly what displeased her master so much—it was in her nature to comply, but she simply couldn’t fathom what alteration in her demeanor would please the man. His use of words like, resign yourself, submit and surrender didn’t seem to have the desired effect he wanted, even though she felt herself resigned, surrendered and submissive.


  Being led into the private room for the first time, she was shocked to find that it was even there. Though she’d been in the outer study many times, she assumed that the corner door let to a closet, not another room in the maze of many that characterized the master’s apartment. She came crawling on hands and knees and was then lifted by three men to drape the bar. Tied securely to the apparatus, she was breached with anal dildos of ever expanding size, and whipped with each nestled deep in her cleft until she was howling. The final torture came when Nils entered the room with an icy mien that had her terrified. Jerking the butt plug that widened her ass beyond anything she’d endured before, he replaced it with a much smaller one that almost seemed like a waste of effort it fit so easily. It didn’t take but seconds for her to realize that this one was attached to a pump bulb that allowed it to expand, filling and reshaping her nether cavity until she was truly alarmed by the breach. She was afraid she would burst apart!


  At this point, her ass was already aflame from three intense whippings, each more extreme. Taking up a cane, Nils marched the whirring implement up the back of her thighs to the height of her ass and then down again, leaving in imprint of welts so severe she was in tears when she finally had a look at her ass. She had finally recuperated from the miserable punishment, and happily, whatever behavior had offended her master was cured by the caning because he did not repeat the punishment.


  The other times she’d been in the room had been private showings to other masters and men interested in topping her for more simple sessions. There’d been three, each utilizing the unique features of the room in a different way. Once, she was suspended by her wrists, a second time spanked with a hairbrush in a very old-fashioned manner by a very old-fashioned gentleman, and then the last time, three men sitting in Nils’ comfortable leather chairs used her mouth to get off.


  Hilary’s fifth opportunity to enjoy the private study seemed as daunting as all the others times; but gauging the men that followed her into this sacred sanctuary, she imagined it wouldn’t be particularly painful.


  Jess, the fellow who seemed to be the most experienced with S&M sex, who was obviously the leader of this trio, took charge immediately noting the sawhorse. Pulling it into the center of the room, he motioned for the compliant submissive to step up on the bottom bar where her ankles could be tied wide apart. Pushing her over the leather-padded top, she reached for the bar on the other side to steady herself.


  Tugging at the bottom of her dress, Jess had it raised over her hips offering her bottom as the target for their next hour’s amusement. He knew there’d be whips in one of the cabinets without Hilary having to tell him and she let him find them on his own.


  The men were fascinated by the array—of every style and description. Though they hadn’t much experience with the effect each would have, they seemed to know instinctively those that would leave only mild sensations and others that would hurt like hell. Once the instruments were chosen, Hilary heard the door click closed and waited expectantly for her punishment to begin.


  The first rain of blows was teasing, enough so she moved erotically on the bar enjoying the warm feel it left on her skin. The next round was even harsher, one that stung. The whip was made of a dozen knotted talons of thin leather and made her shriek a little each time it snapped and struck. The three men took turns with her ass, abusing it at will, then backing off when they believed she needed a rest. Though a “safe” word had been suggested, none was used. Hilary was too experienced a submissive, and too proud of her occupation as slave to employ any, but in the most extreme circumstances. For his part, Nils expected her not to use the safeguard unless she was honestly being ripped apart. In all her trials from many masters, her wounds had always healed, regardless of how terrible they might have seemed at first. Her tawny flesh turned flawless much faster than she ever expected.


  Just as Hilary figured, Jess and his friends were not real dominants, just those fascinated by the S&M sport. They gave the slave a good beating, not one she couldn’t bear, and raised a level of sexual excitement she found exhilarating and profound. She might have gone on with these three for some time, and certainly would have serviced them sexually before the scene was over, but the rest of the party, having gotten wind that there were bizarre things taking place in Nils’ home, soon filtered in and out of the room, making Hilary’s punishment a three ring circus of entertainment.


  She was shamed by the invasions—as though she had some sacred pact with the ones that brought her there, and were so attentively whipping her behind. When the whole thing turned into a free-for-all of fun and games for anyone who decided to wield blows, any pleasure she might have gained for herself disappeared.


  Nils wouldn’t care. It was not her purpose to get off, just serve. He only cared that his guests had a good time. Before the evening was over, there were at least twenty taking their turns on her bare behind, and several more deriding her as a loathsome creature worthy of this cruel treatment. Once the tenor of the night was established, she left, consciousness taking flight, her body absorbing the stinging shocks, letting them pleasure her as they would and drifting into what physical satisfaction she could take from the night of savagery.


  They didn’t even want her for sex—although she imagined that the scene made cocks erect and pussies hot that night. She was a spectacle, not even a sexual object, just a whipping girl. If this was serving her master then this was all she could expect.


  When the party finally wound down some time long after midnight, Hilary was nearly passed out, still over the bar. The room was dark, hardly a shred of light, and yet with eyes closed she didn’t care. It was then when she was most lost in the numbing emptiness of the hour, that she felt a gentle hand on her rear, affecting a highly erotic massage. She heard a whispering voice again, “Ease yourself, slave, be at peace.” The message echoed the one she’d heard some days ago. It came so fast and left so quickly, she wondered as she had before, if it had been a dream.


  It took nearly a half-hour before Nils finally said goodbye to his guests and wandered into the study to set his slave free. She was led on her leash, crawling to her pallet, and then bound as usual. Her eyes blindfolded, she was left to sleep until Nils woke her for another day.


  Mindlessness was easier. Bereft was sweet. With so much physical torture, she didn’t really need orgasm anymore, small ones ignited and released all the time. Perhaps it was a perpetual high of pleasure and she didn’t even know it. This wasn’t the life she planned. But what use was it to think of that now. There was no one to care… perhaps Liza remembered her. And Oliver. But perhaps not. Perhaps she was, at last, utterly alone—alone within her herself, comforted only by the mysterious voice in the midst of the dark.


  



  

  Chapter Twelve


  


  A late September breeze blew gently through the sunroom windows, blowing on Liza’s face as she stared, eyes blurring, at her computer monitor. The drowsy warmth of the afternoon had her in its grip. She wanted to masturbate and she wanted to make love, but her mind was fused to the words appearing before her. She couldn’t stop, and yet she’d nodded off now and again.


  “Liza,” his simple voice lifted her from the somnambulant state with little alarm until she remembered that she had reason to be embarrassed. She hadn’t seen Jack in two days, not once face to face since they fucked, or he enjoyed the sight of her scarlet behind taking punishment from Oliver’s paddle.


  “Jack?”


  “Behaving yourself?” he asked, smiling in a charmingly sly way.


  A piece of her would have liked to have ripped right at him, but she kept silent. After all, he controlled two important ingredients in her life: her sex life and her conduct. Oliver couldn’t have been more pointed than the display of her spanked ass in the bedroom.


  “I suppose I am,” she said.


  “Ass still hurt?”


  “No, it doesn’t.” He looked at her so she couldn’t help but blush. “It’s surprising how quickly things like that fade. Or maybe you already know that.”


  “I’m a novice, mistress of Sparrowhawk,” he smiled smugly.


  “But learning fast?”


  “It’s an interesting assignment. I’ll take it seriously.”


  “I doubt my husband’s little scheme will amount to anything. How could I get in any trouble by myself?”


  “You have me,” he smirked.


  “Well, that would be a fine mess. We fuck and you punish me for that!”


  He laughed. “Yes, you’re right, that would be strangely stupid. We’ll leave the fucking off limits.”


  “Well then,” she smiled back, regaining a little familiar haughtiness. “I’m not sure what you’ll punish me for.”


  “I don’t know either, but you can be sure that I’ll be keeping it in mind. You are a sassy bitch. We’ve already established that.” He said it with a firmness that made her legs weak like jelly, suggesting that he was not a man to be toyed with. Of course, after the night in the woods, she should already know that.


  “Then I’ll just behave myself,” she said with a sigh, feeling the threat of being taken over his lap turn into a delicious turn on. Certainly for fun, it could be a real treat. Jack had lots of possibilities for a lover. “Was there any particular reason you wanted to see me?” she changed the conversation.


  “Yeah, I have errands. Sometimes you like to ride this time of day. But I won’t be at the stable this afternoon.”


  “I can handle Defiance myself, if I need to.”


  “Yeah, I’d rather be there myself. Oliver mentioned that the animal spooks easily and he didn’t want you riding him while I’m gone.”


  “That’s absurd! He’s my horse. I’ve been riding him for two years with no problem.”


  “That’s not what he tells me. How about let’s not make a big deal out of it.”


  She wanted to come down on him with both fists, but instead bit her lip and let him stride away as though he’d just won round one, or laid down a challenge she wanted in the worst way to accept.


  



  

  Chapter Thirteen


  


  In an atmosphere thick with smoke and the smell of strong liquor, Shelby breathed easily with the accompanying eroticism. It was time to be excited again. Just staring around the nightclub, she could sense the evening would be a special one.


  When Oliver dressed Shelby for the evening, he did so with almost tender gestures and loving hands. His gaze was admiring and sexual—this change in demeanor from ten days of abrupt commands and intently focused meetings propelled her craving body into longed for sensations.


  Not that her master’s curt command of her hadn’t been arousing—but the sexual dormancy she suffered while he proceeded with his business produced so much anxiety she was afraid she’d suddenly explode in some careless and ill-advised fashion. Oliver took advantage of her legal expertise to do battle at conference tables, in boardrooms and furtive meetings. She’d conducted herself with almost spy-like cunning, relishing the inebriating thrill gained by exercising her legal talents. Her master was grateful and even aghast at the observations she offered, which now bargaining position he was hoping for. She gathered that the venture was nearly a lost cause until these meetings put Oliver’s German business dealings back on track. But though he was obviously pleased with his applicant’s proficiency, as well as her delightfully seductive presence at his conferences, when he was in the midst of such touchy work, he rarely took advantage of the more sexual possibilities between Dominant and submissive. Shelby would have thought that an evening of sadomasochistic activity might ease the tension, but Oliver thrived on the intensity of such negotiations as if he were going into battle. To ease the tension would make him less attentive to the sensitive intricacies before him. He left her wanting nearly every night—unless he brusquely took her cunt or ass with the spear of his cock prodding her just enough to let off some excess steam.


  There was no playful fondling, spanking, jarring sensations of pain, sexual bondage, the crack of leather or cane. The lack of anything but the occasional fuck (and in Shelby’s memory there had only been three such occurrences in ten days) left her raw—body, psyche and soul—and so edgy that it was dangerous.


  Oliver didn’t, however, forget that Shelby was a slave and not an equal in his world. Though he treated her with complete respect during the many meetings, he was otherwise abrupt and dictatorial. He did not ignore the fact that she was still undergoing a strict training. She was expected to follow all the rules he’d laid out for her—to the letter. She slept collared and in chains, was kept virtually nude in the rented chalet when she was not needed, was often posed as an ornament when he was letting off steam with friends—still not sexually used, and was given strict orders about when she could and could not masturbate—and how.


  The fact that he could turn on the charm and so graciously include her in his business meetings astounded her when he was so cold with her at any other time. But though her admiration of him increased so did her frustration.


  All this considered, it hardly surprised him that her mounting tension finally exploded in tears and anger. Foolishly vented, first in a miserable sigh, followed immediately by Oliver’s sharp-eyed retort, her despair turned into a furious tirade. Oliver let the passion of her anger takes its course and then subside, staring at her calmly while he viewed her lovely collared nakedness shivering before him.


  She snuffed once she calmed, “I’m so sorry,” she managed to say.


  “I doubt that,” he disagreed. “But you can pay for your outburst with your ass.


  He rose from his chair, the full breadth of his overbearing attitude suddenly clutching at her meanly between the thighs. All told, the energy in her was springing forth from a place in her that seemed discarded for so long she was afraid it wasn’t important anymore. Thrusting Shelby over the back of a firm slat-back chair—no comfortable cushion for her groin—he swiftly laid his doubled leather belt on the two orbs of lovely flesh that she presented him.


  It was a mean strapping, though the wanting Shelby enjoyed every second of the pain. After feeling as though she’d been walking a tightrope for days on end, this glorious letting go felt as cleansing as the tears that earlier washed her eyes and cheeks with their salty sting. Oliver laid into her, himself renewed by the feel of his belt in hand. He whipped her bouncing orbs into a full-fledged horror of red. Stripes, lines and rashes of scarlet quickly became one beet-red throbbing mass of female loveliness. Her once white derriere, now brilliantly swaying before him was so exquisite and so thoroughly arousing that he almost forgot himself and gave in to the cock beating unmercifully between his thighs. Remembering that he was punishing her for no mere breach of submissive etiquette, he summarily halted his response. His mind, working quickly, envisioned an evening that his slave would not forget. Surely it was long overdue, after the last harrowing days, and she deserved it as a reward for her fine work. Sometimes it was tough to mix business with pleasure. Truly, this relationship had worked quite well. He took her small mutiny as sign that it was time to move on with her training.


  When Oliver dressed her for going out, it was with a tenderness he hadn’t offered her in days, and lips pressed seductively to her ear. Just his breath on her skin made her body jump. The punishment the day before had been a lively opening, although she could expect a good deal more. She was already feeling waves of satisfaction and arousal run the circuit of every nerve.


  Shelby had stared in the mirror at her image. He’d given her a silver collar, one lined with unseen mink—what might be the metaphor here, she wondered as she felt both the soft insides and binding edges. He placed small clamps on her nipples and over her breasts a glove-tight leather halter in a soft shade of white. Then to cover her hips a pale satin skirt that skimmed her bottom cheeks, barely covering her pussy. Beneath the skirt, Shelby’s cleanly shaved legs shone with a gentle tan. As her feet slipped into a pair of skimpy white leather sandals, she knew she’d be wearing nothing else. Of course, the clamp that was often covering the hood of her clit was securely tightened in place; but because of her tiny skirt, she wore no dangling ornaments. It was a sure sign that she’d be out in public at least for a while that night. (It would be an unusually warm night for the season, even more reason to dress as she was.)


  Brushing her lips and cheeks with pink, and coating her long blonde lashes with black mascara, there was not a feature of this ravishing creature not accentuated by her dress. The collar was subtle, almost like a piece of jewelry, except that every time she turned her head, the tight constriction around her throat became more evident, a reminder of her place, even in a civilized world.


  They ate in the luxury of an elegant café, Oliver pouring wine like water with Shelby drinking enough to make her drunk, although she put all her effort into keeping as clear-headed as possible.


  Just before they were to leave the restaurant, Oliver placed silver cuffs around her wrists, each notably embellished with a single ring the size of a silver dollar.


  Through dinner, Shelby was on command, as strictly as if she were leashed—and she certainly breathed easier because her master didn’t employ that method of ensuring that she maintained the proper attitude. It was enough to know that every move she made was appraised by her master for its submissive content. It was heartening to realize, however, that she’d made enormous strides in realizing her place as a woman “on command.” She did so much without even thinking as though her compliance was now second nature. The thought was comforting.


  Moving into the smoky depths of the German nightclub was more comforting still. No longer in a civil atmosphere where curious eyes might stare with interest or judgment at her attire and servile attitude, she was now surrounded by the encouraging venue of a brazen house of lust.


  She was more demurely dressed than most of the leather-clad women around her. But for that reason she was a peculiarity that made her noticed and watched. The feel of eyes on her skin and the prickly sensation of warmth made her blood run hot. Her pussy dampened so she feared her naked crotch would leave wet stains on her satin skirt. Oliver prevented that with a simple command, “Sit on your bare ass.” It was a reminder. She should have remembered the directive, and sheepishly, but gratefully obeyed the order. A waitress wearing nothing but a red collar, cuffs and g-string set a glass of wine before her and Oliver nodded for Shelby to drink. He sipped his bourbon, sitting back, crossing his ankle at his knee and viewed Shelby with a serene expression on his face. He seemed to be waiting for something.


  “It’s been some time since I’ve let you loose to exhibit,” he offered as an explanation for their evening.


  She smiled.


  “You may go as far as you like tonight, Shelby. There are no rules here and the extremes are expected.”


  “May I ask what that might mean?”


  Oliver nodded toward the stage. A jazz quartet played at one side of a two-foot high dais, where two women danced together facing each other with lewdly painted eyes and bright red grins.


  These two were dressed in fetish attire, with breasts and groins covered in shiny black vinyl. Sensing a scene about to unfold, the room was soon silenced by the seductive movement and the anticipation it produced.


  Shelby watched mesmerized as the duo undulated together, their thighs and pussies just inches apart. Their breasts brushed against the gleaming black while their red lips came together in breathy kisses.


  “You wet?” her master asked. He was watching her, not the performance. Her response was more intriguing to him than anything in the bar was.


  “Yes, sir,” she finally answered—hardly hearing her master’s voice. She’d paused too long making her reply as she finally took note of her physical response.


  “And the women arouse you?” he asked.


  She watched their hands move along the vinyl as though they were touching liquid glass. She imagined that the feel of vinyl would be cool, but not these vinyl clothes; they’d be as hot as the bodies inside them. The smoky haze surrounding the dance gave the appearance of steam rising from some subterranean furnace beneath the weathered floorboards of the stage. They pair bucked on each other as if there was a cock to share between them. The blonde had her hair spiked like the devil’s child, while the brunette let her savage tresses fly like Lucifer’s Madame. Shelby observed the small details imagining herself in their midst, fucked by them both.


  “Yes, sir,” she answered his question about her physical state.


  “Then you can join them,” he offered simply.


  Her body spiked as though he’d just ripped a line of clamps from her pinched skin.


  “Go on,” he encouraged her. Though he spoke with kindness, there was no debating. This was an order.


  Shelby rose like a pale, sultry bird in a forest of black forms while the eyes of the room momentarily turned to the graceful woman in her silver collar and cuffs. Anticipation mounted steadily. Every eye in the room was soon focused on her quiet move to center stage.


  It was good that there was wine in her veins and that her head was in a dull and empty state. She remained disconnected from her surroundings. As the two women on the dais drew her into their dance, she became lost in the feel of their hands. One woman danced behind her, the other before her crotch—this one’s lips tingling against Shelby’s as their kisses began. Both pairs of hands roved her hips, one pair venturing beneath her skirt to discover the wet bath of juice flowing there.


  “You going to let me fuck you?” the woman at her back seethed the question in her ear so no one heard but Shelby.


  “Yes,” she answered softly.


  “I’m going to take your ass right on stage, little darlin’,” she spoke without the accent Shelby expected, but with a Southern drawl in American English, making a hypnotized Shelby not sure where she was anymore


  The blonde with rude spiked hair snickered naughtily and spoke in fractured English she couldn’t understand, then in German, which was no easier, except for the suggestion that she’d take her pussy while her dark-haired friend had her behind. Both holes felt probing fingers, the woman behind jamming what seemed like her whole fist up Shelby’s ass. She gasped and nearly fell off her high-heeled sandals.


  The brunette rattled something off in German, giving the blonde orders to string up their prize. Then a bar dropped from overhead, and Shelby’s wrists were quickly fixed wide to either side of the floating rod.


  The two women jerked off Shelby’s skirt, and tore away the halter, leaving her in nothing but silver. Her neck, her wrists, her nipples and clit were all decorated and gleaming in the smoggy mellow glow. Shelby felt her ass smacked with a leather crop, her fore-thighs stunned with a biting cane, then the hands again as she writhed moaning—deliriously abandoning everything but the sensations of sex. She watched as her two lovers dressed themselves with pricks, then strutted like bawdy showgirls before the audience, lewdly jacking the cocks as if they were real.


  “She’s going to take it up the butt,” the blonde taunted her crowd of admirers in her thick accent, while her friend greased Shelby’s behind.


  She was too relaxed to feel much clenching inside, though the first stab of the rubber phallus stunned her into a cry.


  “Ooh, don’t worry, my pet,” the blonde purred insincerely. “It’s only gonna get worse.” She licked her lips and bit her shoulder like a cat, long fingernails scratching at her tits. Two fingers, pressing a clamped nipple between them, squeezed and twisted the little orb until a hot pain made her shriek. “Too much?”


  “Ahhhh.” How could she respond?


  The woman twisted the other nipple even harder, while Shelby felt the brunette with the dick in her ass grab her groin and start to fuck in earnest.


  “In her cunt,” someone hollered, and the blonde bitch fraulein pursed her lips to the crowd and rolled her eyes like a tramp, as she continued to maintain a tight twist on Shelby’s right nipple.


  “She likes this,” she snickered happily in broken English as Shelby winced with pain.


  The fucking hurt, but not enough to scream.


  When the bitch let go her nipple, it was only to whack Shelby’s crotch with the dildo harnessed to her groin.


  “Want this too, huh?” She licked her lips, and then Shelby’s, then turned to the audience as though they had some say in the matter. Of course they did. Their jeers, wet mouths, and crotch-probing hands made it all too clear the effect the show was having on the horny crowd.


  While the brunette’s dick rocked inside Shelby’s ass, the blonde began to grease the forward door, smearing sex juice everywhere so her whole crotch glistened with her cum. Then mounting a small stool to get the proper height for penetration, the woman pressed the prick into the wet hole. It took some moments of concentrated maneuvering between the two hot sluts, but once successful in their game, they had her impaled both front and back, their dicks colliding in her insides like two warring brothers. Shelby jerked, as though she’d rip apart; she felt her insides scream, and then melt under the pressing heat.


  Her moans were loud and deep-throated. The dark bitch reached around to twist her nipples as though the sensation of the fucking wasn’t enough. The crazy unison went on as though it might not cease at all. Then something of substance tore at last through Shelby’s form—and she came. The feeling wasn’t normal, but it lasted several minutes with the audience watching enthralled while the spent submissive rocked on the two fat pricks as if she wanted more.


  When the pair finally pulled out of Shelby’s crotch, they loosened the restraints and pushed the sub to the floor. Each, in turn, covered Shelby’s mouth with a wet snatch, and she lapped them to completion, while their long nails tangled in her hair, and their juice covered her face. The next thing Shelby understood was a lash lapping her at her hip. She was sitting on her heels, everything in her lower limbs aching from shins to knees to thighs to her empty crotch and ass.


  “Get dressed, slut,” the brunette snapped, throwing the halter and skirt before the stunned submissive.


  The two femmes hardly let up, attacking her with erratic strikes to her upper arms and hips as Shelby struggled back into her clothes. She winced several times as the crop cut at the tender skin at her sides. Finally dressed, she scampered back to Oliver’s table while they mocked her with nasty laughs.


  “Ah, have a seat,” her master graciously offered her the chair beside him. She was relieved to be safe again, but the feeling lasted only several seconds. Two men Shelby recognized from Oliver’s business meetings had joined her master at his table. Adversaries, she believed. Their expressions stung her with embarrassment.


  “Seems you have an attorney with many talents,” one of them declared.


  “Hadn’t I mentioned that she’s my sex slave?”


  “I’m sure you didn’t. You’re too much a wily fox for that.”


  Their snickers were vile, and so was her humiliation.


  “She’ll be happy to have you scour her cunt, if you’d like,” Oliver offered.


  “Ah, yes, a little revenge after the way she played us as fools.”


  Shelby’s next assignment was as incredible as everything else she’d done that night. Oliver had sealed his deals with her able assistance, only to turn her over to the enemy as though he were offering her as a gesture of peace, to mend any rift that might have surfaced because of the difficult negotiations. Conveniently, the nightclub had a back room where they could fuck. Though it was an artless screwing, it provided a satisfactory exclamation point to days of strained and nerve-wracking intrigue.


  As Oliver took his slave back to the chalet and tied her to the bed for the night, he smiled at her warmly.


  “I’ll fuck you when you’re less sore,” he whispered quietly. “Perhaps you’ll be happy to know that our work here is almost done.” She would have been happier if Oliver had joined her in bed despite her sore, worked crotch. Just the warmth of his arms would have been a treat. She wouldn’t have balked even if he used her to get off. Yet, the exhausted young woman slipped into a sound sleep so quickly, she had little time to bemoan her fate and hours ahead to dream.


  



  

  Chapter Fourteen


  


  “You’re a lovely one,” Nils said in a matter-of-fact tone. So often, he seemed lifeless, just as he was now. Droll in some respects, often bored, as though he was perpetually looking for something in the women he mastered that was impossible for any of them to give.


  He walked around her with a crop in his hand. She knelt on the floor, now sitting up, her legs tucked under her, her feet beneath the soft pouch of her ass. Hilary’s hands were clasped behind her neck making her tits stand at attention. Because she was naked, and there was a slight October breeze wafting her way, her nipples turned cold and shriveled hard as pebbles. Then too, it was possible she was aroused—though it was difficult to separate the sensations that came to her now. After so many days in the rarefied environment of resignation and subservience, she often found herself near the brink of an orgasm without realizing that she’d become aroused. The difficult training had so altered her perception of things that she spent most of her time in an unthinking stupor. Few thoughts connected with her brain cells. And yet, she was too far gone to worry that she’d lost something of herself. Her past was a collection of vague memories; her future was nothing more than a blur of what she lived with day to day. The voice of her dreams the only thing that connected her to the real world.


  “I have enjoyed you,” the master continued, as he flicked the crop on her flesh enough to sting. If she inspected the results—which she didn’t—she would have seen that the jabs and strikes left tiny marks, more to add to those that were burned into her daily. “I imagine as compliant as you’ve become that you’ll bring a fair price on the open market. Then of course, I could post you for sale in the underground where you’d fetch some truly handsome dollars.”


  His face reeked with a diabolical gleam—all this in broad daylight. He should have been wearing black, peering out of the devil’s fiery cavern. But no, he was dressed quite normally for Nils Grayling in a smoky dark business suit. Not a hair on his impeccable head was out of place. He was a well-contained man.


  The more the master spoke, the more Hilary’s mind awoke, reality taking painful jabs at the numbness of mind that characterized her life with Nils.


  “Then too, I have made promises.” He didn’t spell them out. “And I didn’t actually plan on your being an investment.” Was that in her favor? “The pictures I took of you in the last few days?” Did he expect her to remember? “They are on the Net now.” She remembered vaguely a camera clicking during one moment of suspension. The noise was annoying and made no sense until now. “I’ve already had some terrific offers, but I think I’ll wait for the auction tonight before striking a deal.” The memory of the last auction in the nightclub came glaringly back to mind with a pang of desire and sadness striking her as her thoughts settled on Oliver and Liza. She’d almost forgotten to miss them anymore. Was it that long ago? “To think, I can conduct the transaction right here. No messy scenes. I hook up the chat room and have your next master in an hour, his money in my account by morning.” He was amused at her expense. “My next sub is a Polynesian woman—my choice actually inspired by you. I found your dark complexion quite appealing and hers is brown to your tawny skin. I used to prefer the pale breath of whiteness for it marks so easily.” He didn’t explain more why that was so alluring. “I confess when I lose my desire for a woman, I simply can’t have her around. And it comes on so quickly.” She was used goods now, believing she should feel the abject and lowly status that had been conferred on her; but she felt nothing. “I hope to have you out of here by tomorrow morning, certainly by the time the sun sets. Unless, of course, this turns into a foreign exchange.” Had she become that vile undesirable? “There will be a camera trained on you during the auction. You’ll be asked to perform. The perfect form of submission will be expected of you.” Of course.


  Nils left her still clinging to the back of her neck with clasped palms. Once he exited the apartment, she took the liberty of breaking form and returning to her pallet to rest.


  ***


  The eye of the tiny camera transmitted Hilary’s image to brokers, flesh traders and a few independently buying masters. She stood in his living room, in the center of an elegant and expensive Oriental carpet, where the spike heels of her shoes dipped deeply into the plush fibers of the thick nap. Swaying nervously while Nils snapped her side with the crop, she changed positions on command. Nils wore a headset, listening to the bids of those with computer voice feeds, while she accentuated her assets for those whose eyes were glued to their monitors. The event was too abstract to be anything but another scene and this one much milder than any she’d endured as Nils’ slave. Yet, the effect was chilling on her nerves and imagination, which she hoped was more extreme than reality would find her a day later. Once the auction was complete, she was returned to her room, tied as usual for a night’s sleep. Nils assured her as the blindfold went over her eyes that she’d be conveyed to her new owner in the morning. From the shadowy insides of her mind she thought she heard the voice again, coming to reassure her.


  



  

  Chapter Fifteen


  


  Liza’s voice was shrill barking out commands to the housekeeper of Sparrowhawk. She let the older woman know that the girl in her charge was incompetent, a foolish mistake! The maid herself would know just how much before the day was over!


  Liza’s entire body shook with anger as she gazed at the mess her maid, Lena, had made of a new satin robe Oliver gave her for her birthday.


  “I’ll see her in the master’s study,” was her final judgment.


  “There, ma’am?” the woman questioned and rightfully so.


  “Perhaps the mood of the master’s study will impress on her the severity of her failings and inspire her reform.”


  “Then I’ll tell her to meet you there.” She questioned nothing from the master’s lips and little from Liza’s.


  Ann was subservient in her attention to duty, but she was not one of Oliver’s submissives. She did understand, however—since she’d been at Sparrowhawk for several years—that the maid, Lena, would undergo a sobering punishment, and willingly so. Few of Oliver’s hired staff were not subject to corporal punishment for errs in their work. Ann was the exception, though she’d long ago relinquished any squeamishness in subjecting a staff member to such treatment. It was as right as rain in the odd climate of Oliver’s estate.


  “And Ann?”


  “Yes, ma’am?” The gracious and rather attractive woman turned back to face the mistress of the house. “Have Mr. Salinger join us there.”


  “Yes, ma’am. Will my presence be required?”


  “No, my dear, not this time.”


  She seemed relieved and left quickly.


  ***


  Jack strode into Oliver’s study without knocking. “I was told you wanted me?”


  Liza and her maid had waited nearing twenty minutes for the caretaker to answer the summons. In that time, Lena stood arms at her side, fidgeting with her fingers, every few minutes staring toward the clock, commenting without permission about how, maybe it would be better if she just returned to work. Liza responded with a resounding, No! each time. She seethed, but kept her annoyance hidden, while she flipped through a catalogue of lingerie remembering how she and Hilary would giggle together through the pages of sexy underwear, wondering which outfits would provoke the best response from their master. Times like that had come to an end, she thought wistfully. Hearing Jack arrive, she looked up trying to disguise her irritation with the delay.


  “Ah, thank you for joining me. You must have been at the stables?”


  “No, I was busy in the garage.” His hands looked pink as though he’d just scrubbed them clean of grease.


  “I’ve interrupted something important you were doing?”


  He shrugged being deliberately snide. “Depends on the interruption. I hope this is something important.”


  Jack would have never spoken so insolently to Oliver. And if one of her female staff had been that flip, they would be joining Lena right now. Still, she couldn’t spend any time worrying over his attitude. In his own way, Jack Salinger reminded her so much of her husband, it was difficult to believe he wasn’t a champion of the arts that Oliver mastered so well. Then too, he had been duly appointed resident “Dom” until the master of the house returned. Perhaps he had every right to be so arrogant.


  “I need you to punish Lena’s ass—thoroughly,” Liza announced.


  “Ma’am?”


  “You are the disciplinarian while my husband’s gone?” she tried not to be haughty.


  “I suppose I am,” he answered readily.


  It was a sore subject with Liza—the punishment part of Jack’s job at Sparrowhawk. Despite the constant threat she’d lived with, she’d been unable to get the caretaker to commit to anything with her personally. It was the fire of just such an incident that she’d yearned for since her husband first made the threat. In fact, except for one torrid screwing in the pantry at midnight, Jack had virtually ignored her. He smiled at her slyly and fed her with sensuous come-ons that she couldn’t appropriately respond to because all the wrong people were around. He had her creaming her panties—when she wore them. Taking Oliver’s game seriously, and his teasing to an extreme, the rapacious sexual appetites she thrived on were once again going unattended in the way she desired.


  “Would you like me to use my hand, or did you have something else in mind?” the caretaker asked.


  “In the cabinet,” Liza motioned to the one on wall where Oliver kept all his dreadful implements.


  Jack moved directly to the tall mahogany doors, and opening them, swiftly chose the strap he desired and returned to the center of the room in front of Oliver’s desk. Ignoring Liza—who took a seat in a chair by the door, he spoke directly to the errant maid, “hands on the desk, Lena.”


  She was seen to shiver with that almost imperceptible allure that is so remarkably fascinating in a submissive woman. Lena was indeed submissively inclined; however, she’d never have the stamina or courage to be trained in the way that Oliver wanted his submissive women trained. There would be no way her flighty manner could be tamed into a disciplined slave. Likely, she couldn’t even think that far, and found the routine of regular corporal punishment enough to satisfy what longings she entertained. Now, however, she was reeking with excitement and fear, and was no doubt aroused by the man with the strap. Her humiliation was apparent from the rosy blush on her fair cheeks, though there was an excited titter in her manner, like that of a schoolgirl being reprimanded by a stern but handsome headmaster.


  Lena was a robust young woman of twenty-five, who regularly wore clothes she must have rescued from her granny’s attic. Her close fitting dresses—and she always wore dresses—clung to the curves of her full bosom and wide hips, narrowing appropriately at her still slim waist. Her attire had a steamy and sensuous 40’s look, though it was not exactly designed to be sexual. On another woman, the dresses might hang as lazy sacks. But on Lena, they had the effect of drawing out the lovely assets Mother Nature had so richly bestowed on her—which was one reason Oliver kept her around. He’d never screw her—she wasn’t worthy of that much attention, but he loved the look of her, and enjoyed having her as bait to taunt his wife when she needed a good tease. Kept Liza on her toes. There was something about Lena’s incompetence that was a blessing to him as well. His wife was often too damn brazen for her own submissive good.


  Now, Lena was as voluptuously arrayed as usual, wearing a green print dress in a pattern of leaves. The clinging cotton seemed to massage her body as she moved, and bending over to grab the edge of the desk, her round behind appeared to expand beyond the limits of the material—the crack of her ass clearly visible through the cloth.


  Liza saw the admiration in her caretaker’s eyes, feeling herself slightly green with envy over the maid’s position of repose. Taking his task seriously, Jack pulled up the skirt with a swiftly moving hand, and bared Lena’s bottom with a swipe at the thong panty tucked between the cleft of her cheeks. The measure was hardly necessary for a good strapping of her behind, but it was a ceremonial gesture that any good dominant would use. A truly submissive woman wears no panties when she’s being spanked. A good deal of punishment is the humiliation, and having her most private features vulnerable to the eye is a potent part of that. And yet, if Lena felt anything at this point but titillation, Liza would be surprised.


  With Lena’s bare behind arrayed before him, Jack stood to one side and measured the distance of the strike—he’d chosen a hefty two and a half foot strap. Determining the appropriate position took just seconds, and before either Liza or her maid could truly catch their breath, the caretaker was laying the flat of the strap on the young woman’s fleshy buttocks.


  “Ohmigod ouch!” she roared almost instantly. Jack didn’t bother to warm her up with a few soft strikes, so the sudden force had to sting like hell.


  Liza smiled to herself seeing her maid filled with such dismay. And Jack was hardly sympathetic with her plight. Hearing her miserable wails, he barked out, “Hush!” to silence the noisy clamor.


  “Oh, sir please!” she barked right back. An event that only made the youthful dominant strike her pink flesh with a heartier blow. The girl stamped her feet as if she was stepping on hot sand or an anthill, or a thousand bees were stinging her legs.


  Jack paused once to let the woman’s hot ass cool and her gyrations cease, then he began again with the same determined power. He had a mighty right arm—evident by his strong flexing biceps bulging from his denim work shirt. Oh, to see him stripped again, and all those youthful muscles! Liza was in awe of his no-nonsense style of punishment—and there was no doubt that’s exactly what this was—punishment. He certainly measured up to the best of doms in tenacity. To ignore the nasty hollering, showing no sign of sympathy, distinguished him as a most able master—even if he denied the fact.


  The fire of excitement made the room hot. The two submissives seemed locked together in their experience of the passion—one the yielding recipient, the other the thrilled observer. Then suddenly, with an abruptness that left both Liza and Lena stunned, Jack stopped. The flustered maid was still flexing and clenching her burnished behind in anticipation of his starting again. But no, he was quite finished with this punishment.


  “Pull up your panties and pull down your dress,” he had to order her before she’d move. “And whatever you’ve done to earn this, I’d suggest you make amends and resolve to do better.”


  “Yes, sir,” she said rising warily, staring with bright bold eyes into Jack’s narrowed ones. She was inadvertently backing away in awe, as though she expected him to attack. Again, her chest heaved passionately while her thighs quivered beneath the blanket of leaves that dropped over her sweaty skin. “Yes, sir.” Her eyes remained glued to the man, turning quickly from distraught to a sexily drooping look of lust.


  Ignoring the desire pouring from the young woman, Jack turned to Liza. “Sufficient?”


  “Yes. Perfectly.”


  “Good,” he smiled. “Now, it’s your turn.”


  “My turn?” She looked at him with disbelief.


  “I’ve heard plenty of stories that warrant a reprimand, Miss Liza. Would you like me to recount them in front of your maid?”


  “You’re going to punish me now? Here?”


  “I could get more creative, but I’m not sure you’d like that.”


  By now, Liza’s eyes were as fixed on the smoldering Jack Salinger as Lena’s were. She rose from her chair by the side of the room and faced her caretaker eye to eye, appraising him carefully. The allure of being punished by the man had taken a different tone in the last fifteen minutes since the scene with Lena began. The idea of being dressed down in front of her own maid was something only Oliver had the right to do. And yet, Jack had taken Oliver’s place. To defy him would certainly be a dangerous misstep. What else could she do?


  Without another word, Liza moved to the desk, bent over, and rested her arms on the cool surface. She could see where Lena’s fingers had made imprints in the dark sateen surface. And as though it was rising from a pool of liquid, she could see her face in the shining wood. There was both fear and pride in her expression.


  The feel of Jack’s hands was remarkable. Though his touch was brief and efficient, she felt a stunning electric charge dash up her spine. The back of her short skirt was pushed off her ass, and wearing no panties, she was ready to take the strap.


  “Part your legs,” he commanded. This was not an order he’d given Lena, and it seemed to be a means of distinguishing her from her maid. “I expect you’ll be a better recipient, Mistress of Sparrowhawk,” he mocked her, and then began.


  The feel of the strap was instantly brutal, though she counted on it being harsh after what she’d just witnessed. He laid into her firmly; and with a proud mien, Liza held her tongue, letting only a few agonized grunts and groans escape her lips. She did move like crazy when her skin was too hot to take more. But with focus and a determination born of much practice, she kept her response dutifully subdued. When Jack finished, he said nothing until he’d returned the strap to the cabinet. As he was about to exit the room, Liza only then rising, he finally spoke with the only reprimand she’d hear, “Oliver’s right. You have a bitchy streak in you a mile wide. I can understand why it takes this kind of thing to keep it contained.”


  As he was leaving, Liza tugged her skirt over her hot hips, while Lena stood awkwardly at the side of the room, unsure what her next move should be. “I guess I should get back to work?”


  “Yes, you should,” Liza answered attempting to restore some dignity.


  Both women glanced at Jack’s swaggering form as he opened the door, but his eyes were clearly on the maid alone. He smiled at the vampish young woman, and she warmed seductively in reply, her body swaying in a very appealing way. One would assume the two were thinking of fucking. And Liza again felt left out again.


  At six that evening, Liza watched as her maid, with a bottle of wine from the kitchen pantry in her hand, tripped down the path to the garage. Once Lena slipped out of sight, Liza tried to put the pair in the upstairs garret out of her thoughts. But with the windows open on this warm October night, she could hear the maid giggling playfully. Annoyed, she closed the windows and pulled the blinds.


  In his second story garret, Jack Salinger greeted the luscious slut with a broad smile. They drank her wine, and guzzled a second bottle while Jack’s hands roved the flesh he’d so thoroughly worked that afternoon. He couldn’t have asked for a more willing sex partner. She opened her thighs like a whore and loved a hard cock driven to the end of her cunt. Her big breasts wriggled beneath him, so he raised himself above so her could watch her bobbing nipples. She’d smeared the aureoles with red lipstick, making the center buds rise like tiny volcanoes of hot heat. He bounced her broad ass atop his bed, springs squawking, mattress creaking, his cock getting almost sore in the process. She came three times that he could count, the little vamp moaning as though she were dying. She clung to the sheets beside her, her fists tightening each time, until some wave of ecstasy passed though her belly and groin, and with a deep breath, she relaxed back with a surrendering sigh. He ejaculated just once—having other plans for the night, and then shooed the maid away, her arms and lips still trying to cling to him. Only a good firm shove finally broke the ropes of her clench.


  Liza was as envious as she often was when there was fucking going on without her. When she heard the sound of Lena’s laughter about ten nine o’clock, she was pounding out a story on her keyboard, trying to keep her mind off the randy lovers fucking in her old garret. But hearing her maid’s silly cooing as the girl drunkenly bumped into walls stumbling through the kitchen door, the pangs of sexual hunger almost made her cry in desperation.


  It was past midnight when the house phone rang for the mistress of the house as she was dozing in her lonely bed. Certain that the call was from her husband, she drew herself from a drowsy stupor, answering, “Evening, darling.”


  “Nice of you to think of me so kindly,” Jack Salinger’s voice turned her psyche on its end.


  “‘Scuse me. I thought you were Oliver.”


  “Sorry to disappoint you. I talked to your husband this afternoon, and I doubt he’ll call you tonight.”


  “He called you?” she answered surprised.


  “Why not? Now, how about getting that sweet ass of yours to the garret.”


  “At this hour?”


  “You never let up, do you? I can see why your husband needs real submissive women when his wife is so divided in her inclinations?”


  “Divided?” Her groggy mind struggled to understand his point.


  “Get up here now or I’ll give you twice what I gave you this afternoon.”


  “You know I’ll do anything you want, Jack.”


  “Then get your ass out of bed.”


  Lisa was up the instant the phone went dead, throwing a short green robe over her shoulders, and darting from her room barefoot and anxious as a first time slave getting her first order.


  She didn’t need to knock on the garret door; it was open a crack through which she could see the warm glow of Jack’s lit hurricane lamp spreading a sensuous luminescence into the murky corners of the room. He was polishing black boots with a grey/brown rag, while the muscles of his broad shoulders worked the thick cream into the handsome leather. Seeing Liza, he didn’t stop what he was doing; though he did sit up in the straight-backed chair and looked her in the eye.


  “You’re quick.”


  “You’re demanding.”


  “Am I measuring up?”


  “Measuring up to what? You’re either the most remarkable natural Dom I’ve ever met, or you’re a skilled master who’s been fucking with me since you got here.”


  “I’m that good, huh?” He put the boot and polish down then rose from his chair, sauntering toward her sporting a grin so devilish it might have turned her knees into putty if she weren’t used to weak knees, a faint fluttering heart and men that made that kind of rakish move.


  “You’re better than good,” she said.


  “And you want to fuck?”


  “Of course I want to fuck. You want me to cower at your feet? Beg? I’m a slut, what can I say?”


  “You know I fucked your maid this evening?”


  “As if the whole world didn’t know.”


  “She’s good.”


  “But I’m better.”


  “Yeah, I already tasted the goods,” he seethed to her very quietly. He stood so close she could feel his breath when he spoke, and he needed only to whisper to get his message across.


  Liza’s hands dropped to her side and her robe slipped open. She shook it off her shoulders then let her fingers glide across the bulge in his pants.


  “She wore me out,” he said.


  “Oh, I doubt that,” Liza purred.


  “Perhaps you could prove it,” Jack said smugly.


  Pulling the zipper on his jeans, she dropped to the floor between his bare feet. Once parting the sides of his fly, she pulled his dick from inside. The meat of him still limp, her mouth took the whole of it inside where she squeezed the flesh with firm jaws, drawing it in and out as it began to flower inside her mouth. His cock expanding briskly, she struggled to contain it all, while Jack’s hand, grasping volumes of the red hair, kept the thing from falling free, even for a second. She opened her throat to swallow more, relaxing, holding off the reflex to gag, and then breathed freely when he pushed her face away.


  “Grab the end of the table, Liza, reach!” he shot off the order as he drew her to her feet and flung her groin into the kitchen table so her torso was pressed to the smooth cold vinyl surface.


  Obeying the order, she stretched to the far end of the table where her fingers could barely curl over the edge and hang on. Jack solved her problem by wrapping her wrists three times with a length of thick rope and tying her down to the base of the table. At the other end, her toes could hardly touch the floor.


  “Like being vulnerable?”


  “Yes, sir,” she answered, breathlessly anxious. He’d had her before, why was she tingling so madly this time?


  “And you liked getting strapped?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “And you like canes?”


  She shuddered deeply. “Yes, sir.”


  “And you’ll take the cane now?”


  “I’ll do what you want. I have no choice.”


  “No. I guess you don’t.”


  She felt the unseen implement whisk through the air with lightning speed, and land with a biting pain on center of her ass. Remains of the strap from her afternoon punishment were only memories now, but the remains of the cane would be with her for days. Her shrieks were subdued, and because he gave her time to breathe between each cut, there was little struggle. He finished at sixteen, her mind was still aware enough to make the mental count.


  Because he was so enamored with the beauty of her resplendently wounded ass, Jack sat down in a chair and drank a beer letting the mistress of Sparrowhawk twitch before him in her yielding repose, as her skin shivered with its nerve endings raw. Her body weight was heavy against her bound wrists, but she made no outward protest. Finishing off the brew, Jack rose to his feet, grabbed the bottle and pushed the open end into her pussy, which made her inner muscles clench, and tiny spasms forecast what would likely follow. Once the glass was coated with her juice, he pulled it free and wiggled it into the darker, tighter hole of her ass, working the neck into her expanding rear door until she began to release the deathlike grip of her muscles. As the channel relaxed, the broadening base of the bottle slipped inside. It would only go so far, but that was far enough for Jack. Prodding the thing in and out as furiously as he would his cock, he could see the randy woman respond as though she was scared but too excited to contain the fermenting arousal.


  It was a relief for Liza when Jack replaced the beer bottle with his dick. She worried with bottles—that one would break—though she’d never been that unlucky. His cock felt like heaven driving far into the spasming channel. The desire to expel him fought with the urge to have him deeper than any man had ever gone. How far could she go?


  The fucking was hard, definitely not the pretty kind. He grabbed her ass and squeezed till her skin around his firm grasping fingers turned white and the welts from the cane turned numb in their soreness, and one hellish ache swept Liza’s body. He came with his groin smashed into her ass, his cock fixed and spewing sperm, the orifice jolting around him, her climax about to break free.


  Jack moved a hand to find the bud of Liza’s sex. Pinching the hardened clit, he ordered, “Cum bitch,” and she obeyed as though that was the command she was waiting for. She clenched for him with her empty cunt, and cried with a voice mouthing exclamations that remained caught in her throat. Liza lay dazed on his old dinette, embarrassed by Jack Salinger’s power to satisfy what ached so hotly within her.


  ***


  The message light on the phone in Liza’s bedroom was blinking when she returned to her bedroom at two o’clock in the morning. Oliver had called on the house phone while she was gone and it took some seconds to restore a clear head before she called him back.


  “Gone all hours of the night?” he asked after her cheerful greeting.


  “I couldn’t sleep.”


  “I see.”


  “And how are you and Shelby?” she asked.


  “Well. And you and Jack?”


  “Why would you mention Jack?”


  “I understand there was an altercation.”


  “No altercation. He just thought I needed to settle myself.” She paused. “Lena pissed me off again.”


  “He punished both of you, I understand. I’d have liked to have seen that.”


  “I bet you would have,” she agreed, trying to sound amused and spunky.


  “Behave yourself, my love.”


  “It was only a small matter, besides it relieved the tension.”


  “Then that’s good. I called, though, because I was afraid you might hear whispers of this through my friends, should anyone try calling me.”


  “Hear about what?”


  “Nils Grayling sold Hilary last night,” he said abruptly.


  “To whom?” she answered with an anxious pang of sorrow hurting her heart yet one more time.


  “Private collector.”


  “A collector?”


  “That’s what’s understood.”


  “Then we won’t hear from her again?”


  “That’s what usually happens in this case.”


  “I wish you…” she stopped.


  “Hadn’t auctioned her away? Say it.”


  “You know how I feel.”


  “I know the situation couldn’t remain as it was, Liza.”


  She kept submissively silent, holding back her anger and her grief. On the surface she remained composed, while inside, she felt as though she was breaking apart. Not that she’d had hopes of Hilary’s return, but this new fate seemed even more ominous than what her dear lover had already suffered.


  “Will you be coming home soon?” she asked.


  “A couple weeks yet, I think.”


  “You’re sorely missed.”


  “I know. And I miss you.”


  He knew how the news of Hilary would hurt and was kind with her until their conversation ended.


  



  

  Chapter Sixteen


  


  The morning pumped fresh life through Liza’s weary veins. Sexy thoughts commingled with devious ones, combined with sassy ones, and inspired naughty schemes. Her head was full of adventure to ward off her misery, and she announced to Jack—as he was grabbing a pop tart in the kitchen to her disapproving glare, saying, “I thought we didn’t keep those things in this kitchen,” to which Jack shrugged, and she went on with her announcement—“great news in the works though…I’m having a soiree this weekend.”


  “Soiree?” he raised his eyebrows drolly. “What the hell’s that?”


  “A sex party,” a bold Lena quipped as she walked by with a load of Liza’s laundry in her arms, “an orgy, a debauchery, a wild free-for-all.” The maid’s eyes went wild.


  Jack stared at the Mistress of Sparrowhawk with a bit of judgment in his expression. “Does your husband know?” he asked with an accusing ring in his voice.


  “I talked to him last night,” she shot right back without mentioning that her conversation with Oliver had nothing to do with a soiree.


  “I see,” he obviously wasn’t convinced.


  “You can come,” she kept on smiling happily. Half her excuse for having the affair was having Jack there.


  “Ah. I don’t think so. I’m not much into parties.”


  “Oh, but I’ll be disappointed.”


  “Sorry.” He shrugged again, totally unapologetic, and walked out.


  ***


  With the weekend just five days away, there was hardly enough time to arrange the affair that Liza planned; though she was elated to have five positive responses to the eight invitations she texted to her randy friends. The soiree was an inspiration of the flesh—and a damn good move to heal the hurt that resided in quiet beneath her surface enthusiasm. Accepting Liza’s invitation were Janna and Avriel, delicious vamps just like herself, Janna submissive, Avriel a flaming Domme. The Femdom would work out okay since the vivaciously deviant woman enjoyed topping females as well as men. With Trevor James attending—a man comfortable in either a dominant or submissive role—Avriel should be completely content with three subs to entertain her. Funny, Liza worried mostly about pleasing Avriel. Bryan Kale and Timothy Adams could easily take care of themselves, either voyeuring or topping her and Janna as they pleased. Neither man was particularly demanding—except, of course, during a scene. They were simply happy to be getting some safe, sensuous and S&M action for an entire weekend.


  Liza’s only disappointment was not getting Jack to participate. She teased him twice more with alluring invitations and then gave up, with her final offer, “You can always change your mind.”


  “I’m sure I won’t,” he replied. Liza did notice him raising an eyebrow when he heard that the mistress had extended an invitation to her maid, Lena. Liza’s reasoning was simple, the young woman was dying for such an opportunity—one that would not be afforded her if Oliver were home. More importantly, Liza hoped Lena’s attendance would be just the thing to lure the caretaker into the game, sweetening the pot with a woman he’d already enjoyed.


  On Friday evening at nine, the mistress of Sparrowhawk was aglow as the first of her guests arrived at the estate. Bryan and Timothy rang the bell first. After they were warmly greeted, they quickly settled into the opulence of the living room with glasses of brandy to warm the October chill from their bones. They were men of means, Bryan a young, athletic thirty years of age with defined, a bold stark manner, and a kind heart—all of which made him a very good Dom. Timothy was nearing sixty, a settled gentlemanly man, portly and quite gentle on the surface. However, having practiced S&M with many subs over many years, he could wield a whip with expert finesse and bring any submissive to the heights of ecstasy with his well-laid out manner of conducting a scene. He didn’t consider himself a lifestyle Dom, but a dabbler in the art, indeed a gift to a yielding woman. When he was on, he was extraordinary, and any submissive woman could easily get beyond his less than handsome appearance.


  Janna turned up next at Liza’s door, the demure brunette faintingly beautiful in one of her signature whalebone corsets. This one was a luscious ivory color, trimmed with rose-colored embroidery. The eyelets up the back of the garment laced her ample body into a definitive hourglass, her hips generously billowing below. Her ass was two pillows of tight creamy flesh that tapered into a pair of bountiful and gleaming thighs. Her private parts were shaved clean of hair from pussy to ass, and peeking between her flushed pink labia—she would already be throbbing with excitement as she doffed her coat before the appreciative eyes of the men that would take her—there was a lovely ornament pierced through her clitoris—not the hood of her clit, but the clitoris itself. Liza had witnessed the astounding ceremony two years before when the brave young woman gave in to her current master, allowing him to mark her body in such a profound manner. It was a breathtaking moment. A great shudder of energy had traversed her quivering form when the needle shot though the center of her sex bud. The cry from the poor woman’s lips was as exquisite as her bound, splayed body. All who watched that day turned into devoted admirers of this surrendering beauty. While the master/slave affair had been torrid, it was, unfortunately, a grand mistake. Damon was far too critical of her submissive inclinations. She was an apt pupil and a dutiful slave, but everyone in their community doubted that any woman, save the most self-disparaging, could please that man. The extremes to which he practiced his art were considered just one step shy of Nils Grayling, who was the most fanatical master anyone had witnessed in some years.


  As Janna was giving the two dominant fellows an up close look at the charm dangling from her piercing—Lena arrived, collared and nervous. She wore a short chemise of pale pink silk in a style that matched the 40’s look she so commonly wore. Her collar was pink leather, trimmed with heavy black embroidery, something Liza fortuitously found in a trunk of fetish clothes. It perfectly matched the silk that clung to Lena’s voluptuous shape. Her feet were tucked into high pink mules; and though she was overtly nervous, this being her first party, she added a graceful and seductive allure to the room.


  Bryan and Timothy were hard-pressed to know which lovely submissive to focus their attention on, and, of course, they couldn’t ignore their hostess. Liza kept her attire simple, wearing a traditional slave’s leather collar and a functional black satin corset with a transparent skirt sewn into the lower edge. She was barefoot—a style Oliver particularly liked with his submissives. It suggested humility. Her red hair was piled in a loose configuration at the back of her head, secured with an oriental pick. The wild ends of her hair danced about her pretty face, giving her the aura of a woman who’d just been well fucked. Arriving next with whip in hand, Avriel Tereshkova, a finely sculptured Russian diva, descended like a pure breath of winter’s most chilling air. She was six feet two, if she was an inch, in thigh-high stiletto boots. She wore brown suede riding jodhpurs and a tight-fitting leather jacket with a neat row of buttons trailing smartly up her torso from navel to neckline. Painted in startling detail, her face was strong and proud, beyond the traditional use of the term “haughty.” It was even more accentuated by the sleek look of her short black hair, slicked back against her head so severely it would seem to strain her face, while it defined her features. Striding into the room, she took one look at Lena and scowled, moving readily on to the familiar Janna.


  Trevor James was the last to appear, and quite embarrassed to be so presumably late. He apologized profusely to Liza, grasping her warm hand in his. He was a small and wiry fellow who stared his hostess in the eye with his green eyes jumping lively. Liza found his frenetic style disturbing until after a few calming drinks when the mood of sex soothed his frayed edges. Then, he moved with whatever action moved him most, usually with whatever scene needed his imagination, as either a sub or Dom. He was perfect in both places, but seemed most happy when he was under the thumb of a woman like Avriel. Liza hoped the two wouldn’t lose themselves in each other. She needed the intensity of both to keep the energy of the party electric.


  Timothy Adams was immediately on fire for Lena. He whispered his first commands in her ear. Though she was a good inch taller than he was, they seemed quite suited, her body abundant enough to match his hefty one. She stood stock still while he made his way around her body, snapping a leash to her collar, and gently coaxing her into a trusting agreement with him as the cane in his hand teased her fidgety flesh. When he ordered her to remove the dress, she was all too aware of the eyes riveted her way, except for Avriel’s. The young woman would be regarded the entire weekend as unsuitable for the role of submissive, and not worth the woman’s time. Even without the snobbish domme’s attention, Lena had much to bear. Such surrender was new to her timid and flighty ways, and each command seemed both nonsensical and thrilling. Lifting her dress over her head, she was almost in tears as she stood stark naked before Liza’s guests.


  “Lovely,” Timothy commented.


  “She’s untried,” Liza informed him.


  “But most pleasant,” the enthused man answered. “You’ll honor the guests at this party, Lena. Drop to your knees.”


  Lena dropped to the floor on hands and knees, correctly second guessing the master who intended to have her crawl from one guest to the next, bowing at each pair of feet and kissing the carpet beside their toes. When she came to Avriel, it was expected that the domme would put her booted foot on the lowly sub’s neck, but she refused to honor anything this imposter tried. Did she discern so quickly some inner truth about Liza’s maid? Or was she just too obstinate to deal with anyone so green and unskilled? The rest of Liza’s party found Lena quite provocative for just those reasons. But while Lena completed her task, Avriel continued with her plans for Janna, moving the corseted submissive to the rack Jack Salinger had moved into the living room for the weekend festivities. The “X” form, hulking in the corner as the guests arrived, was now pulled to a more prominent place, looming giant-like in the gentile room. While Timothy, with cane in hand, rapped Lena’s lovely flanks for perceived faux pas, Janna was strung up to the cross pieces of the rack, high enough so that her toes barely touched the foot-board. Avriel clamped Janna across the buttocks with a dozen pinchers, and then watched her flesh jiggle beneath the ivory corset, her legs quivering and her shoulders working hard getting used to the strain.


  With Liza’s soiree heating with excitement, Trevor joined Avriel in Janna’s torture, and Bryan waited for Liza’s first free moment. Their hostess began the music to accompany her fest, then lit incense to create a sensuous cloud of smoke, and lowered the lights to ones that only glimmered obscurely. Sparrowhawk’s vast spaces became a cozy den where the dark lore of the revelers burgeoned with expectancy. She could see the possibilities appearing before her and smiled to herself proudly. All this accomplished, Liza suddenly felt the firm grip of Bryan Kale’s hand on her wrist.


  “Certainly you don’t want to be without your own flesh satisfied,” he cooed in her ear.


  “Certainly not,” she purred back quietly.


  Bryan replied immediately, putting Liza to the floor in a pose she’d maintain for nearly an hour. She’d wait until Janna had screamed through the gag in her mouth, signaling the first raw orgasm from Avriel’s strap on in her ass. As Avriel’s submissive finished serving her cunt and Trevor’s cock, the dominant femme could turn from one slave to the next. Once the initial scene was over, the mistress of Sparrowhawk would be bested by two, while the rest of the room watched in awe of her complete surrender.


  Liza knew she’d be strung to the pulley, hoisted above the floor, her legs spread to the far ends of a spreader and her breasts tightly bound. They’d taken her corset, deciding that it was unnecessary. Then they came at her with clamps, a gag, blindfold, and heavy hasps that pinched her nipples until they were white without a drop of blood flowing through the crimped flesh. Her ass was made raw with the two spanking the surface with their hands. Then they moved on with whips to flog the skin scarlet. Her back became a mass of striations, as did the front of her thighs. She screamed for awhile before the pleasure caught up with her pained body. Then the heat of her physical passion began to release in a wild wave that jerked through her savagely until she finally hung lifelessly limp. As Avriel returned to Janna, Bryan pulled Liza from bondage and held her gently to his chest, stroking the sweaty hair that clung to her back. She fell to her knees hearing his silent command to serve him; and opening the fly of his pants, she swallowed his throbbing member until she felt it begin to spew his abundant seed. There was a sweetness to the tangy brew that tasted pleasant to her parched mouth. For once in a long string of weeks, her desire was being satisfied.


  The revelry was falling away into darkness. With lights in the room dimming and the incense now a faint remembrance, the rooms on the second floor of Sparrowhawk opened for the weary guests. Lena slept at the foot of Timothy’s bed—this her first true night as a slave. Avriel slept with Trevor, the man turning into a grateful submissive before the night was out. And Janna, not wanting to sleep alone, lay down on the small sliver of bed the two afforded her. She had to work to get Avriel’s attention with Trevor so willing to do anything nasty the woman asked. She had her strapon greasing his ass long before dawn.


  Even Liza had a companion in her bed—the first in several weeks. Deliriously happy about the soiree she’d created, she found Bryan’s arms a comfort through the long sleeping hours, until daylight, at noon, when she finally awoke.


  “I hope I haven’t presumed too much here,” she heard Bryan call from her bath as he finished a shower.


  “Heavens no! You should have awakened me. I would have joined you,” she called to him as she climbed from bed.


  “You’ve had this affair without Oliver,” he declared, quite impressed with the move. “He’s being mighty lenient these days.”


  “He’s having his fun with a new applicant—in Germany,” Liza quipped.


  “So this must be your compensation.”


  She would only hope the result would be that favorable when Oliver found out—and he would find out. By then, however, she hoped her party was long over and she would be so submissively satisfied that it wouldn’t matter what horror he had in store to make her pay for this unauthorized fling. Of course, she would argue that he’d given her no directive against such a gathering, but she imagined that reasoning wouldn’t impress him.


  As Bryan and Liza moved through the house on the way to brunch in the dining room, she could only hope that she’d finally attracted Jack Salinger’s lust for the unusual. Her hope was that he’d join them before the day was over.


  Saturday, Liza backed away from most of the action, playing hostess, so Bryan turned his attention to Janna—and at that point the submissive was ready for another scene. The formidable Avriel was in a bitchy mood—going for extremes that required a submissive attitude Janna wasn’t sure she could accomplish—just yet. The party languished on through the day from scene to scene, to dips in the hottub and even munching popcorn in the TV room with flicks from one of Liza’s past soirees playing on the screen. Exhaustion was evident by evening, the scenes less fierce, and for a while there was a genuine orgy of roving bodies, none particularly concerned with who was topping who and who was on the bottom. Even Avriel lay back yieldingly and let two men service her with lapping tongues. Once she was almost knocked out by the sexual fires moving through her, a courageous Lena took over at the woman’s cunt, expertly laying a tongue to the throbbing clit. Surely, Avriel assumed the attending female was Janna or Liza, and only when she opened her eyes to see Lena’s sassily triumphant face peering at her did the bright smile of rapture quit the Domme’s face. Her dismay didn’t last long since she was in the throes of a maddening climax. Once it was over, however, she handily dismissed the initiate’s work as paltry at best. Lena was smart enough to know otherwise.


  The group slept half the night on cushions and pillows in the living room, and finished their long nurturing sleep again upstairs in the cooler more comfortable bedrooms of the house.


  On Sunday, there was brunch at noon, a repast full of delicious treats. The smiles were warm but weary, the eyes grateful and content—even Avriel didn’t scowl at Lena. Then, one by one, Liza’s guests left Sparrowhawk breathing deeply of the bodily satisfaction that comes from two days of erotic satiation.


  As Liza closed the door on the last of her guests, only she and Lena remained. Turning to her maid, she spoke more kindly to her than she had in weeks, “Work begins again Monday morning at eight. Enjoy the rest of the day. Perhaps you know a little more about what you want in your life.”


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  “Maybe we’ll talk about it some time.” Liza might have queried her right then, but spotting Jack Salinger at the far end of the foyer, leaning nonchalantly against a doorpost, she strolled his way.


  “You finished?” he asked as she approached.


  “We are,” she replied.


  “Then I’ll remove the rack.”


  “Fine idea. Too bad you missed the fun.”


  While her caretaker had been first in her thoughts as the soiree began, his visage hadn’t appeared in her mind once since sometime the previous day. He almost seemed out of place now, like a piece of the past. And yet, with just one glance his way, one tiny conversation, her body was hungering for him again as fiercely as ever. Damn! Would he never let go of her body and brain?


  After removing the equipment absconded for the party from various other parts of the house, Jack met Liza in her morning room. She was reading a draft of her next book and he waited patiently for her to look up.


  “I imagine it would make no impression to punish you tonight, while you’re so worn out and dreamy-eyed. But I’ll see you in the stable at noon tomorrow, Mistress”—this time the twist on the word mistress was undeniably sarcastic—”with your pants down,” he added just to be sure she got the message.


  “What!” Liza was about to launch into a nasty tirade. “Don’t even think about it…”


  But Jack cut her off. “I’ll see you at noon, not a moment later.” He stalked off before she got over the shock.


  Seeing the caretaker disappear, it was difficult to believe that her body could rise to the occasion with desire to match the many fiercely throbbing moments she’d enjoyed during her weekend. But there it was, roaring up like a brand new furnace. She could have questioned his reasons for punishing her, but it was probably foolish to believe that her half-truths had gone undetected. She’d hoped to have played the ruse a little while longer, but as long as she’d been found out, she might as well let the atonement begin and get the worst of it over with before Oliver returned. He couldn’t do much more when his proxy had already taken care of the matter.


  



  

  Chapter Seventeen


  


  The chill of fall lingered in the air until nearly noon during these early autumn days—only sometimes warming to a pleasant afternoon heat. The stable would not be a cozy spot to take her licking but she’d been through worse. And she’d been with worse masters, punishing her for more flagrant crimes. Still, Liza accepted the fact that Jack would take extra measures on this occasion to make certain that she was hurting to the degree that he was offended.


  She wondered all evening long just how much Jack would tell her husband. Until she fell asleep, she was scared to death that Oliver might call and give her a tongue-lashing at least as painful as the whipping she’d get the next day. Thankfully, that didn’t happen. When he didn’t call, she should have been relieved. Instead, she was uneasy. She couldn’t be sure what was so troubling, but there was something rumbling in the air—disquieting and powerful.


  Feeling the chill in the stable, the hair on the back of her neck stood on end. She knew something more formidable than she imagined awaited her, and for just an instant, she was sure that Oliver would step from the shadows and she’d have to face him with her blatant misdeed. She breathed more easily seeing it was just Jack waiting for her. Though his face was grim, he seemed the less offensive of Sparrowhawk’s masters. He didn’t even call himself a master, just an innocent bystander. She still doubted that fact, but there was no real evidence to prove otherwise.


  What Liza didn’t expect was the vehemence of the confrontation.


  “You’ve made a foolish mockery of me, Liza,” was his first charge. He went on to detail a list of her current offenses. “You can’t imagine the feeling of stupidity. That I actually believed you had your husband’s permission for that party of yours.”


  “I never said he gave me permission,” she reminded him with just enough sass in her voice to stir his ire. At that comment his face darkened and his eyes turned hostile. She was certain he’d slap her face, certain she’d seen his right hand twitch with desire, certain any instant she’d feel the sting to her left cheek.


  “You’re a scheming swine,” he charged.


  “Good God, that bad?” she sounded even more flippant and that riled him beyond words. The battle to keep from slapping her was lost in that instant. A raw surge of power overtook them both, with Liza suddenly feeling Jack’s hand forcefully meet her face. The hot bite of his palm radiated from her cheek, tearing through her body and producing a sexual rush to arouse the dead.


  Once the initial shock was over, she brought her palm to her face to soothe the ache. “I’m sorry,” she immediately tried making amends for her err in judgment.


  “You’re damned right, you are. As sorry as I am. Until today, I’ve never slapped a woman on the face. But you, I’d do it again without a second thought.”


  If she needed a definition for angry she’d certainly found it. His anger seemed to immerse him in a forbidding cloud, but then, quite suddenly his expression transformed, and she watched his mouth curl into a snide smirk.


  “You were a pretty picture strung up, having your body worked.”


  “You saw me?”


  “Oh, I saw a whole lot more than you probably would like.”


  “Then you were curious?”


  “Yeah, curious. But I still like my women best one at a time, just as I’ll have you. Now take off your pants and go over the bar,” he said, nodding to the sawhorse nearby. She’d been over it before, though it seemed as though the last time it was a playful excursion at the hands of her husband.


  Following orders, she removed her jeans—she’d worn them on the off chance that she’d be riding that day. Obviously, that was never what the man had in mind. Now, it seemed silly, especially struggling to get them off while he waited scowling. The cool of the stable actually felt good, as hot as she was both inside and out.


  Her ass quivered. Goose bumps rose on her skin. Going over the bar, she looked back to see Jack with a hefty leather paddle in his hand. Seems he’d been raiding Oliver’s cabinet of implements, either that or he’d purchased one that looked exactly like one that hung in the study closet. She couldn’t remember when she last felt the bite of this vile-looking thing. Taking one deep breath—because that was all the time she had—Liza turned back and stared at her strained hands grasping tight the bar before her.


  Thwack! The first smack landed hard. Those that followed, followed briskly as he danced the paddle over flesh still recuperating from a weekend full of hard-hitting scenes. He offered no mercy, living up to his short reputation for being efficiently brusque with punishment. The ferocious heat could not be quelled with cries or pleas or fancy footsteps. Her fast-jiggling derriere was worked to the point where she was ready to dive over the bar to the other side—regardless of the resulting reprimand. But spared that fate, the paddling abruptly halted. Once again, a premonition of some import unnerved her—and this time with such a dreadful foreboding that she opened her eyes and stared back, seeing as she winced in disgrace, the faces of her husband and his new applicant appearing in the doorway.


  “What a charming way to greet me, my darling. I actually thought I’d find you in bed with the man, not in the middle of a scene.”


  “This isn’t pleasure, but punishment,” Jack informed him. “Would you like to take over the honors?” he offered the paddle to Oliver but he waved it off.


  “Oh, no, I rather like seeing my wife take her licks from another man. It looks and sounds as if you have good reason to give her this ride on the horse. Keep on.”


  The dread Liza felt worked its way nauseously through her system—supplanting the painful horror of her reddening ass. Even as Jack returned to lay on at least as many smacks of the broad, black paddle as he had before the interruption, the event was not as miserable as the one in her imagination. She knew now that a weekend’s worth of vengeful deeds would come tumbling down on her in some startling scene. It was truly a blessing that Jack, as he was putting on a good show for his boss, continued with the exhibition, until the pain finally broke through her mental anguish. She didn’t want to imagine what she looked like to her husband and his submissive.


  Once finished, Jack stopped, stood back and appraised Liza’s vibrating red cheeks. Satisfied with what he’d done, he turned away.


  The stable was quiet with Liza’s heavy panting breaths slowly calming. And yet the energy in the air was rife with uneasiness—all appropriately centered on the humbled woman who didn’t budge an inch as she waited for her next command.


  Shelby, while standing innocently by to watch the scene, could not help her own anxiety, knowing it could as well be her in the Mistress’s defenseless position.


  “Send her to me when you’re done with her,” Oliver finally declared. “She owes me her own explanation of this scene.” Taking Shelby by the arm, he left the stable.


  Jack could have screwed her. He certainly would have enjoyed it, the way his cock was pressing on the inside of his jeans. But he was annoyed enough with the woman to leave her stranded over the bar.


  “Jack,” he heard her meek voice call to him once she realized he was walking away.


  “Got a problem?” he called to her.


  “Can I get up?”


  He stopped in his tracks and turned for a final look at his fading handiwork. “Yeah, I suppose you should. Your master needs that saucy ass of yours at the house.”


  Realizing that he wouldn’t help her up, Liza labored to pull herself to her feet and grab for her jeans.


  Jack, deciding that he liked the sight of the struggling woman, sat back dispassionately with one ass cheek resting on his workbench, his striking features displaying a charming gleam. The sport of masters was growing on him—and he couldn’t see that it hurt the poor victim, not when she enjoyed the game so much. Though Liza was filled with contradictions and bewilderment, her whole essence reeked with inner lust and happiness, so strong it seemed to wind about her body like the spray of a fine perfume. He’d never met a woman quite as amazing and erotic as this one.


  ***


  In the cool foyer, Liza spotted her husband with his applicant on his arm. Once he spied his approaching wife, Oliver stopped and waited as she made up the distance between them and wilted to the floor at his feet.


  “You made a mess of this one I see.”


  Liza didn’t reply, but seemed by the feel of her surrendering energy to draw more completely into the role of submissive.


  “You’re a bad example for the young ones, love. I give you so much liberty then you abuse it. I give you Jack Salinger and you abuse him. Makes me wonder what I should do with you.” He nudged her with the toe of his boot and she looked up with a longing sweetness in her eye that was thoroughly genuine, no schemes this time. She wanted him to love her. “Get up and follow me into my study. You can let your remorse play out under the lash.”


  Liza rose. She’d never felt as ready for him as she was now.


  ***


  In the middle of the afternoon the shades were drawn—closing out the light of day leaving Liza bathed in shadows as she hung from the center of the room, wrists bound together with rope. He’d strung her lightly from chains that dropped from a pulley in the center of the room. The bondage was only enough to keep her in place with enough slack so she could move about. And yet, he had more in mind to complete her bondage.


  Oliver strode about his wife while his new applicant sat motionless in a chair nearby.


  “There’s much you can learn from my wife in obedience,” he spoke to Shelby. Slipping a blindfold over Liza’s eyes, she’d be without sight for the remainder of the afternoon—and without the use of her mouth. Once the blindfold was in place, a heavy metal bit pried the submissive’s lips apart. A thick piece fit down her throat, while the master secured the bit with a bridle strapped over her head. The desperate cries in this sadomasochistic scene would have a different sound today—mutely muffled.


  “She knows the depth of herself, the bottomless nature of her desire. My slave perpetually seeks more, her psyche drives her there.”


  Plucking one nipple from her chest, Oliver held it stretched for some seconds, admiring the resiliency of the flesh. Then he fitted a stringent nipple cuff over the hard fat bud and threaded the very tip though the hole at the end. Repeating himself with the second nipple, he then bound her breasts in ribbons of steel, with metal that cut nastily into her flesh. Clamping her labia with firm digging pins, he stretched them apart so the inner folds of her pussy were vulnerable to attack.


  “Watch, Shelby. If you could see yourself in her, you’d do yourself well.” He turned to his amazed applicant, seeing a look of bewilderment and despair on her face—one as though she could not yet comprehend what was happening.


  “I left her to her own devices and her torrid body stretched the limits. Her sexual prowess makes demands. I knew how far she’d fall,” he said smiling. “I knew how she’d walk right into this misery. She may protest, but I think she does protest too much… Is she not beautiful?”


  “Yes, sir, she truly is. But I struggle to understand this?” the dazed submissive questioned.


  “How’s that?”


  “Sir, you say she is obedient, but didn’t she disregard your commands, mocked your master/slave relationship?”


  “Poetic license,” he chuckled. “Because she once was the epitome of slaves, there are times now when she writes her own script and I react. She knows her actions will bring consequences and awaits them with the good grace to know she’ll take what terror I give her—willingly.”


  “Will I have such liberty, sir?”


  He shrugged. “I wouldn’t know now. You’d better focus on the rules—but remember her now as she waits. Remember how she bowed as she approached me in the foyer. Remember how her spirit yielded before me, how she took the pose so easily one would have thought she’d fallen inside the floor she was that lowly in subservience to me. I don’t have to take her anywhere, she goes there naturally and lets her surrender nourish her spirit. Meditate on that, my nubile one.” He spoke of his wife with admiration his new applicant could not understand.


  But Liza knew. She knew inside. She knew the dance they played had cosmic consequences, that above all the tarts and vamps that would come traipsing through their lives, she would be the only one that could hold her master’s heart in a hand of steel. Oliver’s return demonstrated that fact; while his words so beautifully confirmed the truth.


  “Honor her,” he commanded the blonde Shelby, as well as the other submissive woman in the room—the one who waited in the shadows for the command of her master.


  This second submissive had slipped silently into the room as the blindfold was slipped over Liza’s eyes. She now sat on her knees, some distance away, hands clasped behind her at the base of her ass, slack and lifeless until Oliver’s order was given. Hearing him address her, Hilary couldn’t move fast enough to obey a command she’d so anxiously awaited once the truth about her new master had been disclosed. Contrary to what Nils told her following the Internet auction, she’d remained with the man several days afterwards. That very morning, she’d been dressed, blindfolded and pushed into a limo. Her heart had beat rapidly in fear of the unspeakable horror before her; but there was no fear now—once she realized that she’d come home.


  Following Oliver’s command, both women moved with ease to their bound mistress. Shelby, on her feet, took to her mistress’s mouth first, while the anxious Hilary, on the floor, offered her tongue tentatively as though she were tasting treasure. She’d imagined this moment a thousand times in her three thousand hours away. The memory of her lover remained within her body, for a time something distant, but now so fresh it was like the first time they were together in the morning room that day some years before.


  Hilary’s hands grasped her mistress’s thighs and her ass, her lips suckling the pale red mound of pussy hair, her teeth the clitoris her master blatantly exposed. And while she honored her with passion, Shelby loved her from above, working her way over the taut, bound torso.


  After a time, exchanging places, they began their ritual all over. Hilary kissed the blindfold covering Liza’s eyelids, and her ears, crossed with leather straps, and then her stretched mouth. Shelby worked the dripping hole at the apex of Liza’s crotch, pumping fingers inside its depths, then pinching flesh until she witnessed the response of a woman near her edge.


  When Oliver let the applicants rest, he circled his wife with crop in hand. Teasing her with the stinging end of the implement, she jumped lively, moving as he moved, with her body, disturbed by the random nature of the strikes, battling between pain and desire. She would beg him for some release if her mouth were free to speak.


  Letting his blonde and brunette slaves return to their mistress, Oliver watched the final act, as both, worshipping Liza from the floor, played in tandem with loving hands and warm mouths until the Mistress of Sparrowhawk shuddered hungrily, seeking more, and more and more, till all her erotic pleasure peaked and then died away.


  


  The room was quiet in the aftermath. The force of Liza’s jolting spasms still pulsed about the room. Coming out of nowhere, the knock on the door was a jarring intrusion, and when Jack Salinger slipped into the mix, his presence seemed uncomfortable.


  Oliver, unperturbed, pulled away the bridle, dislodged the bit, and then freed Liza’s breasts and nipples. He snapped off the labia clamps to the sound of her instant of distress, and then pulled the blindfold from her eyes.


  She saw Jack first. Then looking at the floor, there was Hilary, posed humbly with Shelby—both so sweetly surrendering she wanted to take them in her arms and hold them tightly. And though she was nearly in tears with happiness seeing Hilary again, her response was necessarily subdued.


  “I think you’ll be pleased with the progress these applicants have made, my dear,” her husband said. Loosening the rope that tied her wrists, he had only to nod his approval and she’d be with them on the floor. “But, love, your first obligation is to me,” he said instead. “And it’s me you’ll serve tonight.” Her master was brisk and amiable, taking what was owed him. “If you’ll excuse us,” he said with a nod to Jack and the two women on the floor. Then, he abducted his hungering wife in his arms and led her toward the door. Pulling up short before he left the room, he had one last concern. “And Jack, take charge of my slaves for the remainder of the afternoon. And be sure they are bedded down for the night. There is room in your garret?”


  “I’m sure I can find space,” his caretaker said.


  “Good, Liza and I will be occupying the entire house.”


  ***


  The laughter of two women and one happy man could be heard long into the evening for those that had an ear tuned to the October air. Meeting for the first time in Jack Salinger’s bed, the two submissives vied to see who could pleasure the caretaker of Sparrowhawk the best. They were opposites in appearance. Hilary was deeply sultry like a sensuous shadow of primal urges. Though she was shell-shocked by her sudden departure from her last position, and her unexpected re-emergence in Oliver’s world, she was so primed for giving pleasure that she easily attacked the sexy dominant her master offered her in his place. Shelby, still the proud and elegant bird, held back to watch for a while, then found herself so aroused that she dove in too, serving Jack’s balls and cock as if she were tasting a brand-new flavor of candy.


  Despite their initial wariness of each other, the two women learned to kiss each other because Jack liked watching. While he rested his spent cock, and leaned on his arm at the bottom of his bed, he watched the beautiful creatures move together like they’d known each other for years. Although it was their first time with hands on breasts and mouths, they climbed inside each other to sample the rich juices they would soon come to love. After this day, they would understand better what their master might see in the other, and where they might fall short, and learn from the other. When Jack got bored being ignored, he took them both again.


  The three were a ménage of sex all afternoon and evening—three hungry sluts without a care in the world but the satisfaction of their bodies.


  It seemed like a decadently selfish act to Hilary, so unaccustomed to serving herself while she served others. Then too, she remembered well the secrets of Sparrowhawk, the unbridled passion that was so generously nurtured in its beds and dungeons and hidden chambers. She knew as well that the master and mistress of Sparrowhawk were reacquainting themselves with the secrets of their domain, and the private mysteries of the love that bound them. She couldn’t wait to join them again, to see how the nature of their unique union had evolved in the months since she was first sold. She wondered how Shelby would fit in, if she did at all, and mostly she wondered how her mistress had fared in her absence. She imagined by what she saw in the study that it had been an interesting hiatus.


  On the other end of the wide green lawn, at the top of the hill in Sparrowhawk Lodge, Liza and Oliver christened as many rooms as they could with their lust in the languishing hours of the warm afternoon and the approaching night. Taking a break, they drank martinis on the terrace still hearing the sensuous sounds of Hilary and Shelby wearing out Jack Salinger in the garret above the garage. Liza would miss her brawny young buck—unless her husband was generous enough to give her his caretaker again. However, she shouldn’t expect that to happen too soon. Thinking of the last three months she remarked with a dreamy sigh, “Sometimes it’s amazing how much you trust me.”


  “You think so? I don’t think it’s surprising at all,” he objected readily. “True, I don’t trust your whining and crying and carrying on, the officious little shrew you become when you’re hurting. But what’s here,” he put down his glass and placed a hand on her crotch where he could feel the heat of her pouring into him. “This, my dear, I trust. This is magic and it’s what brings me back to you.” His hand moved to her chin where he lifted it so he could see her eyes. “Perhaps it’s time you trusted me as well.”


  Yes, she should. Hilary was not lost to her after all—nor was the life she loved. Liza smiled submissively, replying, “I think I do.”


  And at that remark, her master dropped his hand and chased her back inside the house where the doors of Sparrowhawk shut peacefully on the night.


  


  

  
More of Lizbeth Dusseau’s BDSM Fiction


  


  Silence In The Cellar


  Widowed young, inheriting a grand estate, Bella Fauré wants only to run her beloved inn and enjoy the men that come to her. Her favorite, Daniel, listens to her carnal tales and takes notes for an erotic book he’ll someday write. But there’s a dark side to Bella’s life—a reckless past and a dual nature to this passionate woman. Blackmailed by her husband’s brother, Claude, she plummets into his world, unthinkingly submitting to his wrathful vengeance, driven by a body that enjoys the extremes of lust. While her surrender brings physical satisfaction, she’s left with secrets and threats, and desire she can’t understand—fearful of Claude’s controlling schemes. Used and tortured in cellars and attics and ancient boathouses, with whips and rope and the exhilaration of pain, her sex life overwhelms the imagination. This novel is brimming with tender sensuality as well as the extremes of sadomasochism and dominance/submission. (With anal sex, female bisexuality, spanking and multiple partners)


  


  In Chains


  A ruthless scoundrel, an affectionate lover, and an inventive sexual master, Billy Fitzgerald seeks not just a wife, but also a woman daring enough to choose sexual servitude. Kirsten Cates, fresh out of college, willingly falls into his masterful hands, accompanying him on a summer cruise and tour of Europe. Billy agrees to love her, marry her and sexually dominant her, making this romantic submissive believe that all she has ever desired is about to come true. In Chains is a unique story seen through the eyes of Kirsten, Billy, a fellow master, Derek, Derek’s submissive wife, Hope, and Tony Fynn—a maverick filmmaker who intends to break Billy’s fierce grip on Kirsten’s body and soul. This intense and honest look at masters and slaves, and the unusual arrangements they create, includes bondage, discipline, slave training, spanking (including fem/fem spanking), chains, dungeons, female bisexuality and anal eroticism.


  


  Summer of Love


  He is as mysterious as his tormented past and as skilled as Susana’s dreams imagine a dominant lover. Susana’s first sexual master, J.T. Greenway, is an imposing, artful and hard-edged man who insists on training this young poet in strict obedience, submissive discipline and the passionate pleasures of sexual surrender. Against the backdrop of the free-love 1960’s, this scatterbrained hippie finds her sexual liberation becoming J.T.’s dutiful slave. Despite his ruthless tactics, his creative genius leaves her begging at his feet for more. Brimming with corsets, ropes, birches, canes and graphic spanking, plus Dom/sub including bondage, anal sex and exhibitionism.


  


  Chaos In Paradise


  A riveting exploration of dominant/submissive lust and the wondrously terrifying acts that define this brand of sex between two people in love. In this futuristic tale, Teagan wanders from the crude anarchy of the South to the pristine Utopian north, a place that promises peace and justice. She soon discovers, however, this world has a menacing dark side as lust-filled as her homeland. Unwittingly falling in love with a high priest, she’s swept into the beauty and treachery of an unrelenting master. Surrender is inevitable. Though she tries to flee, he has her bound by a desire for the extremes of sexual pleasure. A story with the darkest of S&M passions, and sensuous magic. With graphic spanking, bondage, whipping, branding, piercing, anal sex and lushly told female bisexuality.


  


  Primitive


  On a South Seas Isle, the pristine Camille is betrayed by her sister, handed over to a man turned savage by the teaming jungle. Captive, she angrily decries her fate. But Llewellyn, knows she hungers to have her wild nature set free. Refusing to take her without her consent, she is seduced by two dark-skinned natives until she begs to be deflowered. Soon, she’s transformed from virgin maid to sexual slave. Conquered, she dives into her primitive lust. A tale of love and surrender, with bondage, spanking, whipping, anal sex, tattoos and piercing.


  


  Master’s Of The Club


  When Gillian Brahms discovers Kate McPherson’s diary, detailing the outrageous secrets of an exclusive sex club, it sparks her own sexual desires. She’s determined to become the club’s newest member. Though the masters of the club are unsure of this high-powered attorney’s motives, one of the club’s most accomplished dominants, Mike Bellamy, takes on her training, putting Gillian through a rigorous initiation to determine her true sexual desires and ensure her unfailing obedience. Meanwhile, Kate undergoes a grueling probation for allowing the club’s secrets to fall into the hands of an outsider. Lizbeth’s Club was first introduced in her Masquerade novel, Member Of The Club. Now she takes this society of sexual pleasure to the extremes of dominance/submission including scenes of vivid exhibitionism, semi-public sex, piercing, spanking, bondage, discipline and anal sexuality.


  


  Crimes & lovers


  In a land beyond time, in another world, in a country of castles and kingdoms, of slave queens and noble whores, a barefoot girl, Jessamyn, with the virtue of an angel is ravaged before a hundred gawking eyes and purchased by the slave queen, Lady Casia, for her husband, Lord Nor—the master of Illusia. Under the dutiful tutelage of her Lady, Jessamyn learns of the great pleasures in sexual surrender. The story of these two slaves and the men that conquer them is teeming with treason, adultery, betrayal and some of Lizbeth’s most startling scenes of sadomasochistic revelry. Includes bondage, whipping, spanking, female bisexuality, orgies & anal sex.
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