
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Property

by Alexander Kelly

ISBN: 978-1-945648-28-1

Copyright ©2017 Alexander Kelly

With the exception of quotes used in reviews, no part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form, by any means, including mechanical, electronic, photocopying recording or otherwise without prior written permission of the publishers.

For information contact:

Pink Flamingo Media

www.pinkflamingo.com

P.O. Box 632 Richland, MI




Chapter One

Entry

There is no name for the place. No sign hung over the brown, steel door. In keeping with its theme of anonymity there isn’t even an address number. A shiny speaker grill stands out amongst the drab colors.

I press the call button twice. They never answer the first time; some kind of dominant ritual. “Yes?” a metallic voice comes back.

“237651, Bishop,” I say.

The speaker buzzes in acceptance of my assigned password. In contrast to the stingy front porch, I step into a gaily-decorated hallway. Plush carpet, tender scent from a potpourri basket, soft overhead lighting which accents various paintings on both walls. All the art depicts the same motif; women bound, whipped and sexually used. I’ve never managed to critically assess any of them, my burning desire always overtakes me and shoves aside all reason.

A tall, good-looking woman comes through the nearest door. Early fifties perhaps. Germanic features, dark blonde hair done up to reveal a graceful, swan neck. Red silk dress that drops below her knees. No matter what time I show up; morning, noon or night, she’s always the one who greets me. Fresh, alert. Domineering. The iron fist in a velvet glove. She smiles.

“Good evening, young madam. You have decided, yes?”

My silence and bowed head is all the answer I can manage.

“Excellent.” Red Silk nods once and takes me by the hand. She leads me down the hallway to the third door on the left. “The attendants will be with you soon. While you wait, it might be wise to use the toilet.”

Her orders are always gift wrapped as suggestions. Even before she locks the door from the outside, I am hiking up my short skirt and sit on the commode in the corner. It doesn’t take long—a sign of my nervousness. Soon, I am up, pacing a tight circle.

How long have I known about this place? How long before I found the courage to come here? Two months, three? Who knows? Whispered titillations from friends allowed me to glean a general idea of this location. Then, a chance encounter at a party with one who’d been inside. A hastily scribbled note with a description of the door, and a signed referral slipped into my hand. At times I would drive by, my car at a crawl, as I circled the block three, four times, always telling myself I’d stop on the next go round. Finally, one night, I did. I petitioned for entrance and have been drawn back ever since, despite how they treat me. On my last visit I was given a proposition from Red Silk and one week to think about it. I knew then what my answer would be. Nothing has happened to change it.

Two attendants enter, a man and a woman. They act like they’ve been through this a thousand times before—alert to their job but clinical, interacting more with each other than with me. They may tell me to lift a leg or lower my head to make their job easier, but that is all.

My clothes are removed and hung on a steel bar over the commode. The man stands behind me and holds my shoulders so I may keep my balance. I step into a pair of stiletto boots, which are actually part of a skin tight leather suit. The leather is pulled up my thighs, over my hips. They direct my arms into two sleeves and the leather comes over my shoulders. All the time they’re talking about the latest movie, hit song or what to do after work.

A zipper slides slowly from just below my waist to halfway up my neck. I barely hang on to my self-control. I want to have them throw me down, the woman attendant pin my arms while the man takes me. Please, please, do it.

The woman senses my plight. “This one is hot.”

“Is she?” The man places his hand on my crotch. His fingers push past the slit in the leather suit. I am wet like a river.

Laces through small, evenly spaced rings on the sleeves of the suit weld my arms together behind me. I recall the pain when they first bound me like this. After all my visits, it’s no longer a problem.

The woman holds up a pump gag. As she tests it, the gag inflates to the size of a grapefruit in her hand. She turns a small knob and it goes flat. I’ve been silenced before, but not like this. Doubt fills me. I pull back my head.

“I don’t have time for games,” she says. The man holds my head and the limp rubber balloon is shoved in my mouth. A few pumps and my orifice is jammed.

A leather helmet encases my head. The gag hose is fed through an opening for the mouth and dangles against my chest. Twin little tubes fit perfectly in my nostrils to insure a clear air supply. Two pinprick holes artificially narrow my sight to tunnel vision. My dark hair spills out from an opening just above the rear laces. The man tightens them, jerking my head back with each tug.

A thick collar with many rings encircles my neck and is locked to the helmet in back. Wide leather straps wrap around my upper body and buckle tightly in place. Both attendants’ hands run over my new skin, smoothing out any wrinkles, adjusting my breasts to a pleasant arrangement. My hardened nipples rub against the teeth of the zippers that run diagonally across each one. I squeal inside my helmet but neither attendant cares. In fact, they make sure my nipples press right against the metal teeth.

The woman clips a leash to my collar and leads me out, past more doors where I faintly hear others being prepared or perhaps coming back from who knows where.

Sobs pass through the last door on the right. Not of grief or sorrow, but of release. I cried after my first time too. The tears burst forth and Red Silk wiped them away without a word, her sympathy all in her hands. Is she in there now, wiping away the tears again? Or does the crier have her own version of Red Silk? We move on and the sobs fade.

The hallway curves to the right. At the end is a pair of dark oak doors, figures of bound women carved into them. Red Silk waits.

I am surprised. Red Silk sees me only when I arrive and leave. But then, this night is different.

The attendant hands my leash to Red Silk who gives me a look of approval. “You’ve been needing this a long time. When I first met you, I knew where you’d end up.”

The doors glide open, the wooden figures part in welcome to their bound sorority.

My increasing heat mixes with confusion at Red Silk’s words. She doesn’t turn to check on me, the leash in her hand her only acknowledgement of my presence. Our twin steps echo in the hallway.

Instead of stopping at what I call “the lobby”, where the doms gather and one selects me, Red Silk leads me on, deeper into this secret realm. My pace slows in uncertainty but without missing a step herself, Red Silk tugs on my leash. I stumble forward, a leather robot who, for a moment, isn’t sure of its new programming and dutifully fall back into step.

We pass through a heavy curtain into a wide, circular room. I tilt my head back. A high, domed ceiling rises to twenty feet at its apex. From the center a black, steel cage hangs empty.

“Bring it down,” Red Silk orders and the cage descends.

“A special night for you,” she says to me. “You’re going to be the jewel in the crown.”

I scream inside my hood. No, no! I didn’t come here for this. Not to be viewed as a museum piece. I want action!

Red Silk gives a short laugh. The devil herself can read my thoughts. “What we want isn’t always what we need.”

Two pairs of strong hands grab me from behind and I’m forced into the cage. Four steel bars form the support for two steel plates welded on the floor of the cage. My feet are placed on the widely spaced plates. Steel bands, also welded to rigid bars, encircle my ankles and thighs. My collar is removed but another one of steel, attached to the cage behind me, surrounds my neck. Within its unforgiving restriction, I can bend my head forward only slightly before the hard edge meets my chin.

Red Silk gives a nod and the cage ascends. It swings a little in response to my struggles but that is all. The steel bands hold me tight, the leather encases me, my mouth is useless to voice any protest.

Large equipment is set up below. A torture rack, two spanking horses, another, smaller earthbound cage and several whipping posts. People start to arrive. Men dressed in tuxedos, women in evening gowns, and other women who wear only cuffs, ropes and blindfolds. The clothed people revel in the wealth of options as to what they can do to their victims. Then they look up and delight crosses their faces. A few steps nearer the center of the room, their eyes upturned and I lose sight of them as they look up at my exposed cunt.

Inexhaustible cries of wretched, whipped females float up to me, like prayers to a god who will not, or cannot, intercede on their behalf. The cage slowly rotates and I watch more than one bound slave made to sexually satisfy her master or mistress. Hunger and frustration grows with each act I witness.

Red Silk is down there too, now wearing a long black cape. She leans back in a chair and spreads her legs. A master commands his slave to please her. Red Silk wraps her hands around the slave’s head, drawing her down into her beauty. She looks up at me, a knowing half smile on her lips. As she achieves climax her eyes close and her mouth opens in silent satisfaction.

Let me down, let me down! I want to shout. Tears spill inside my hood, wetting the leather against my cheeks. My nostrils fill also, threatening to cut off my air supply. I force myself to remain calm. They can’t leave me up here forever. But it seems like forever as the crowd continues to mingle and play amongst themselves.

The cage lurches, then begins a slow descent. Masters, mistresses and slaves peer at this faceless dark angel who has come into their midst. Red Silk is there also, one hand on her hip like an arrogant queen. A small semi-circle of people stand around her, like a royal court.

“I know this one has been lonely. Put her on the triangle,” Red Silk says.

The steel bands are removed and I am escorted to a spot near the curved wall. Through the tiny holes of my hood I see what Red Silk means by the “triangle”.

Awaiting me is a large, padded wooden frame, nearly waist high. Three joined beams create the triangle effect. The support legs angle down and outward, giving the thing rigid stability. Leather straps hang at strategic locations to secure multiple sacrifices.

Already affixed to it are two other women, clad in leather like myself, cunts open. But their mouths are free so they may mewl or whimper at will and their helmet eyeholes are not small like mine. I have seen them from above, but no one has touched them yet, except with whip or paddle. When their tormentors walked away, the women had called to them to come back to finish the job, but their pleas fell on deaf ears. They were made to wait for me.

I bend over the last, vacant spot. My legs are pulled apart, strapped to the support beams at the thighs, calves and ankles. Another strap across the back of my neck forces my head down to view between my legs. My pink flesh is thrust out, exposed. My cunt lips drip with anticipation. For all intents and purposes I am just a cipher. No name, no face. Just another cunt. Open, wet. Hungry for cock.

People mill behind me. A hand or two tests my readiness. A finger travels up to lubricate my asshole with my own juices.

Several zippers sound at once and soon I get what I came for, as do the other two women. Their moans are punctuated by short pauses of gasping breath when they have no one inside them. Because of my gag, I can only manage deep-throated growls.

I take four cocks in a row. I’m certain of the number not just because of their different sizes, but how each one strokes me. They fill me beyond my capacity and I watch the overflow of their essence drip to the floor. Each attempts to extinguish my sexual fire, but instead they only fan the flames. I need more.

The two women who were here before me are taken away, replaced with two new eager holes. The one on my left is silent while she is strapped down. Perhaps this is her first time here and fear of the unknown renders her mute. The other one moans. Not in pain, but in hope of fulfilling an urgent need too long denied.

The next round starts and I’m taken up the ass twice, my cunt once, then my ass again. Soon, there is little difference between the two, both are wide open, drip with cum and beg for more. But then comes a sudden change.

“Turn it around,” Red Silk commands.

The straps come off and I face outward on my knees. A spreader bar is fixed between my thighs.

I twist my head around to find Red Silk, my anchor and tormentor, but I can’t see her. Her red nailed fingertips flash past my tiny eyeholes. She turns the silver knob and air hisses as it escapes the pump gag. My jaw is finally able to relax as the deflated balloon is pulled out, wet and shiny with saliva. I swallow to clear my throat, the taste of rubber still on my tongue. Red Silk’s hands return to shove a wide, plastic tube between my teeth, forcing my jaw even wider than before. Snaps around my mouth hole secure the tube in place. My tongue flicks out around the edges, like a creature just awakened from an enforced hibernation. It licks across Red Silk’s fingers as she slips them into my mouth, checking that the passage is clear.

The two other leather-clad women are made to kneel on my left. We form a rough line, myself last.

The masters act like they are well versed with this phase of the evening. One by one, they line up in front of the first woman who delicately licks their cock and balls. When fully erect, they move to the second woman who suckles the cock like a starved animal. Then, with an almost pained expression, they step over to me, holding back their essence until they can thrust their manhoods in my cavity. Some barely make it before their hot liquid jets into the back of my throat. I try to swallow, but it’s difficult with my mouth jammed open by Red Silk’s tube. It doesn’t matter since their combined cum fills me so fast it overflows from the tube and drips off my chin, splashing against the leather on my breasts. The ammonia smell threatens to overcome me, but an occasional, small squirt of water from Red Silk washes it away. So kind of her.

Yet another master steps up to me. The eighth? Tenth? I quail and avert my head.

Red Silk is behind me, her familiar hands take control.

“Reluctant?” The zippers open, my tits pop out, twin peaks against a black background. Red Silk pinches each sensitive nipple, digging in with her nails.

“Just twist these little things,” she advises the waiting men. “She’ll come around quick enough.”

The next man grabs both my tits and I scream. To stop the pain my head swivels up of its own accord to drink his gift. Others follow and, whether I willingly accept them or not, my breasts are fair game for each.

Red Silk remains behind me. When my enthusiasm wanes with each new load shot into me, she tilts my head back, her hand lightly on my throat. Not until she feels my gulps is she satisfied I’ve fulfilled my duty. A quick pat on the head, then I’m readied for the next master. Her hands are a vise.

“It gets a little bashful, but don’t mind,” Red Silk tells one of the masters. “It really wants to please you.” The master doesn’t reply, he simply plugs my cavity.

After endless explosions, I’m allowed to collapse on the floor. The spreader bar is removed. How long I lay there I don’t know. The passage of time is marked by the lessening of sounds around me. People leave and take their party noises with them. A small residue trickles out of the tube and a sticky spot forms on the floor next to my head. A master picks me up and uses my cunt from behind. I am a rag doll but I manage to give him a squeeze. When he cums I don’t make any sound. He drops me on the floor, like a discarded toy.

Through my fog, I slowly become aware of voices above and behind me. Red Silk and a young master discuss my merits.

“I’m certainly impressed with it,” the master says. “Its stamina is a strong point.”

“It’s still raw,” Red Silk replies.

“Refinement will come with time and training.”

“I don’t know. I’ve gotten fond of it.” Red Silk squats next to me and pats my ass. She slides a finger up my cunt. A casual gesture. “All right, provided you bring it back whenever I ask for it.”

“A permanent loan?”

“You could call it that.”

Red Silk removes her finger and two pairs of strong hands bear me away. My exhausted head hangs down, my leaden boots scrape across the floor. Back in the small room, they strip off the leather, cleaning the debris from it. I’m left in a quaking pile in a corner, ignored. The fire inside is quenched. At least for now.

I’m still naked when a man enters the room. He strides in like he owns the place. Tall and severe, he appears in his fifties. An expensive suit compliments his well-proportioned frame. A wide mouth with thin lips holds a lit cigarette. He takes it out with a long exhale, its noxious fumes threatening to choke me. His dark eyes narrow.

“My name is Mr. Palmer. I work for Mr. Rose. If you choose to live at his estate he makes one promise to you: You will be used simply as a piece of entertainment, at his bidding day or night. You’ll be shared with whomever he decides. Like a piece of property. My guess is you won’t settle for anything less. Do you accept?”

I nod my head once.

“Good. I’ll have a car sent to your location tomorrow.” He takes another drag of his cigarette and exits. The nauseating smell hangs in the air.

I sit in my car, the drizzle on the windshield has long since dried away. The myriad tiny speckles obscure my vision of the steel door across the street. The first rays of dawn battle with the grey overcast of clouds and I realize my life has changed. No longer will I decide when to come back here, if at all. That decision now belongs to a man whose willing property I’ve become. One who promises to use me as I demand—his complete slave. What I’ve always sought since I first walked through that steel door.

A car approaches from the opposite direction. I recognize the familiar slow down, the turn of the female driver’s head as she passes the anonymous address. Yet another supplicant.

The drizzle returns. I start up my car and return to my twilight existence. At least for a short time. From now on, nothing will I count as real, unless I am kneeling at his feet.




Chapter Two

Moving Day

“What in the hell are you doing?”

My roommate, Ellen, stands in the doorway to my room. Early morning rays of the sun fall on a pile of clothes on the floor. I fling my one expensive evening dress on top of it. Ellen watches, aghast. A pair of pants and several shirts quickly follow, crushing the delicate lines of the dress.

“Kirsten, stop!” Ellen crouches and plucks the dress away before I can add anything more to the growing mountain. “What’s gotten into you? Your clothes are precious to you. You shouldn’t treat them like this.”

“They’re yours if you want,” I say. “I won’t need them where I’m going.”

“Where you’re …? Kirsten, what’re you talking about?”

“A new world has accepted me.” I wave my arm over the vestments of my former life. “All this will just be in the way.”

“You’re acting like you’re going to a convent.”

I give a short laugh as another shirt goes on the pile. “Hardly. I met a man.”

“A man? You haven’t dated in months.”

“Oh, I’ve gone out.”

“Yes. Alone. And you don’t come back until dawn. And more often, too.”

“I’m a night owl. You know that.”

“Then what is it? Love at first sight?”

“I doubt it.” I turn a drawer upside down in search of one last article.

“You just can’t leave like this! I can’t afford this place alone.”

“I’ve thought about that. There’s a month’s rent in an envelope taped to the fridge. That should give you enough time to find a new roommate. Sell my furniture if you need to.”

The doorbell rings. I’m expecting it but Ellen’s confusion is only compounded.

The doorbell rings again. “Look, tell whoever is out there I’ll just be a few minutes. Go on. Go!”

Ellen flies away at my command. A male voice asking for me indicates the chauffeur has arrived.

I find what I’m looking for—two lacy white bras. I ball them up and tuck them away in my small athletic bag. I’ve also packed a couple of white, button down collar shirts, three pairs of panties, blue jeans and a toothbrush.

Ellen comes back. “He says he’ll wait by the car. A limousine! Who is this guy you’ve met?”

“You know, I’ve no idea.”

I give Ellen a long, tight goodbye hug. She follows me into the living room. “What about your classes,” she says. “I’ll see you tomorrow, right? Right?”

I don’t answer. I give a quick look around to make sure I haven’t forgotten any tiny, but essential thing. I’m confronted by Ellen’s shocked face.

“You’re dropping out, too? But, you’re so close to graduation! At least finish.”

“I don’t need to. Not now.” I toss Ellen the keys to my small Chevy. Her jaw drops. “You don’t have a car. Take mine. The title is in the envelope.”

Ellen is rooted to the spot. I race out to the curb. The rear door of the limo is already open. The inside is dark, not revealing any details of what is in store for me. Will I be bound and gagged on my way there? But no sinister agents are inside. I sit in the center of the plush back seat and in seconds we glide away, past all the identical apartments and condos. We round a corner and, on the sidewalk back down the block, I catch the last sight of my friend Ellen.

***

My old life is left behind. A brief thought of leaving everything familiar is quashed by my anticipation of what awaits me at the end of the ride. I’ve desired so long to be in this spot, this moment, that any memory of how I lived before is an annoyance.

Since my first visit to Red Silk I heard rumors about people like Mr. Rose. People like him who effectively own other people; deciding what they wear, or not, what they eat, where they sleep.

I never brought up the subject with Red Silk; to do so I instinctively knew would kill any chance I might have of entering this world. So I went to her place whenever she called or when I could no longer contain my heat. Occasionally, I’d overhear a word or two from the attendants about a slave who just got shipped out for an extended stay at a master’s private sanctuary. Never did I ask for any details but I soaked up every drop of information. Later, I would dissect it in my mind, try to determine the key to that person’s being taken away. Distilled down to its essence, I’d incorporate it into my psyche and take that one step closer to my goal. Yesterday, it finally all came together.

A mist envelopes the limo. When it clears, the drab buildings of the city are replaced by vivid green trees; brilliant flowerbeds of red, yellow, and purple; and beautiful homes. Mile after mile goes by and the color of the passing scenes only intensify. We ascend a gently winding road, then we go through a tall, wooden gate. A rolling green lawn flanks the gravel lane that leads up a small rise to a beautiful Georgian style house.

Mr. Palmer and a young woman dressed in a light blue blazer with a long, flowing white skirt and dark boots are standing on the top portico step. A large, well-dressed man awaits at the bottom of the steps.

The driver opens my door and I slide out. Blinking in the bright sunshine, flanked by the driver and the large man, I wait as the young woman descends the steps, her spiked heels clicking. Mr. Palmer follows in a leisurely fashion.

The woman approaches with a wide smile. She possesses an air of eagerness and energy, of new found authority.

“So here is the new slave Mr. Rose has found,” she says. “I’m going to enjoy training her from the ground up. Pretty little thing.” She spots my bag and I automatically hand it over. She goes through it and laughs. “Clothes? You won’t need these here. Any other surprises? No? Good.” She closes the bag but doesn’t give it back to me.

“Mr. Rose wants her out for display with the others later today,” Mr. Palmer says. “Do what you need to do to make her ready.”

“Yes, sir,” the woman responds.

“Very good. Carry on.” Mr. Palmer turns on his heel, going quickly back up the steps.

The woman looks me over, like a child who can’t wait to unwrap a present, but must wait anyway. “Raymond, take her to a private shower, then bring her down to her cell. Paul, get the uniforms ready.”

“Yes, Ms. Lynn,” both men reply. Paul returns to the car and it silently glides way. Raymond, the big man, takes me by the arm and half carries me up the steps.

The house is magnificent inside, but I have little chance to experience it. We turn this way and that, and Raymond pushes me into a small bathroom. He strips me; impersonal, efficient, and into the shower I go.

Cold water hits my skin and I yelp. Raymond adjusts the knobs and steam begins to cloud the clear glass, then he undresses as well and joins me in the stall. He sets right to work, cleaning every last pore on my body and shampooing my hair. Is this where I’m first going to be used in my new life? I squint through the shampoo that runs down in my eyes. Raymond’s cock is erect but he makes no move to use it, even when he lathers and rinses my pussy. The stiff streams from the hand held nozzle is my only satisfaction. A large, heavy towel wrapped around me absorbs the wetness while several passes with a blow dryer takes care of my hair. Raymond takes away my towel and, wrapped in his own, guides me back the same way we came. Under the stairs that go up to the second floor, he opens what seemed like a closet door and takes me down a steep flight of creaking stairs.

Fluorescent lights illuminate a long hallway that stretches to the left and right. We turn right, passing several sturdy, wooden doors bound in iron. Pairs of eyes peer out from small, open observation panels. I’m startled when one occupant pounds on her door, begging to be let out. Raymond ignores it and guides me on to the last cell on the right, leaving me alone with Ms. Lynn.

She circles me, feeling my legs and arms, squeezing my ass and breasts. Her sharp nails pinch my nipples and I gasp. “Some good raw material here,” she says. “I’m going to love molding you. Of course, it might take a month or more.”

Paul brings in my “uniform” and in short order they have me booted, bound and gagged. I balance precariously on a pair of shiny, four-inch heels, the tops of the boots just below my knees. Wrapped around my torso and arms is a black, silver studded body harness, its crotch strap cinched tight against me. Another harness with a red ballgag encircles my head and ensures my silence. Slim leather cuffs lock my wrists behind me. Ms. Lynn adds the final touches herself; a wide posture collar forces my chin up and prevents me from swiveling my head. She clips a leash to the front collar ring and tugs for me to follow.

My inner fire, all day just below the surface, threatens to overcome me. An act of will keeps it at bay—barely. The constraint of my bonds and the smell of leather allow me no respite. When I move, the crotch strap rubs against my pussy lips, bringing me closer to the edge of orgasm. Each whiff of the leather threatens to push me over the edge.

As we traverse the hallway, the disembodied eyes in the cells watch us, or more accurately, Ms. Lynn. One pair, the ones that belong to the woman who pounded at her cell door, narrow and I hear a growl, like a wolf before its kill. At the far end of the hallway there is another set of stairs going up. Ms. Lynn ties my leash to a wall hook well above my head, then with Paul right behind her, she enters the growler’s cell.

A few moments later they bring out a classic Nordic blonde. Like me she wears the boots and body harness, but there the similarities end. Her gag is a huge leather muzzle, its four straps buckled in back of her head. I can tell by the way she walks she has cunt and ass dildos planted deep inside her. Her crotch strap is pulled a lot tighter than mine so her pussy lips bulge over the sides. Not only are wrist cuffs slapped on her, but a larger pair around her upper arms, too. Her elbows are forced together in back, thus to make her full breasts stand out even more. A leather collar, not one for posture like mine, but still very wide, is locked around her neck.

“Debra, get acquainted with the master’s new property. And don’t forget; things have changed since you fucked up. I’ve got eyes and ears everywhere now. I like my new job, and I’m not going to let any conniving bitch take it away from me. Not even you.” Ms. Lynn casually slaps the blonde on the ass and she and her assistant head into another cell. I sense a growing anger in Debra who wears the look of one betrayed. For her part, Ms. Lynn never looks in Debra’s direction again once she is placed in line next to me.

Raymond returns, now dressed in grey pants and a grey, light coat and, one by one, the other slaves are attired in harness and gags. One by one we are lined up and leashed together in coffle. Ms. Lynn supervises the whole procedure, tightening a strap here and there.

I am the last in line. Ms. Lynn leads us up the second flight of stairs, through a large, well-stocked toy room then outside to a narrow, flagstone path. The sun warms my back and, unlike the slaves in front of me, whose heads don’t turn, I try to take in my new environment.

Well trimmed, waist high hedges with small white flowers line the path. Tall eucalyptus trees loom behind us, the grove extending off into an unknown depth. From their high branches several exotic birds call. In the posture collar I can only see them when I twist my whole torso. Raymond catches my action.

“Eyes front!” he says, punctuating the command with a wide strap across my ass. I jump at the rebuke and quickly square my shoulders.

At the front of the big house Ms. Lynn arranges two slaves on every other step, tapering up to the two inner columns at the edge of the portico. I am on the bottom step, as apparently befits my low status. Debra snorts when she is placed opposite me but a vicious, well placed slap on a breast from Ms. Lynn stops any further tantrums.

Mr. Palmer comes out of the house and takes up position as when I arrived. Ms. Lynn joins him, slightly behind and to the right of him. “Excellent,” he says to Ms. Lynn.

We don’t wait long before a white limo glides up to the steps. Paul is immediately on hand to open the back door, then he and Raymond hustle back to the automatically opening trunk.

Two men step from the limo. The first one is dressed in a dark blue business suit and is no more than thirty. The other is a trifle older with shining blue eyes. He carries a thin briefcase and is clearly deferential to the first man. Since I’m nearest the man in the blue suit, his grey eyes alight on me first, but then he sees Debra. His eyebrows shoot up in an expression of delight.

Mr. Palmer meets him at the bottom of the steps. “Mr. Lange, how good of you to visit us again. Mr. Rose sends his compliments and asks that you join him in the atrium.”

“He wants to get right down to business, doesn’t he? Good. By the way, I notice you’ve added to your stock,” Mr. Lange says, nodding back at me.

“A new acquisition, as yet untrained. Still, it is at your command, as are any of the others.”

Mr. Lange steps closer to me. “I’m always intrigued by the newest thing. Has Ed tried her out yet?”

Mr. Palmer seems to stiffen. “Mr. Rose has not. At least, not privately. It just arrived today.”

“What about this one?” Mr. Lange motions to Debra.

“Hardly new to the estate, sir. But new to her position.”

The young man smiles. “This ought to make for an interesting visit. I’ve been wanting her a long time. Philip, make a note to have my red flogger handy tonight.” The man behind Mr. Lange pulls out a small computer pad and makes a note, then trails behind as Mr. Lange and Mr. Palmer climb the steps.

Ms. Lynn orders the slaves lined up, but comes down to pull me away from the others. “Oh, no, don’t take this one back yet. Mr. Rose wants to see it first.”

I catch a searing glare from Debra but I don’t have time to think anymore about her attitude. Ms. Lynn quickly leads me up the steps and, with my high heels and bound arms, I must concentrate on keeping my balance. A sudden commotion from below causes us to look back. Debra has planted her feet like a stubborn mule. The coffle is forced to stop. Paul doesn’t use the paddle on her, but instead whispers something in Debra’s ear. Immediately she breaks down in tears. Paul gives a gentle tug on her leash and she falls in step with the others.

This time I get a better look at the house. Well, at least the foyer and living room beyond the hallway intersection that leads to both wings. The light blue marble floor makes even my slightest step echo up to the twenty-foot high ceiling. Eight-foot windows let plenty of late afternoon sun into the living room, bathing the plush furnishings in its warm rays. I am taken by the grand, idyllic beauty and, without realizing it, drift toward the living room. Abruptly, Ms. Lynn tugs my leash and I am reminded of my limited range.

Voices approach from down the hallway. I recognize one as Mr. Lange, but the other is rich, vibrant, with a natural edge of command. It roots me to the spot and the heat between my legs increases even more.

“She knew exactly what she was doing. The decision has been made.”

“No last minute regrets?” Mr. Lange asks.

“I regret the whole situation but I’ll not have my authority challenged. The matter is disposed.”

The men emerge from the hallway shadows side by side. They’re not quite in to the living room when Mr. Lange spots me. “I like the new arrival.”

The other man sees me, a depressed brow abruptly smoothed by cheer. Yet, his rich, perfectly combed dark hair and chiseled face can’t hide a remote sadness in his young, dark brown eyes. I can’t help but wonder if he feels this way all the time, or if he recently received some bad news. My heat rises under his frank gaze; my new master assessing his new property.

He softly strokes my hair. “She is a beauty, isn’t she? I hope you don’t mind, but with her I’m going to invoke master’s privilege.”

“I’ve someone else in mind for tonight anyway. The other new slave.”

“Debra? She’ll give you nothing but attitude.”

“I’ll break her of it for you. Rather fitting isn’t it, after all? Besides, she might as well be put to use. Just a slave now like any other, right?”

Mr. Rose gives his guest a sidelong look. “Of course. Mr. Palmer, see that Debra is brought to Carter’s room.” He turns back to me. “Ms. Lynn, let this one rest for the day. I’m sure she needs to catch her breath.”

“That’s very generous of you, sir,” Ms. Lynn says.

“I’ve just ordered Debra to be given away for the night. I’m in a generous mood.”




Chapter Three

Master’s Privilege

My “cell” is a long, narrow room in the basement. A single, plain bed is in the left-hand corner. At its foot sits a large, white porcelain chamber pot. Above, a bare light bulb protrudes from the wall well beyond my reach. On the far wall, over the bed, slightly to the right, is a medium sized paned window, which lets in ample light but cannot be opened. The solid wood door also prevents my leaving on a whim. There is a sliding observation panel at eye level and a similar one near the floor, which offer a tease of random surveillance and food.

Ms. Lynn removes most of my uniform, and locks my wrists up to the posture collar. She smiles as she shuts the door, knowing exactly what I wanted to do with my hands. However, I’m not long alone when the observation panel quickly slides back. A pair of dark brown eyes stare at me. Is it Mr. Rose? I can’t study them long enough before the panel slams shut. I expect the door to open but silence returns.

In spite of the sparseness, the cell feels like a home—a permanent home. The blankets look like more than enough to keep the chill away at night. Thick dark blue carpet, like that in the hallway, cushions my feet. Are all the “cells” like this or is this just first night accommodations?

How many women disappear each year? Do they wind up in places like this? Willingly or unwillingly? I’m part of the former group, but for how long? What will they do to me? Things like they’ve done at Red Silk’s place. Or worse. Suddenly, I want to get out of here, tell them I’ve changed my mind.

The door lock clicks. Mr. Palmer strides in followed by one of the other slaves from the coffle this morning. Her light blue eyes gaze out from a comely face.

Mr. Palmer gets right to the point. “Whenever a master enters the room, unless otherwise engaged by another master, you will stand up and acknowledge his presence, so.”

The female gives a slow, dignified nod, eyes downcast.

“Not until the master either acknowledges you, or becomes engaged with something else, will you return to your previous task. You are at Mr. Rose’s call day or night. Otherwise Ms. Lynn will be in charge of you. That’s all.”

The girl leaves, followed by Mr. Palmer who locks the door after him. So crisp and businesslike; imparting the maximum information in the minimum time. Not even “Do you have any questions?” His omission of such speaks of how my concerns don’t matter.

The rest of the day slowly passes. Paul comes and feeds me since my hands are still bound. Some steamed vegetables, rice and cubed meat. Warm tea in a mug helps me down everything. Paul lets my hands down so I may steady myself over the chamber pot. I make an effort of will to relieve myself. When I’m done he places a pair of stiff leather mittens on my hands and a chastity belt around my waist. He tests the belt for snugness, then leaves me alone again.

It is quiet. I discover if I stand on the bed and lean to the right, I can actually see outside—at ground level. Grass, I see nothing but tall grass at first. I stand on tiptoes, my balance somewhat precarious, but I am rewarded with a better view.

The side of the front steps are on the right, and some bushes just to the left. No one passes by although I hear dim voices outside from time to time. When the sun goes down and the light bulb comes on by itself, all I can see in the window is my darkened reflection, a mouse-like creature staring out from its cellar hiding place.

I sit on the bed, looking for anything to distract me from my growing sexual frustration. I rub the mittens over my bare breasts, but they are smooth, stiff and a far cry from what I really want. Eventually the bulb goes off and I’m left in the dark. My eyes adjust to pale moonlight and the faint shadows it throws across my bed. With both mittens I clumsily turn down the sheet and blanket. I lay down on the soft bed and enter a restless sleep.

In the para-reality of dream fantasy I sense a constant presence of someone watching me. Even at Mr. Rose’s feet, a watchfulness surrounds me from the grey shadows. The eyes that looked at me from the observation panel float all around, at times amused, serious and stern. I feel they should belong to Mr. Rose but he already stands before me, issuing orders. Who then? I almost have the answer when a pair of hands shake me awake.

It is the slave who was with Mr. Palmer yesterday. This time there is a leather collar around her neck with a name carved in it: Megan.

“Well? Is she awake?” Ms. Lynn asks.

“Yes, ma’am,” Megan replies.

“Good. Can’t have her thinking just because we let her sleep in the first day that she’s special.”

I blink. Sleep in? The window above is still dark.

Ms. Lynn removes my mittens and the chastity belt only long enough for Megan to sponge bathe me and let me use the chamber pot. When Megan is done the mittens and belt are put back on along with a collar. It is similar to Megan’s but without any name carved there.

“She’s your shadow today, Megan. Standard newcomer procedure.”

Megan takes charge of me. We run errands around the estate, but while Megan speaks and has the use of her hands, I am allowed neither. When I’m given anything to carry, it is either hung from my collar or stuck in a pouch slung over my shoulder. When I arrive at my destination, the receiver takes the pouch and I am hitched to any convenient ring until sent away on my next errand. My frustration grows again; not able to use my hands, no one speaking to me. I slap my mittens together to help relieve some tension. Megan senses my plight and, on one of our outdoor runs, with no one else around, speaks to me.

“I’m committing a breach talking to you, so if you ever tell anyone, I’ll say you’re lying. None of the staff will talk directly to you, except Mr. Palmer and Ms. Lynn. You’re the lowest of the low, no more than an animal. You’re with me only for today so you can get an idea of where things are on the estate and see the rest of the staff. They’ll treat you nice, but any slips and Ms. Lynn will know about it. She’ll probably make you pay double for it since she’s brand new in her job and wants to prove her abilities to Mr. Rose. So watch your step.”

We’re kept on our feet most of the day. When lunchtime comes, I am fed by hand in the kitchen of the main house. The cook, a jolly man, gives me bits from his sandwich. I worry I won’t get enough but he is generous. He even allows me some of his creamed coffee which I must sip from a bowl on the floor. I expect him, and everyone else, to fondle, squeeze or at least leer at me, but no one does. They all keep their hands to themselves except with Megan who is made to serve them during our brief rest stops.

They make her caress her nipples, or bend over with her legs spread, or kneel with her mouth open while they use her. They call out positions and Megan smoothly assumes them. Her graceful movements give an air of class to the crude orders she must obey.

My admiration of her leads me to my first serious violation. “Were you taught to move like that here?”

My timing couldn’t be worse. Mr. Palmer and Philip come into the hallway just as I finish my sentence. There is no doubt they heard me.

Megan wheels on me, delivering a full on slap to my face. “Bad! Bad!” She points a finger at me. The anger in her voice is plain, but there is fear in her eyes. Is she afraid someone might deduce that I felt free to speak because Megan may have spoken to me? How severe is the punishment? A thousand lashes? A night in bondage?

Mr. Palmer stops and stares at Megan. “Any problem here, slave?”

“No, sir,” Megan says, “none at all.”

Mr. Palmer studies us a moment longer. “So I don’t need to train a new messenger?”

“That won’t be necessary, sir.”

“Very well. I’d hate to see you turned out.”

Megan turns ashen. “Yes, sir.”

Mr. Palmer and Philip continue on their way. Megan doesn’t look at me the rest of the day. Now I know the punishment, the only real punishment of a willing slave—banishment.

The estate is huge. After the cramped quarters of my apartment and crowded city streets, it is like freedom itself. The part I saw from the limo is just a tenth of the total acreage. Several cottages sit in secluded corners connected by well-kept paths. At the back of the estate, at the bottom of a small hill, is a large stable. A bridle path leads around the perimeter of the estate, while a nearby gate allows for extended rides on rough paths outside the grounds in the woods.

Tethered to the gate, as if waiting for someone, is another of the slaves from yesterday. Chestnut hair spills down her back and a bit gag pulls back her lips. Her arms are pinned at her sides by a torso harness and she paws at the dusty ground with ankle high boots. As I wait outside for Megan I catch the name of “Tani” on her collar. A man comes striding down the path and calls to her by name. Tani makes a joyous sound of welcome. She stretches her tether to the maximum and is thus wrapped in his arms. He pats her, speaks soothing words, then leads her out beyond the gate. She capers around him and their silhouettes are lost in the westerly sun.

Come nightfall my legs are sore. I haven’t done so much walking in months. But my pussy is alive with need. Forced to watch Megan perform all day has put me in a white heat. Back in my cell I’m allowed to eat alone with my own hands. The panel slides open every minute or so to make sure that is all I do.

Dimly, I hear other doors open and shut. Voices in the hall tell me my neighbor is taken away, and none too gently either. Ms. Lynn says a few sharp words, then the door slams. Shortly after my own door opens and Ms. Lynn enters.

“This one is the centerpiece,” Ms. Lynn says. “But it also needs to be punished since it might get Megan bounced.”

Wrist cuffs secure my hands in back. A large, square gag with leather packing fills my mouth. A metal ring dangles on the outside of the gag. I wonder at its purpose until Ms. Lynn produces a couple of clamps that pinch my nipples, sending shock waves of sensation through me. They are joined by a short chain which draws my breasts close together, then another chain, attached to the ring on my gag, stretches them upward. Ms. Lynn checks the bounce of my breasts, lifting them in the palms of her hands, then letting them drop. The nipple clamps refuse to let go and I squeal each time the chains go taut.

She holds my face in her hands. “You know you deserve this for speaking without permission, my errant beauty. Do something like that again and you’ll find out what real punishment is all about.”

Upstairs, I am tied to a short, wooden post in the center of a long dining table. Placed on my knees, my arms and ankles are tied behind it. My ass is set against a cushion attached to the pole, thus thrusting my cunt forward and open. A strap under my chin, and another above my eyes, keep my head upright and the chain from my gag to my tits taut. I moan in constant pain, the heat in my cunt almost intolerable.

I gaze up through tear filled eyes at the vaulted ceiling. Murals of Cherubim wrapped in flowing robes float above me, their innocent, red cheeked faces looking down as though with knowledge of the fire in my belly and their refusal to do anything about it. My legs are surrounded by fragrant flowers in pale, soft colors. Magnificent place settings of silver and crystal line both sides of the table.

Mr. Palmer comes in, Ms. Lynn on his heels. He circles the table once.

“Leave it to a fresh mind to come up with a new pose. Excellent, Ms. Lynn. Maybe we’ve wasted your talents all this time, keeping you locked in the dungeons.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“Now about the appetizers. I want …”

Mr. Palmer’s voice fades as they move off, attending to final details. Soon after, Raymond and Paul take position at either side of the entrance. I don’t make any attempt to enlist their help because, like the angels above, I know they won’t.

Soon, the dinner guests drift in to the room. Tuxedos and evening gowns. Gentlemen courteously pull out chairs for women decorated in glittering diamonds. Light laughter mixes with the tinkling of silverware against fine china. Snatches of conversation tell me some of these people were at Red Silk’s place my last night there. But what does it matter? My identity was a secret due to the hood and leather suit. My cunt, ass, mouth and tits were the only things exposed. In a way it is the same now; all they see is my skin, perhaps they notice my eyes and the tip of my nose, but not the person. I am a curiosity to be admired before they turn back to one another in idle dinner talk.

I face Mr. Rose at the head of the table. Mr. Lange is on his right. Strangely, no one sits on his left although there is a place setting. Perhaps a guest failed to arrive.

Near the end of the meal Mr. Rose stands and the guests fall silent. “My friends, five years ago I opened this house. Since then we’ve grown, not just in size but in the number of people who share it. May we continue to grow and our friendships deepen.” He lifts his glass in toast.

A round of “Well said” was issued from the guests who raised their glasses in return.

“I invite you to make use of everything tonight. The leather is oiled, the dungeons ready, and the house brimming with expectant, nervous slaves. For those who want to take advantage of our beautiful weather, the bridle path is well lit and the stable filled with eager ponygirls for a moonlight ride. Enjoy.”

Mr. Rose bows to enthusiastic applause. The guests drift out and soon I hear the joy of merrymaking mix with the screams of the tortured.

Not until all the dishes are cleared away does Ms. Lynn let me down from the table. The nipple clamps and gag are removed, though my evening is not done.

“Down on all fours. Down!” she says, then clips a leash to my collar and I follow, like a dog, winding my way past so many pairs of legs. But instead of taking me back to my cell, she leads me to the east wing and Mr. Rose’s suite.

A fireplace, bricked from floor to ceiling, is off to the right. A door to the right of the fireplace opens on a hallway and gives a glimpse of a large, walk-in closet full of women’s clothes. Ms. Lynn turns me to the left and my attention is focused on the king-sized four poster bed opposite the fireplace. Sturdy rings hang from each post at various heights with several more around the bed frame. As at Red Silk’s place, paintings depicting scenes of submission hang from the walls. Yet, rather than giving the place a tawdry feel, the masterful works denote a sublime quality rarely seen in the erotic. In a corner just to the left of the fireplace, sits a tall, round cage.

I am locked in the cage, my hands cuffed overhead. Ms. Lynn opens an armoire, filled with gleaming leather devices. I don’t get much of a chance to study them as Ms. Lynn leaves and turns off the lights, plunging me into darkness.

I can’t help but tremble. I don’t even know this man yet, here I am, a prisoner in his room. Of course, I’ve been with other strange men before, but always with someone I already knew near me, like Red Silk. No such safety net now.

I draw a deep breath, lick my lips. I’ve got to get my fear under control, can’t let this paralyze me. Yet, before I realize it, my fear is transformed to longing in my vagina and I can’t wait to face the unknown.

Patience, patience, I chant to myself. Your time will come. But my need, the burn is reaching new levels tonight. Where is he? Where is the man who will satisfy me? Patience.

Sounds of celebration leak into the room. They briefly increase in volume as the door opens. A dim lamp at the bedside reveals Mr. Rose, his features relaxed. Gone is the sadness from earlier, replaced now with the expectation of using his new slave, of forgetting his duties as host. He’s seen to everyone else’s pleasure for the night, now it’s his turn.

He draws me out of the cage, his hands are soft, gentle. He unhurriedly secures my legs and arms wide apart to the bedposts. I watch in fascination as he undresses. Master of the estate, he takes his time in hanging up his clothes before he turns his attention back to the hot slave on his bed. His young body is beautiful: legs firm, tight stomach, broad chest. He joins me on the bed, taking care not to trample me with hands, knees or legs. Carefully, he lays on top of me.

“When I saw you in your leather suit at the party, I knew I would have you for my own. When you satisfied all those masters and still had enough left for me at the end I knew, even if the lady whose care you were in refused to negotiate, I’d find a way to get you. And now here you are. Do you have what it takes? Are you ready to commit?”

My mouth is dry. I’m not quite sure what he is asking, but I feel I’m at a crossroads. “Yes. I’m ready, master.”

He takes his privilege with me, his huge cock easily sliding in, pounding away at the cleft between my legs. His mouth covers mine in possessive kisses, his tongue exploring my throat as deeply as his cock explores my cunt. My own explosions start within and I hear him gasp in amazement. I pull against the ropes, my back arched, then almost immediately sense my fire start to build anew. I’m halfway there as he reaches his own climax and I cry out. Unlike most men he doesn’t collapse afterwards. His cock has lost some of its stiffness, but he keeps on with me, not stopping until I’ve orgasmed again. Somehow, I find my hands are untied and I cling to him like a lifeline. The rest of the ropes come off and we pleasure each other for hours on end. Eventually he falls asleep, but I don’t. When dawn breaks I greet it with contentment, curled up in his arms.




Chapter Four

Mr. Lange’s Import

My nights are spent in the protective arms of Mr. Rose, but my days are spent under the strict tutelage of Ms. Lynn. The dichotomy between my gentle master and the demanding mistress spins my head around; after sunset its soft words and music, by day hammer and tongs.

My lessons with Ms. Lynn always start with me on all fours. In the first week I’m not allowed to rise above her waist. The discipline involved in such a simple thing is harder than I might have I imagined. Three times on the first day alone Ms. Lynn deals out punishment for my lack of concentration. She orders my ass high in the air and stripes it with a bamboo cane, its fire lacing through me. Come the third time, I cannot sit comfortably during my observation period, which was probably the whole idea to begin with anyway. I fidget while Ms. Lynn has another slave demonstrate various positions, then punishes me again for unauthorized movement.

The range of subservient positions are seemingly infinite. Each slave has them memorized but I struggle to remember just one, much less correctly do it. Each day the positions are presented in the same order and I slowly learn, like a dancer who must learn an entire ballet. After I manage to get through them all without a mistake, Ms. Lynn mixes them up and the whole learning process starts over, but it’s not quite as difficult this time. Eventually, no matter what position Ms. Lynn calls out, I instantly assume it.

I see a lot of the other slaves too. Each spends half a day to demonstrate what I am to learn. Their moves are so effortless, so smooth, they just flow from one movement to another like a tai chi master. I imitate them the best I can but I can’t keep up the pace. A couple of them slow down so I might match them, move for move. I whisper a thank you when I’m sure Ms. Lynn cannot hear. Perhaps remembering their own trials when they were learning, my fellow slaves smile back.

Debra smiles too, but it is a smile born of condescension, as if to say I’ll never measure up. Every night, back in my cell before I’m taken to Mr. Rose, I practice. One day I will wipe the smile off her face.

The first couple of weeks it is all Debra’s way. She treats me with barely disguised hostility, if not pure hatred. At one point she even flips me the finger. I cease my movements in shock. Before Debra can hide her actions, Ms. Lynn catches the obscene gesture. A searing lash across her back makes Debra cry out. Ms. Lynn grabs a handful of blonde hair and wrenches Debra’s head all the way back.

A quiet menace fills her voice. “I’ve had it with your attitude. You’re headed for Judgment.”

I don’t see Debra again until a week later; the day I find out all about Judgment.

The terrace outside the library is where it takes place. A pale blue sky opens overhead while the sun bathes the grey bricks below. Mr. Rose occupies a curule chair while I kneel on a large, thick green pillow to his left. My wrists are cuffed in front in my lap, my leash tied around the arm of the chair. Mr. Palmer stands on Mr. Rose’s right, acting as a court bailiff, calling those due for judgment forward from a list in his hand.

Wayward slaves are dealt with; everything from laxness of duty to outright disobedience. The type of correction recommended by Ms. Lynn or Mr. Palmer; a hundred lashes with the cat, two hours of bound solitude, loss of table privileges. The punishments are as varied as the infractions.

Near the end, Megan is brought before Mr. Rose. Ms. Lynn announces her sin. “Talking without permission to the new slave with the purpose of undermining authority. Megan has confessed in hopes of leniency.”

“What do you think, Franklin?” Mr. Rose says.

“Banishment is what’s called for,” Mr. Palmer states, “but I feel this slave can be rehabilitated.”

Mr. Rose considers Megan who kneels on the hard bricks. Her head hangs down and her lip quivers. I hold my breath. She is here because of me.

“Undermining authority. We all know how I feel about that,” Mr. Rose says. His finger taps the chair. “Three months in the stables with loss of her name. Make her the beast of burden and let the stable hands have their way with her. If she learns her lesson, then bring her back and I’ll review the case.”

“Thank you, Master.” Megan scrambles forward and kisses Mr. Rose’s feet. Raymond and Paul tear her away, strip the name collar from her neck and lock another one like mine in its place. After a large bit is shoved in her mouth, a stable hand leads her away, already giving her ponygirl commands.

I expel my pent breath, thankful I wasn’t responsible for ending someone’s life here. Then there is one more slave brought forward.

Unlike the contrite Megan, Debra is all fire and fury, which would be worse if she weren’t so tightly bound and gagged. Raymond and Paul carry her like a suitcase, face down. Debra snorts and tosses but the men are strong enough to hold her. They stand her up before Mr. Rose.

Ms. Lynn steps forward. “This one’s crime is …”

“I know what she did,” Mr. Rose says, waving off Ms. Lynn. “I want to hear what she says about it.”

The severe cloth gag is untied. Wet, thick wadding is removed from Debra’s mouth. She glares at Mr. Rose.

“Well, what do you have to say?” he asks.

“How dare you do this! Where’d you get the right to judge me?”

“From you, the moment you accepted this life. You went in with your eyes wide open.”

“And now I want out!”

Mr. Rose laughs. “It doesn’t work like that. You’ve only yourself to blame for your situation, and you know it.”

“This isn’t fair!”

Mr. Rose gets up to stand face to face with Debra. “What would you have me do? Should I say, ‘That’s all right, let’s pretend it never happened’?”

“What I did wasn’t all that bad.”

“I’m not talking about your flipping someone off, you treasonous bitch!”

Mr. Rose’s words strike Debra like a thunderbolt. She stares in shock, then chokes as she begins to cry. Tears roll down her face but Mr. Rose is unmoved by them. He backs up and takes his seat.

“For one week publicly whip her. Make sure all the slaves are there. Then, for three hours each day make her available to anyone who’s interested.”

Debra begs for mercy. The gag, shoved back in her mouth, stops that. Raymond and Paul grin, like a hidden wish of theirs has finally come true.

Mr. Rose unties my leash and prepares to leave. Mr. Palmer places a restraining hand on his arm. “Just one more matter, sir.” He clears his throat. “Ms. Lynn, stand for Judgment.”

Ms. Lynn steps forward. She appears nervous like the slaves before her, yet I’m about to learn Judgment is not always for punishment.

“Ms. Lynn was instrumental in arranging things for the anniversary dinner,” Mr. Palmer says. “She came up with the idea for the centerpiece.”

“That was you?” Mr. Rose asks.

“Yes, sir,” Ms. Lynn answers. “I was surprised no one had thought of it before.”

Mr. Rose strokes my head. “When I saw this lovely thing like that my breath was taken away. Perhaps I did better than I thought in making you mistress-of-slaves. But then we’ll all find out for sure when Franklin does the quarterly reports.”

Mr. Palmer remains impassive, but Ms. Lynn bites her lip. I suddenly understand Ms. Lynn is on some kind of probation, and Mr. Palmer will be the one filling out the report card. Mr. Rose appears pleased at this subtle turning of the screws.

“Oh, Ms. Lynn, one more thing. Is Kirsten suitable for travel?” Mr. Rose briefly touches the top of my head. I blush.

“She’s barely trained, but her instincts are good.”

“We won’t be going far. Just to Carter’s house for the day. We’re going to discuss business and he did show an interest in her.”

“That should be all right, although I’d keep her under tight rein.”

“As if there were anything else.”

Panic. My God, what if somebody sees me?

I’m on the floor of the limo, bound and blindfolded. Dressed only in rope, hog-tied on my side, I feel Mr. Rose’s legs on either side of me. They move a little with the click of a briefcase, the shuffle of papers. None of these ordinary things quell my fear. My fantasy of being bound in the limo is chased by the reality of its possible repercussions. What if we’re pulled over by the police? How is this explained away? And the humiliation involved would be too great. Isn’t Mr. Rose aware of this? He apparently doesn’t care, or he’s so secure that if any stranger were to see him with a naked, bound woman in his car, he would fear no consequences.

I expected to be draped in some kind of a covering, but when Ms. Lynn marched me to the limo, naked, my arms already tied, I began to shake. What if there was an accident? Trapped inside a burning car is definitely not the way I want to go.

I concentrate on my blindfold. Without my sight I can be anywhere. I imagine myself in Mr. Rose’s bed, waiting for the master to use me, as he has every night. My fear is translated to a warm wetness between my legs and I moan in my need.

“Hush,” Mr. Rose tells me. “It’s not far now.”

Minutes later I roll slightly as the car swings into a driveway. Mr. Rose gets out and I’m released from the hog-tie but not the rest of my bondage. A pair of hands lift me out and stand me up. Rough asphalt greets my bare feet. A light, gentle breeze caresses my skin. The unfamiliar hands steady me and the ankle ropes are removed, but not the one above my knees.

“Edison! About time you got here.” The voice belongs to Mr. Lange.

“I had to dole out some punishment,” Mr. Rose says. “It took longer than I planned.”

“All’s well, I hope?”

“It will be.” Mr. Rose pulls gently at my leash. I cautiously step forward. “I brought Kirsten for you. She might be a welcome change after Debra.”

“Debra is a challenge, but worth the work.” He laughs and playfully slaps me on the ass. “Philip will take care of this one for later, then I’ll show you the new toy from Europe.”

My leash is handed over to someone else. The masters’ voices fade as they walk away. Unseen hands untie the knee ropes and remove the blindfold. I blink in the late afternoon sun and find Philip standing in front of me, yet he’s looking at Mr. Lange as he disappears into the house. Without a word Philip turns back to me, taking me by the arm.

He guides me into a sprawling, ranch style home. I’m barely aware of soft, beige carpet cushioning my feet as we pass through a living room brimming with Southwestern art. My eyes are more on Philip as I’m hustled out the back door.

His movements are assured, confident, and his look at Mr. Lange speaks to me of a restrained power. His clothes are loose, casual, yet his attitude is anything but. The firm grip about my arm proves that. But the power he hides doesn’t have to do with only physical strength. There is a competence about him that is lacking in Mr. Lange and that rivals even Mr. Rose. He yanks on my leash forcing me to hurry.

We cross a lawn of short, springy grass with that newly cut smell. A wood paneled cottage sits in the middle of a circle of short trees. Unlike the estate, where all the windows in the main house let in sunlight, the ones here are painted black.

A sudden case of the creeps overtakes me and I back away. Philip wraps the leash tight in his hand to keep me close. He keys open two deadbolts and pushes me through the door.

Aside from the spillover of light on the carpet, I can’t make out any interior details. The door slams shut and I am in darkness. A wall switch clicks and red lights give everything a devilish glow.

The dungeon is stocked with just about anything needed to torture a slave, but what grabs my attention is the object in the center of the room, like it’s been waiting for me. A chair. A very special chair.

It looks like a metal skeleton. Shiny, thin, parallel bars run out at several angles, then suddenly twist this way and that. Well padded support bars for the legs are spread wide and a back support of thin, parallel bars rises up in the center. Several wires hang over the bars. I’ve never seen anything like this before and, although I’m horrified, I can’t tear my eyes away.

Philip loosens a large knob near the bottom and tilts the chair backward. He removes the ropes from around my upper body, but not from my wrists. I’m laid back against cold bars that run along either side of my spine. My legs are positioned atop the padded areas, then white cords are wound about my thighs to keep them in place. Philip passes a single rope around the back of my neck, over my shoulders, under my armpits and around my chest. He ties it off to the frame behind me to keep my back straight. Another rope goes around my waist over a cross bar behind me, then around my wrists to anchor them in back. Philip makes sure everything is snug, that there is no extra strain on any part of my body.

There isn’t any seat as such. My cunt and asshole hang in the air. I can feel my juices ready to drip on the carpet. I want to get on with it. But Philip is not my deliverer.

He places the wires around me; two over my shoulders with the ends hanging down near my tits, and two more on the carpet below my cunt. The ends of the top wires are not bare but terminate in little round pads. My study of them is cut short when Philip pries open my mouth with a ring gag. A cloth blindfold is wound about my head, bracing it between the twin bars of the back frame.

Philip tilts me forward to a regular sitting position. Then a curious thing happens; he softly strokes my neck. Mr. Rose has done this to me, but his caresses are meant to keep me in a certain mood or elicit a reaction. The strokes from Philip are unpossessive. His hands explore down my shoulders, arms and across the top of my thighs. I shudder at his familiarity, the spontaneity with which he explores my body. At my knees his fingers trail away into space. I try to beg him to continue but all that comes out from behind my gag is a whimper.

The door opens and two sets of footsteps enter.

“Good, she’s ready,” Mr. Lange says, and one set of footsteps retreats out the door. The two heavier treads of Mr. Lange and my master casually circle me. I know they’re appraising, planning, measuring. I tense.

“Not too bad,” Mr. Lange says. “All right, Ed, you’ve got yourself a deal. I’ll have Philip set up a schedule.”

“One that we both can live with,” Mr. Rose replies.

“Of course.” Mr. Lange pinches one of my nipples. I squirm under the attention. “Hmm. Sensitive. You’ve got a lively one here, Edison.”

“I think she’s got a lot of good qualities,” Mr. Rose says, his pride evident. “Wait until she’s fully trained.”

“It’ll be interesting to watch her development. How long can she go for one play?”

“Try and find out.”

Mr. Lange attaches the round, sticky pads on the two shoulder wires to my nipples, entirely covering them. The pads are conical, perhaps so they won’t pop out of place when my nipples protrude. The bottom wires are different. Tiny clips on each are affixed to my inner labia; not so tight as to cause heavy pain but enough so they won’t slide away.

I hear Mr. Lange back up, then a switch is thrown. At first I don’t feel anything then, with a subtle increase, the pads on my tits vibrate with a soft whir. Like ants the sensations crawl over me. They spread through the rest of my breasts, a crawling aphrodisiac that invades the spot between my legs.

The current in the nipple pads is replaced by the two on my cunt. Again, they start slow and build up until I am quaking in the chair. I can’t wait for you! I can’t wait! I want to shout. I attempt to toss my head from side to side but the blindfold around the back brace won’t allow it. I stick my tongue out through the ring, anything to draw their attention to my plight. They either don’t understand or, more likely, don’t care. The vibrations go up even more and my muscles lock. Only my diaphragm pumps in shallow breaths as I try to control the internal pressure.

Suddenly, everything stops. All I can hear are my ragged gasps through the ring gag.

“So they’re vibrators,” Mr. Rose says. “Nothing new there.”

“We’re just getting started,” Mr. Lange says. “How many can do this?”

The switch is clicked again and this time both sets alternate with each other. My tits, my cunt, my tits. Back and forth they go, like a torturous pendulum. Just when I get used to the syncopation, it is slowed down or sped up. I feel like a tennis ball battered back and forth.

“And then there’s this …”

Now each one attacks me singly; up, down, all around. A terrible cadence rocks me until I am frantic.

I hear something kicked across the carpet. It stops just in front and below my cunt. Two feet step up as though on a wooden step, then I feel something warm and large enter my mouth. It must be Mr. Lange. Mr. Rose’s cock is longer but not as wide. If only they’d free my head and take out the gag! There’s no need for it, I’d say. I’d pump my head back and forth and suck Mr. Lange so tight he’d be afraid his cock would break away. But I can’t, so I compensate with a tongue that twirls around him and a sudden suck that sounds like a vacuum cleaner. Mr. Lange gives a small cry and steadies himself on the frame that juts above my head.

“Eager little slut!”

“As far as I can tell, she’s constantly hot,” Mr. Rose says. “Always wet, always ready.”

It doesn’t take long before Mr. Lange shoots his load in to me. Mr. Rose takes his place. He lasts a little longer and then he also succumbs. Their mixed seed drips out of my mouth and spills down my chin. It splashes on my tits, wetting the two vibrator pads. As if I could forget about them. The vibrations and their fluctuations are much slower now, pacing me like a runner in a marathon. They keep me on edge, unable to obtain any release. I cry out in need but the men ignore me, discussing my next torture.

Mr. Lange leans down, close to my ear. “Turn the knob here, see?”

The chair frame tilts backwards. My face is toward the ceiling, my legs splayed in the air.

The door opens. For an instant I feel the warm sun on my cunt, then my hole is plugged by another cock.

Two voices speak in hushed tones, well away from me. The cock cannot belong to either of them. Philip? If so, he doesn’t touch me except for his tool. But aside from its good size, I can’t distinguish this one from any other. It thrusts at me in a generic way without any definable characteristic. I can’t even catch the scent of him due to the dried cum on my face that assails my nostrils. I try to squeeze him but the vibrators on my lips have loosened me so much it is impossible. I can’t tell who he is and that makes me even wetter.

I don’t know how long he thrusts. Time has lost all relevance. He explodes in me and I weep. Not in pain from the hard ejaculation but because it’s over too soon. When he withdraws, I am left open and cold.

The vibrators cease their chore and I’m put back in the upright position. The ring gag and blindfold are removed. When my eyes adjust I see Mr. Rose and Mr. Lange, both naked, in front of me. I catch a glimpse of a bare foot just as it goes out the door.

“You said something about going for a long time?” Mr. Lange asks.

“Yes. But I must confess, I’m not quite recharged.”

“Neither am I. Still, there’s no need to wait.”

The vibrators detonate all at once with full force. My head bangs back against the twin bars.

“Let’s go,” Mr. Lange says. “I need a drink.”

“Don’t you want to watch?”

“I can view the tape later.”

“What about a gag?”

“No. Let her scream.”

The masters leave me in a world where I have no control. I scream, cry and curse but nothing stops what happens to me. I get my climax and then some. The orgasms inundate me with waves of shudders, an almost constant cresting, threatening to drown me. As each wave rolls away I gasp for air, a brief respite before I howl when the next one washes over me. The chair rattles but holds me fast against the cleansing tide.

The masters return after nightfall. They use my cunt this time, each one cumming twice. I can only grunt in acceptance of their offerings, my vocal cords yelled raw.

They leave me again, but this time Philip comes for me. He unties me and gently towels off my sweat soaked body. He scoops me in his strong arms and, like a child, I curl up, my head resting on his solid shoulder. He leaves me unbound, on the floor of Mr. Rose’s car and I wrap myself around my master’s legs for the ride home.

When we reach his bed, Mr. Rose gently lays me down and takes me once more. He tells me how proud he is and that Carter Lange wants to see me again. I don’t answer.




Chapter Five

Reports

We are in coffle, knelt back on our heels. The only sound is the chain, which occasionally tinkles between our collars. Our hands are tied behind us, a few new slaves who are not trustworthy with their voices, are gagged. All our eyes are wide, wide open. If they weren’t, I’m sure we’d be fitted with devices to keep them that way.

Each day all the slaves have been marched into this, the largest of the dungeons. There’re fifteen of us and we line up against two of the walls. Heavy equipment sits against the other two but there is still plenty of space for people to walk around the portable whipping post in the middle of the room.

The procession into the dungeon is always the same; first the slaves, led by Ms. Lynn, then Mr. Palmer takes his position on the left side of the post. Lastly, Raymond and Paul enter with Debra firmly in hand. Debra’s protests bounced off the dungeon walls the first day they marched her in, but each successive day they’ve steadily decreased. Now, on the seventh day, she doesn’t voice any complaint, partly because she knows it won’t do her any good and partly because they’ve beaten it out of her. Head down, like a penitent in church, she is knelt in front of Mr. Palmer.

“Are you ready to accept your punishment?” he asks.

“Yes, sir.” I can barely hear Debra’s soft reply.

“You will gladly accept whatever task your master assigns to you?”

“Yes, sir.”

At the start of the week, Mr. Palmer couldn’t even consider talking to Debra. Her curses made us all wince, but not as much as when Mr. Palmer lit into her with a single tail whip. After that first day either Raymond or Paul did the honors, always with the same whip, until Debra begged for mercy. Today though, Mr. Palmer holds the whip once more, and he doesn’t look like he’s going to give it up to anyone.

“You will accept whatever your master orders? Even if he makes you subservient to another slave?”

“Yes, sir. It makes no difference to me.”

“What if he orders you to help train and groom this slave here?” Mr. Palmer points in my direction.

Debra looks over her shoulder at me. The malice is gone from her eyes, replaced by … what? Envy? Resignation? It’s so quick I can’t really tell before she turns back to the post. “As I said, sir, it makes no difference to me.”

“I think it does, but you’ll do it anyway.”

“Yes, sir.”

Mr. Palmer lifts her head up by the chin and he gazes into her eyes. “Very well. On behalf of your master, I am satisfied. Accept your punishment in grace and know that your master forgives you.”

He stands her up and Debra wraps her arms around the whipping post. She isn’t tied to it like earlier in the week, but Mr. Palmer still blindfolds her so she can’t see the oncoming strokes. He whispers to her. It reminds me of when Paul said something to her and she burst out in tears. This time she only nods in acknowledgement. Mr. Palmer steps back.

The whistle of the whip cuts through the air. The wicked kiss of the tail against Debra’s pale flesh fills me with a dreadful heat. My mouth goes dry as it has every time I’ve participated in this ritual. Debra’s cries are no less in volume than before, but now she willingly clings to the post like a lifeline. Her back and ass, already splotchy with bruises, take on even more. Raymond and Paul were certainly enthusiastic when they whipped Debra, but their swings were clumsy compared to Mr. Palmer’s. His lashes are agile, strong and severe. He avoids the already marked areas with a slight cant of his wrist and turns the last few pink spots on Debra a flaming red. Spare in his methods, as in everything else. Debra is soon on her knees but she doesn’t let go of the post. She begs for mercy, usually a sign that she can’t take anymore. Raymond or Paul would stop after a few more swings but Mr. Palmer is deaf to her. He concentrates on her upper arms and Debra wails.

He has to stop. He has to stop now! Mr. Palmer does not heed my silent pleas. Not until Debra’s head is bowed does he cease. She doesn’t weep, but I must blink away my tears.

“Slaves up!” Ms. Lynn calls out.

I stumble to my feet with the rest of coffle. We never stay to watch the second part of the punishment, when she is made available to everyone. It is just as well. After each of these whippings I feel like I was the one disciplined.

Debra’s sentence may have ended that day but not my involvement with her. It is just beginning.

True to his word, Mr. Palmer makes Debra my “groom”; she attends to my basic needs from bringing food to my cell, emptying the chamber pot and being a companion whenever I’m given the freedom of the grounds. She also becomes the only slave I practice the positions with, even though her movements are at first a little stiff. She is only a few years older than me and her body is in excellent shape, so she makes a quick recovery. Her honey blonde hair is almost a garment in itself as it cascades down her back. She could very well be a valkerie come to earth, with her hair, marvelous physique and flashing blue eyes, but she exhibits a soft side now too. She is friendlier with me, but I remember her initial attitude. Can one week of punishment change how Debra feels toward me? It all seems a little too easy, too pat. I remember the words Ms. Lynn used to describe Debra—conniving bitch—and can’t help but wonder if I am a pawn in a plan of Debra’s to win back what she lost. Her cordial inquiries of “How are you today?” or “Are we ready to begin?” won’t put me off my guard. I am civil to her, but I keep my responses limited. I sense a growing frustration in Debra, but I’m not about to be cast off my wariness.

Our breakthrough comes a couple of weeks after we’ve been together. We are wandering through a maze of tall, meticulously trimmed hedges on one of our “freedom” days—when we’re allowed outside. Our sandaled feet scrunch on the fine gravel in counterpoint to the strange bird calls beyond the maze. Our bare skin warms under the friendly sun. We turn a corner and come upon a whipping post conveniently located so a master may restrain and whip a slave. Debra’s hands run over the smooth wood, tracing the intricate grains, perhaps remembering her punishment. The bruises are gone now and her movements are as fluid as any of the other slaves.

“I know I was terrible to you when you arrived,” she says. “I was angry at my situation, angry at my … my master, at everything. I wanted to quit, just leave all this behind me.”

“I gathered as much,” I say, recalling Debra’s tirade at Mr. Rose on her Judgment day. “Why didn’t you just leave?”

“It’s not easy to explain. I made a commitment when I came here. A promise. I could have left, but then I’d still have to look at myself in the mirror, knowing I’d broken that promise. It’s the promises we make to ourselves, the commitment to this place, that keeps it going. If we don’t, then the estate and what we do here falls apart.”

“How long have you been here?”

“Since the beginning. It was so exciting back then! Helping design the equipment and dungeons. When I saw you, your innocence and freshness, it reminded me of myself back then, and how much I had changed from that. It made me even more miserable. So I took it out on you.”

“What did you do that was so bad?” I smile. “Besides giving me the finger.”

Debra is clearly uncomfortable. She shakes her head as if internally debating whether or not she’s ready to tell. The sun shines off her beautiful hair and she seems like a little girl about to confess.

“I interfered with another slave’s punishment,” she says. “Ed … I mean, Mr. Rose had passed judgment and I went behind his back to lighten it. He found out, of course.”

“Couldn’t you talk to him? Maybe suggest something else?”

“You’re going to find out that the master does consider all the angles, but once he makes a decision, he doesn’t retract it. He can’t be seen to waiver and maintain his authority. Even in my case, he didn’t just sentence me without careful thought. But once he made his decision that was it. And here I am.”

I place my arm around Debra. So full of fire when I first arrived. The fire is still inside her, but now reduced to a small glow. She seems frail. “I’m sorry.”

Debra turns and hugs me. We stay that way a long time, heads on each other’s shoulders. The birds go quiet as if in respect for the moment we share. At last Debra stands away.

“We’d better get back and practice your positions,” she says.

“Oh, do I have to?” I moan.

“Now, now. You’ve improved, but you can do better. And the quarterly reports are only a week away.”

We return to the main house and more than one head turns at the sight of us arm in arm, laughing and joking.

Although Debra becomes more of a helper to me, Ms. Lynn becomes ever more harsh. She analyzes every nuance of my movement, voice inflection and posture. To be sure, not all her comments are negative, yet they all cut to the bone. As several new slaves enter the training sessions one day, I hope Ms. Lynn will pick on somebody else at last. So much for hope. She verbally blisters me for an incorrect arm placement in the “present” position. When she finishes upbraiding me in front of everyone, she orders us all to the showers. I linger behind.

“There are other slaves here who aren’t as good as me,” I say. “Why do you criticize me all the time?”

Ms. Lynn isn’t surprised by my confrontational tactic. Rather, she acts like she expected it. “I ride you hard because of your standing. I’m not about to send the master anything but the best. Nor should you strive for anything less.”

“Well, sure. That’s my goal, too. I just don’t like being singled out.”

“You were marked as special well before you got here. Do you think it’s coincidence that Mr. Rose found you? He was told there was a suitable, new slave for him and he went especially to test your potential. My treatment of you comes from his orders.”

“Mr. Rose? But he doesn’t treat me badly at all.”

“Of course not. That’s my job. If I do it correctly, when you get to him he doesn’t have to worry whether his slave will meet his standards.”

“I didn’t know.”

“You do now.” She grabs me by the hair. “And now you can forget about a nice, warm shower. You’re going to be punished for speaking out of turn.”

It is the only time I speak to Ms. Lynn on an equal footing. I pay for it with two dozen red stripes across my ass. Mr. Rose is out of town so I don’t have to explain them to him. They barely fade before the end of the week and the quarterly reports.

The event takes place on the lawn behind the main house. We are assembled in a wide semi-circle with Mr. Palmer seated before us. Paul and Raymond hover in behind us, prodding a slouching back here, lifting a drooping chin there. Ms. Lynn stands next to Mr. Palmer, calling out slaves by name to perform their special dance. I can’t help but notice that, aside from myself and Megan, all the slaves have names on their collars, even those who entered the estate after me.

They start with Debra, then Tani, Julie, Celeste, Lisa and the rest. They all perform flawlessly and I suddenly realize that even the new slaves have done this before. They must’ve been brought back here for a refresher course. I am the only rookie.

“You.” Ms. Lynn points at Megan who, of course, was stripped of her name.

Megan gracefully begins to demonstrate the positions. The time in the stables appears to have done her wonders. Her skin is tanned and her muscles have more definition. She has only a short time left on her sentence, but the simple task of being a ponygirl has brought a serenity to her aura. She goes through the entire dance with her eyes closed as if to say she is happy in the dance itself, not caring how Mr. Palmer grades her. At the end she bows her head to Mr. Palmer, like all the other slaves, then backs up to her original spot next to me.

Ms. Lynn pauses to speak quietly with Mr. Palmer. The butterflies in my stomach are frenzied. C’mon, c’mon! Let’s get on with it! I’m all set, ready to jump to the task at hand, but still they consult. Fine, let them play their little games. I don’t care.

Ms. Lynn points to me. “Your turn. Now, slave!”

Her summons catches me off guard. I’m slow to respond and Ms. Lynn appears ready to chop off my head. I crawl to the assigned spot before the ever stoic Mr. Palmer and, at a slight wave of his hand, I begin.

Present. Open. Petition. Submit. Belly. Captive. I run through them and many more, keeping my movements liquidly erotic. I don’t find myself actively thinking about it. Rather, I’m divorced from my body, like during certain times at Red Silk’s place. I am aware of what I’m doing but I feel a different will guiding me through my paces. It’s the part of me that’s connected to my internal fire, that makes me want this life, need this life. I surrender to its commands.

Before I know it I am at the last position. My head bows to Mr. Palmer and I back away, once more just another in the line of those who wait.

Raymond and Paul chain us all together. I lift my head to receive the fetter on my collar and find Mr. Palmer staring at me. He motions Ms. Lynn down to him and they whisper again. Mr. Palmer gives me a last look, makes a quick note in his folder and strides in to the house.

We’re all taken to our cells. Since there are so many slaves, Debra and I double up in mine. I fall on my bed, the tension quickly melting into fatigue. Debra sits on the edge beside me.

“You did wonderfully,” she says. “I haven’t seen Mr. Palmer react like that in a long time.”

“How could you tell?” I say. “He hardly moved at all.”

“I know that man. The more stoic he is, the more you’ve gotten under his skin. Now rest.”

Debra’s soft hand strokes my forehead and I drift in to dreamless sleep.

Judgment Day. It is two days since our test and Mr. Rose has received the reports. All the slaves have acquitted themselves well, even the ones who came in late to the training. I can’t help but smile when Debra receives praise from Mr. Rose, not only for her report, but also for how she has adapted to her new role. A look passes between them, like a secret language that only they two understand.

Megan is given back her name and transferred from the stables to the nearby servants’ quarters. She is still not allowed in the main house, but she doesn’t appear too disappointed at this. She obviously enjoys the outdoors and Mr. Rose follows Mr. Palmer’s suggestion that she remain a ponygirl by day to taxi people around the estate.

Ms. Lynn unhitches my leash from Mr. Rose’s chair and I assume we are done. I ready myself to return to my cell when I hear Mr. Palmer intone “You slave. Stand for Judgment.”

I look around. Everyone else is finished, then who …?

Mr. Palmer is looking at me.

Ms. Lynn gives my leash an encouraging tug. I leave the soft pillow behind to kneel on the hard brick before Mr. Rose. Like Mr. Palmer his face is unreadable. I frantically search my memory for any incident, any careless thing I might have done to bring me here.

“I’ve seen all the reports, even Megan’s. But I’ve got a question about this one’s here.” Mr. Rose motions to me. “Are you sure this is correct, Franklin?”

Mr. Palmer receives my report and scrutinizes it like it was the Dead Sea scrolls.

“Everything seems to be filled out right. Yes, quite sure, sir.” He hands the report back to Mr. Rose. Is there a hint of a smile on his face?

“I can’t have a slave with a grade like this.” Mr. Rose leans down and, before I can blink, deftly removes my collar. I gasp and try to grab it back, but Ms. Lynn slaps my hand away.

“Like I said, I can’t have a slave with the best grade running around here without a name.” Mr. Rose extracts another collar hidden in the folds of his coat. The lettering is tooled into the leather and dyed bright silver. With the same ease as he removed my old collar, Mr. Rose places the new one around my neck.

I read the letters when he held it up, not quite believing it. I feel them now under my trembling fingers, spelling it for myself.

Kirsten.




Chapter Six

Expansions

After I receive my name the visits to Mr. Lange end. He’s moved on to other slaves now, usually new ones without a name. Their cries and pleadings echo in my cell and I know full well the techniques he uses on them. Those who are with him more than once tremble as they wait outside the dungeon; not so much in fear as anticipation of the heights to which he will deliver them. I think back on my own arduous climbs to ecstasy with him and Philip; a small, though definite, part of me can’t help but miss it a little.

One day the observation panel snaps open and there are those eyes. Dark brown, they don’t blink as they run over my body. They scan me casually, seeing how I appear without a binding uniform, assessing my nudity. I’m frozen under his gaze, staring back. Yes, definitely a man. But who? Not Mr. Rose. Not Mr. Palmer.

Distant noises from the far end of the hall. The eyes turn away. I catch a brief glimpse of an indistinguishable profile and he is gone. Gone in such haste, he didn’t remember to shut the panel.

My observation panel is directly opposite the dungeon door and I glimpse a naked, robust slave suspended well above the floor. Her legs are attached to a wide, spreader bar and her skin is covered in a light sheen. Her head hangs down in exhaustion. Mr. Lange appears flushed and satisfied himself, but I know from my own experience that the suspended slave has a long way to go before he is finished with her. His shirt is partly opened, baiting me with a partial glance of his muscular chest.

He catches me peering out at him. “Hello, little voyeur. Like what you see? Perhaps I should leave the door open for your enjoyment. Or should I say ‘tease’, since all you can do is watch.”

I don’t answer but I don’t move away from the panel either. Mr. Lange chuckles and continues on his way, returning moments later sipping from a glass of water. I watch him and Philip whip the poor slave into oblivion. Philip whips her back while Mr. Lange concentrates on the insides of her legs. Suddenly, Mr. Lange strikes upward at her pussy and she howls like a demon from one of the circles of hell. Mr. Lange gestures to hit her again but stops at a signal from Philip. Mr. Lange savagely kisses her instead. She returns it in equal measure, then breaks off as she howls again, this time in ecstasy as his hand gently strokes her cunt. She shakes under Mr. Lange’s control, the pleasure rippling through her body.

Mr. Lange withdraws his hand and leans against the door. “I think you’ve seen enough,” he says with a look at me. “Pleasant dreams!” He grins, and with a wink at me and somebody else down the hall, he kicks the dungeon door shut.

Debra enters my field of vision. She carries my food and is just about to set it down when she notices me through the open panel; my seared eyes, my fingers clenched against the sill. She slings a look at the opposite dungeon door fit to burn it with the heat of her anger. Debra sets the tray on the floor outside and dashes back down the hall.

Less than a minute later she returns with Ms. Lynn. The mittens and a chastity belt are slapped on me and Debra stays behind to spoon feed me. She doesn’t speak and, when we’re done, she beds me down like a sick child. The mittens and chastity belt prevent me from breaking discipline, but my torture continues. I can still hear the slap of leather on flesh, the slave’s dull grunts, her pants as she climaxes again and again. Mr. Lange’s grin flashes at me in the dark, the reflection of his full knowledge of the physical need he stirred in me tonight. His parting shot.

My time with Mr. Lange concluded (or so I think); my world expands. And with it the time I spend with Mr. Rose.

Whenever he goes out I am always at his side, dressed in the finest evening gowns with beautiful jewelry on my fingers and wrists. My hair and makeup are perfection, thanks to Ms. Lynn’s specially trained slaves. Before each outing she turns me over to Celeste and Lisa, who chatter and fuss as they transform me into a creation I could never manage on my own. When men see me, they can hardly turn their eyes away, and women pretend not to notice, which is the highest compliment of all. Perhaps it is the exquisite things I wear which get their attention, or perhaps it is the brazen collar around my neck.

“Yes, she’s a slave,” Mr. Rose answers to anyone brave enough to question it. “I caught her running wild in the urban jungle. Kirsten may look tame, but then so does a tiger in a circus act.”

I growl and flash my teeth. A couple of people always step back in mock fear. They enjoy their inclusion in our little game.

Together we cut quite a swath. Mr. Rose is always the gentleman, comfortable in a tuxedo. People want to be around him, solicit his advice or just make small talk. They want to tap in to his aura, that intangible magnetism that makes men want to be like him and women want to have him. Mr. Rose takes it all in stride; urbane and witty one moment, serious and thoughtful the next.

A few bold men quietly inquire as to my availability. Mr. Rose is diplomatic in his refusals, advising them there are places they can go if they desire a slave for the night. With most he leaves it at that, but to a scarce, trusted few, he mentions Red Silk’s place. He doesn’t give any address or directions. “There isn’t a name for it, but it exists, as surely as the unseen air we breathe. If you’re committed, you’ll find it,” he says.

Most of the men Mr. Rose confides in mutter something about double talk as they drift away. But one or two thank him for providing a small, but important clue in their quest. If they had any doubt about the holy grail’s existence, they don’t now.

In one instance, Mr. Rose actually hands over the keys of the kingdom. We are at a charity ball and my long, blue gown swirls around me as we dance a waltz. As I spin a man and woman watch us from a corner. The waltz ends and we return to our table which, for the moment, is unoccupied by other guests.

“Did you see them too?” Mr. Rose asks.

“Yes, master. Do you know them?”

“Only slightly. I met them at an event like this, and occasionally see them at the place I found you. I was hoping they’d turn up tonight.”

I glance back across the floor at them. A nice looking couple, exquisitely dressed, the man in his early forties while the woman appears ten years younger. Both have long hair; the man’s is black and pulled back in a ponytail, the woman’s is a deep, lustrous red and arrayed about her shoulders. Her face is delicately sculptured, almost elfin, while his is strong, handsome. Even from this distance, I can tell their eyes are alive, actively taking in everything about myself and Mr. Rose. The man leans in toward the woman, says something and she gives an open smile in reply. They cross the dance floor to our table.

“I don’t know if you remember us,” the man says. “The last time you saw us was at …”

“Yes, I remember you,” Mr. Rose says. “Gwen and Dylan Taft, correct? Edison Rose. Please, join us.”

“I don’t recall ever seeing you with this lovely lady,” Dylan says. “Your slave?”

“Yes. Kirsten has been with me for some time now. Speaking of slaves, how is yours?”

“Bree is at home, contemplating the world from behind bars,” Gwen answers.

“Alone?”

“We have a friend standing by with bread and water if she behaves. A little too lenient considering her offence, if you ask me. But Dylan insisted.”

“Coming home to a thirsty, starving slave can be so tiresome,” Dylan says.

The talk turns to various methods of slave discipline; what works, what doesn’t, techniques that may be right for one and totally wrong for another. I remain quiet, mindful of my position among three dominants.

“I prefer the slave being an active participant in her own punishment,” Gwen says. “Suspension on her toes with a crotch rope that tightens whenever she sags back on her heels is an effective tool. Such is Bree’s predicament right now.”

“You like the ropes all interconnected? That takes a lot of time,” Mr. Rose says.

Gwen smiles, a diabolic glint in her eyes. “It does, but it’s worth it.”

“One of us keeps Bree in line with a whip while the ropes go on,” Dylan says.

“Sounds like you’ve got a handful with her,” Mr. Rose says.

“You don’t know the half of it.” Dylan shakes his head. “Compared to Bree, I’m sure Kirsten here is an absolute angel.”

Mr. Rose chuckles. “Whenever Kirsten missteps, it’s stopped short by my staff.”

“Your staff? You have a staff of people to help discipline a single slave?”

“Oh, no, I’m sure I could handle one slave!” They all laugh. “No, there are … oh, excuse me, I just saw someone I need to talk to. Why don’t I let Kirsten tell you about the estate?”

I follow Mr. Rose’s eyes and see Philip standing at the bar, Mr. Lange nowhere in sight. I don’t have time to contemplate this turn of events as Mr. Rose squeezes my hand and leaves me with two rapt listeners.

They are both so affable I don’t think of them as Mr. and Mrs. Taft, but as Dylan and Gwen. I tell them about the estate; the layout, estimate the number of slaves stabled there by other people and the training I went through.

“So, such places really do exist,” Dylan says.

“They do, sir,” I reply. “But they aren’t easy to find. You don’t just walk up and knock on the door.” I look across the room. Mr. Rose is speaking earnestly with Philip, but glances over in my direction too with a serious expression. I get the eerie feeling he hears every word I say. He nods once as if I am to continue and I take a tiny leap of faith. “But if someone comes out and tells you about the estate, it’s a safe bet you’re invited to visit.”

“Indeed,” Dylan says, and I see Gwen give his arm a slight squeeze.

His business concluded with Philip, Mr. Rose returns to the table. “Did Kirsten reveal all our secrets?”

Dylan laughs. “I’m sure there’s a lot she left unsaid. Maybe we’ll discover the rest for ourselves.”

“I was hoping you’d say that. May I send a car for you and your slave? How about this coming Monday?”

Later in his bedroom, with my gown off, arms and legs spread, and a temporarily sated Mr. Rose on top of me, I dare to ask a question. “Did I do well tonight, master?”

Mr. Rose lifts his head from my shoulder. I can hear the satisfaction in him. “You were excellent. I know you’ll do just as well when they visit.”

***

Six bound and gagged slaves line the outside steps, a black limo winds up the lane and I have a feeling of reverse déjà vu. Today I stand under the portico. My arms are free, although I still wear wrist cuffs that peek out from a white, long sleeved blouse. A collar encircles my neck, the attached leash wrapped in Mr. Rose’s tight fist. A shiny, black leather skirt, which can be easily zipped down around my legs to hobble me, goes all the way down to my ankles. I am modesty mixed with eroticism. Now, instead of standing on the bottom step, contending with the glare of the disgraced slave that Debra was at the time, I am surrounded by the powers of the estate: Ms. Lynn, Mr. Palmer and Mr. Rose. We wait, like receiving heads of state for visiting dignitaries.

Dylan steps out first, followed by Gwen. A long wait during which Gwen leans back inside, then a young woman finally comes forth. She appears no more than twenty with short brown hair, a wide mouth and light skin. She squints against the sunlight, as though unused to it.

Mr. Rose leads us down the steps. Pleasantries and introductions are exchanged. Bree eyes us all suspiciously, like a child surrounded by loud, unfamiliar adults.

“Nice place,” Dylan says, the understatement reflected in his smile.

“It keeps us warm,” Mr. Rose replies. “Let’s get you settled in, then I’ll have someone show you around.” He turns to the house then stops, as though an idea suddenly strikes him. “Kirsten will guide you,” he says. “Show you everything from a slave’s perspective.”

Gwen beams. “Now, that would be interesting.”

I start with the main house, it’s various dungeons, the cells in the basement, then take them up to the ground floor through the living room and master’s wing, ending with the heavy equipment storeroom and slave waiting area.

Dylan is amazed. “This is just the main house? What does the rest of the estate look like?”

I laugh, basking in their surprise and delight, even though I had nothing to do in the creation of this universe. We pass the back terrace and I explain about Judgment Day. Gwen and Dylan pointedly glance at Bree.

A gentle slope leads us down the west side of the estate and we come to the playground, essentially an open air dungeon for those who want to enjoy the outdoors while making their slave suffer. The area is tented by thick tarps to create shade and prevent voyeur fly-overs.

At the stables, the ponygirls in their stalls enthusiastically greet the guests, perhaps hoping for a treat. They whinny around their bits and toss their heads. Megan is not there, so I am unable to offer the guests a quick ride in her sulky. As it is, we get to watch three ponygirls move in synchronized steps while pulling a wagon. The dust cakes their legs and the driver works them hard, his commands not vocalized, but issued through the reins. The middle girl is new and strains forward in the traces, but the two on the outside are veterans and they help pace the new filly. She pulls back and they all start working as a team.

“Oh, isn’t that marvelous?” Gwen says to no one in particular. “Such precision.”

Dylan drifts away from the corral, looking beyond the estate’s perimeter fence. He waves me over.

“This gate here. Why is it locked?” he asks. “Don’t the grounds include this area?”

“I’m afraid not, sir. We used to go out there, but the lady who owned the land sold it to a development corporation. They told us to stay out, in no uncertain terms. They’re going to build condos.”

“What? But look at these trees. You can’t cut into beauty like that. Has your master tried to do anything about it?”

“They turned his offer down.”

“They did, huh? We’ll see about that.”

Reverse déjà vu again. Now, I am seated at the dinner table to the left of Mr. Rose. The unused place setting he insists on has been shifted one space over to my left. Dylan and Gwen are opposite me. Bree is on the floor. I can see the top of her brown head between her master and mistress. Occasionally they pass a bit of food down to her.

On the table as the centerpiece is Debra. She kneels, bound against the post as I was, except her head is secured so it is pointed directly at Mr. Rose. From behind her gaily decorated leather mask her eyes flit from one of us to the next, yet she focuses mostly on Mr. Rose. The huge ballgag in her mouth prevents any speech, but I can read what is written in her eyes. Forgive me. Please, take me back.

If Mr. Rose understands he doesn’t give any sign of it. About halfway through dinner, two tears streak from those desperate eyes. They glisten on the slick leather, much like the glistening in her pubic hair.

Gwen studies Debra closely. She reaches out and strokes Debra’s thigh, then squeezes it as if to test the muscle tone. Gwen reminds me of Red Silk; assured, experienced with slaves. But Gwen also possesses a different quality. Red Silk was the iron fist in a velvet glove, but Gwen is a beautiful sword that flashes in the light, its keen edge able to cut through anything.

“So, Kirsten, have you ever serviced a woman?”

Mr. Rose and Dylan cease their discussions about the land next to the estate. My mouth suddenly goes dry. “Ms. Lynn … Ms. Lynn is my trainer, ma’am.”

“No. I mean, have you made love to a woman?”

My reply is barely a whisper. “No, ma’am.”

A short pause and the men return to their real estate conversation. Gwen’s attention remains on me. When she hands Bree some food her eyes turn away only long enough to accomplish the task and then zero in on me again. I am pinned under that gaze of hers, like a butterfly in a display case.

Bree makes fussy noises. She refuses the latest food Gwen offers her.

“Stop that!” Gwen scolds. “You take this right now.” She leans down and attempts to feed Bree again.

“I don’t want it!” Bree says, her head bobbing as she backs away.

Gwen shifts gear, her voice now honey. “You’ve been so good all day. You’re not going to disappoint us now, are you?”

Bree huffs. “I don’t want it!”

“Fine,” Dylan cuts in. “You don’t have to eat it. In fact, you’re dismissed from the table. Go stand in the corner, over there.” Dylan points to the empty end of the room.

Bree doesn’t move.

“I’m not putting up with this nonsense tonight.” Dylan lifts Bree up by her arm and half carries her to the corner. A loud smack on both her small ass cheeks makes Bree gasp and jump. From his coat pocket, Dylan produces a short rope and ties her hands behind her. As he returns to the table, Bree peeks over her shoulder, not at Dylan but at me. The same hard expression she gave me all day on the tour. Like the kind Debra used to give me. Is Bree jealous of me? For what?

“Turn around,” Gwen snaps and Bree complies with a sour face.

“Do you have to do that often?” Mr. Rose asks.

“We have busy careers,” Dylan answers. “Sometimes Bree feels neglected and does things to get attention. Sometimes it works out just right, as far as play is concerned. Other times …” He trails off with a sigh.

“It’s especially hard when we’re both away,” Gwen adds. “Granted, she is a grown woman and can take care of herself, but the slave’s needs go unfulfilled.”

“If it’s a matter of keeping her properly oriented, why not leave her with someone who can dominate her? There are plenty of tops who’d be more than willing to take on a pretty sub for a few days.”

Dylan shakes his head. “We’re gone much longer than that. We’ve left her with others but they never ask for her again.”

“Too much of the SAM in her?”

“‘Smart-ass-masochist’ is putting it mildly.”

“Maybe what Bree needs is not a substitute master or mistress, but other slaves she can relate to.” The words are out of my mouth before I realize I say them.

Dylan and Gwen stare at me amazed. Mr. Rose does too, but then he becomes as pleased as punch.

“Go on,” he encourages.

“When I came here I had the usual adjustment problems like anyone in a new place. I had a fellow slave help me through the rough spots. In many ways she’s like a big sister to me.” I glimpse at Debra who, through her tears, blinks back at me. “Anyway, if you made sure another slave was around, providing an example for Bree to follow, it might level her out.”

“I think I know who this slave might be,” Dylan says.

“Who…?” I begin. Then I understand just what he implies. Gwen and Dylan are smiling at me. So is Mr. Rose. “Oh, no, master. I can’t. I just completed my training. Surely someone with more experience …”

“ … may just be a little too impatient with Bree?” Mr. Rose finishes. “For that very reason. You’re fresh and new. It makes you the perfect choice.” He holds a glass up to Dylan and Gwen, like he’s making a toast. “If you want, leave your slave with us the next time business takes you out of town.”

“Actually, we both have to leave this week,” Dylan says.

Gwen raises her own glass. “I’m quite impressed with Kirsten here. I don’t think we have a thing to worry about.”

For once, Mr. Rose is surprised. “But Mrs. Taft, so soon? You hardly know anything of the methods I use.”

“In which case we wouldn’t entrust our slave to you, but we do know. Do you think we would blindly accept your invitation here without first checking you out? I’m sure you did the same before inviting us.”

“We spoke to the lady at whose place we first met,” Dylan says, obliquely referring to Red Silk. “She gives you high marks. And Kirsten too.”

Mr. Rose laughs. “Here I am thinking I am so devious, using my best slave to seduce you into joining our little group when you’ve already decided. All right, it’s settled then. Bree will stay here under Kirsten’s immediate care. And as a welcoming gift to the estate, you can have Kirsten during the rest of your visit. She can start being an example for Bree right now.”

Total darkness. Not because my cell light is off and it’s nighttime outside, but due to the large blindfold that covers half my face. Dinner was finished two hours ago and Ms. Lynn brought me back to my cell. I was allowed a rest, then she returned to dress me in a basic uniform. She made all the straps extra tight, particularly the one for the crotch. No dildos or butt plugs but a thick, long penis gag was shoved in my mouth. Ms. Lynn sat me on the cot and zipped up my boots with their familiar four-inch heels.

“You are a special thing, aren’t you? Now you’ve got a chance to show them how special.” Ms. Lynn lightly kissed me on the head and left me to stew in my already roiling juices.

I had expected to spend the night with Mr. Rose but things altered drastically at dinner. Now I face the unknown, somewhat like my last night at Red Silk’s. I already know my tormentors, but what methods will they use to make me submit? I hear many comings and goings from the dungeon across the hall, heavy things being dragged inside. What are they? Have they been used on me before? Or are they unfamiliar and thus able to instill new terrors within me? My heat rises at the delicious unknown.

How much longer must I wait? Another hour? When I am blindfolded time loses all proportion and it seems like I sit there forever. Then, I hear my cell door open and Raymond’s big hands guide me out, across the hall to the dungeon.

“Thank you, that will be all.” Dylan’s voice.

The door shuts and absolute silence reigns. Then, soft music plays, a harp and flute. I had no idea the dungeon was wired for a sound system since no one had used it before. The gentle strains float down from speakers above.

There is movement in the room but no one touches me. A couple of heavy things are dragged about, but no words are spoken. Where are they, the ones who will take control of me? Those who would rescue me from the isolating night and mold my sexual soul as they see fit? I take a hesitant step forward and instantly am met by a whip across my breasts. I cringe and squeal and back up.

A soft click and a quiet hum. Something heavy is being lifted up from the floor. A chain creaks as whatever it is slowly swings back and forth.

“Let’s see those beautiful, dark eyes.” It is Gwen. The blindfold comes off and I blink in the sudden glare.

Toward the back wall, slightly to my right, hangs Bree. Parallel to the floor, about eye level, she is suspended from a sturdy wood frame that reminds me of a gigantic puppeteer’s cross. The cross is suspended by four steel cables that meet at an apex about three feet above Bree’s waist. From there a single large cable disappears through a hole in the ceiling. Her splayed hands and feet are cuffed to four screweyes. Her chest, hips and legs are supported by strong straps. Unlike the poor slave Mr. Lange suspended by her arms, Bree’s strain is minimal. She can hang there for hours. What’s more, she can be moved to any height, to kiss, to service, or to be impaled from behind.

Dylan forces the largest ring gag I’ve ever seen past Bree’s lips. I think for sure her jaw will be dislocated but her wide mouth manages to accept it. He places a thin strap under her chin, then back up around the main support pole, thus giving her head some support. “Now you just hang there. Maybe you’ll learn something.”

“Leave her,” Gwen snaps. “Help me unwrap our little beauty here.”

Dylan gives Bree a small push and she lazily turns. He blows her a kiss, then stands beside Gwen.

They are both dressed in spotless white leather. Dylan’s pants and vest seem to meld into one. His dark hair is loose, longer than Gwen’s, falling well past his shoulders. His bare arms are smooth; no hair, no scars or tattoos. Gwen’s complexion matches Dylan’s; unsullied, immaculate. Below her short skirt, well shaped legs are sheathed in white stockings, balanced on a pair of white high heels. Above her narrow waist a halter top shows a hint of cleavage. A mole on her right breast provides small relief from her skin tone. Gwen’s hair is pulled up in a French twist, revealing an elegant neck.

I had always thought of white as a submissive’s color, an empty canvas ready to be painted upon by the master. Yet, on Dylan and Gwen it projects power. A pair of deities come to earth to frolic among the mortals, take their sport, then return to the heavens.

The gods take my arms and lead me to the whipping post. My body harness is removed, my hands tied overhead to the large ring. I am stretched until my heels are off the floor and I teeter on the sharp pointed toes of the boots.

Dylan unbuckles my gag. “Time to get rid of this. I know what I want to hear, and it isn’t muffled screams.” He makes me lick and suck the dildo until all my saliva is back in my mouth, then the warm up begins. They both hit me with heavy floggers, up and down my back, ass, legs and even my arms. I tense against the initial blows but the steady rhythm they adopt relaxes me. I feel good all over, in a warm, safe place.

The intensity of the blows increases, each one pushes me a little higher on my personal pain index and my reactions accordingly follow. I pass into the “uh” stage where every separate blade on the flogger is a wonderful tool bruising my skin. My spirit rises with the pain and I am back in the safe place.

Now only one flogger strikes me and I accustom myself to the new cadence. It teases me out of the safe place with promises of new heights and I can’t help but follow. I climb the mountainside.

A new hand takes over, harder than the last one. We’ve reached a dangerous part of the mountain where one slip will send me plunging back down to its base. But the flogger finds all its intended spots on me, from top to bottom I know I am in expert hands. I need fear no misplaced strikes.

My pain pushes me onward, at the same time a friend and an enemy. Long ago I left the safe spot. My pain is always with me. The flogger explodes across my back and I yelp. I hear a satisfied grunt from behind me and the flogger feeds my pain, giving it more strength to push me further. I cry out, my pitch increasing with each dreaded, loving stroke.

Gwen and Dylan switch off with each other, although I can’t tell who’s whipping me. I think it’s Gwen who concentrates on my ass and legs, but then I glance back and find Dylan there instead. I close my eyes briefly and, when I turn back, there is Gwen in the same place without any pause in the blows. But then, gods can do anything.

The whips change. Gone are the floggers, the devices upon which my house of pain is built, replaced by savage little quirts, full of bite and malice. They assault my skin in ways the floggers never could. A sharp cut across my back, then on one of my ass cheeks, then over both my arms. The assured cadence from before is ripped away and I am left without any guide to help me along.

My yells reach a new level, reflective of the fire burning inside me. It pushes me whether I want to go or not. Nearly at the summit, I start to cry. Soft hands envelop my face; first Gwen’s, then Dylan’s. I kiss them, bury my head in them, taking comfort that they haven’t abandoned me. I feel their lips kissing away my tears, even as more fall down my cheeks. And always, always, the whip behind me never stops, won’t let me rest or even catch my breath. All I can do is suck in air in between strokes, like a mountain climber in a rarefied atmosphere.

Suddenly, I’m at the top, unbound. Winds swirl, sounding like the whip. Alone, I survey all the depths around me, amazed I finally made it, looking forward to a leisurely descent. I still feel the lashes of the whip, I still cry out but it doesn’t push me any further, sensing that I have no where else to climb.

I turn around on the summit and there are Gwen and Dylan, both floating on air. Behind them I catch the vague outlines of Bree disguised as a drifting cloud.

“Ready to fly, Kirsten?” Gwen asks. “Ready to come with us?”

“No, no, I can’t!” I gasp, trying to relieve my giddiness. I’m so high here. “What if I fall?”

Dylan smiles. He strokes my shoulders, cups my naked breast. “We’ll catch you.”

They each take me by the hand. Slowly we rise from the summit then and, with ever increasing speed, leave it far below. A new whip, a single tail, ignites my skin and pushes me higher. I scream at its touch, but ever more power courses through me. I feel I can do this on my own. Gwen and Dylan let go of me. Panic fills me, but then I remember they are still at my side, my guides, my safety net.

My skin is aflame, matching the sun’s brilliance and I revel in it. The searing lashes are all over me, from my arms to my legs. It is the fuel that enables me to fly.

Close formation now. Hot breath on my neck. A finger traces down my spine, over the bruises and welts. It explores all the way down, from my neck to the tight space between my ass cheeks. I shudder as it lightly skips over my anus and on to the hot spot between my legs. I freeze in mid-air, my skin firing as though under the heat of a million tiny suns. They explode and I am ripped apart, cascading back to earth like incandescent rain. I scream continually, not from the whip Gwen or Dylan wield, but from the nova within me. Gwen and Dylan hold me tight, turning my descent into a controlled spiral.

Down I go, until I’m sitting at the base of the whipping post, my hands in front of me. How long I sit there I don’t know. My head nestles in Dylan’s hair, his scent giving me focus, telling me I’m back where I started. Everything is hazy but I slowly make out shapes around me.

A few feet away is Gwen. Her skirt is hiked up in front and Bree’s head clamped between her legs. Gwen rubs her hands through Bree’s hair, an encouragement for the slave to continue.

My own head slides down Dylan’s chest. I find myself at his lap, his warm cock inside my mouth. I give it sanctuary, wrapping it in protection as he did me when I climbed the mountain and went beyond. Soon, his cock turns into a volcano. I take all the hot liquid and greedily lick the sides for any spill over.

After a short rest, Dylan makes me sit up and locks my hands behind me. He and Gwen switch slaves. He puts his renewed erection in Bree’s mouth, then starts a slow rocking motion with his hands on her shoulders.

“Over here, Kirsten,” Gwen says. She stands a little to my right. Her skirt and halter are removed, giving me a clear view of her womanhood.

“Remember when I asked if you ever made love to a woman and you said no? You’ll never say no again.” She steps forward, drawing me in to her delta.

I lap at her waters, just as greedy with them as I was with Dylan’s. Deep, deeper I go, seeking her clit. Now it’s Gwen’s turn to give a little cry of pain and delight. I don’t let go, even after she shudders and collapses. I follow her down, pushing her legs aside with my head, bringing her off once more. I want to go on but Dylan tears me away.

He locks my hands in front, rolls me on my back, spreads my legs and enters me. His cock pulses with heat. How can he keep going after already cumming twice so close together? Unless he hasn’t climaxed twice. I assumed he would when he used Bree, but maybe he only used her to keep himself up while Gwen used me.

We are underneath Bree. The expression in her face, the tears in her eyes gives me the answer. Bree’s punishment for her bad table manners is to watch her master and mistress use someone else to satisfy them tonight. Her only purpose is as a staging ground to keep them hot for me. She wants to be down here, under Dylan, but it’s not going to happen tonight.

Tonight they are mine. Gwen and Dylan are my master and mistress and I’ll fight, scratch and claw anyone who comes between us. I look up at Bree and know that she knows this, which makes her own agony all the sweeter. She hangs there, drool dripping from her chin while Dylan and Gwen bind, gag and whip me throughout the night. Come dawn, the three of us are entangled in each other’s arms. I hear Bree whimper.

I smile to myself, content in my part of her punishment. Ready for when Dylan and Gwen leave. Ready for my new role as Bree’s teacher.




Chapter Seven

Tutor

A few days after Dylan and Gwen leave Bree in our care, I get a surprise visit.

Bree and I are headed outside for a walk; she dressed only in her collar, I in my customary clothes of modest white blouse and black leather skirt, her leash in my hand. Such are Mr. Rose’s orders; Bree is to be reminded of her lowly status at all times, even if such a reminder is nominal.

We emerge from the basement into the foyer. Out of the library, down the hall, come footsteps and the rustle of a skirt I recognize instantly. Red Silk. I stand rooted to the spot, the very spot where I first saw Mr. Rose.

Red Silk appears just as fresh and beautiful as ever. Mr. Rose accompanies her, but unlike before when I was noticed at the last moment, Red Silk is aware of me immediately. Her graceful stride, her melodious voice hold me enthralled. When she smiles it is like the sun.

“Good afternoon, young madam. For indeed, you certainly are. The choice you made that night appears to agree with you.”

Then she is gone, like a queen who need not wait for a reply from one of her subjects. She and Mr. Rose pass into the living room and then out onto the terrace. There they take their ease and discuss whatever matters demand their mutual attention. Matters that I am not privy to.

Bree shifts her feet, impatient to be away. I hold her there a few moments longer, partly to remind her I am the one setting the pace today, partly to observe Red Silk a bit longer. Red Silk tosses her head back in laughter. That is the moment I decide to keep in my memory as I deliberately turn away.

The day is overcast but mild. I decide on a path that leads through the southwest part of the estate; down the gentle slope, which divides the property into an upper and lower part, then through the playground, down to the wall.

Bree is slightly behind me. I turn around to make sure she has no trouble walking the uneven ground in her bare feet. What I see is her standard hard, suspicious glare. In all the time she’s been with me she’s never spoken, at least in words. I motion for her to walk beside me but the sky suddenly holds all her attention. I give the leash a tug and she stumbles forward, rubbing the back of her neck.

I bend to brush the top of the well-kept grass with my hand. “I enjoy this area,” I say. “It reminds me of a park. The ivy covered wall speaks to me of safety, of the little world in here.”

“It won’t work, you know.”

I turn to Bree. “What?”

“This friendship act. You’re just trying to get on my good side while you steal Gwen and Dylan away from me.”

Now that I’ve finally gotten Bree to talk, I keep up my innocent “friendship act”. “Why, Bree, whatever do mean?”

“Oh, please, spare me. I saw how they looked at you. Real convenient of your master to suddenly come up with the idea of you as tour guide, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, it was. No doubt I was the bait, but do you think Mr. Rose is going give me away?”

“He did that night, didn’t he?”

“Ah, yes. You can’t stand that they might enjoy themselves with someone else. Can’t think of yourself as replaceable?”

“Just stop going after Gwen and Dylan. I’m their slave.”

“Perhaps they were already thinking about a new slave.”

Bree goes still.

I reel Bree in, pulling her face to face with me. “Time for you to do some thinking, isn’t it?”

We are in the dungeon across from my cell. I lead my charge through the different slave positions, teaching her the dance. Bree has pleased Ms. Lynn over the last couple of days with her progress, but when we got together this morning there was a devilish mood about her; that need for attention through self-destruction.

Ms. Lynn hovers around us, riding crop in hand.

“No, no,” she says to Bree. “Too far away from your body. Pull those arms back.” The crop smacks across Bree’s bare back. Evidence of Ms. Lynn’s constant corrections stand out on her like a Bengal tiger’s stripes.

“Begin again,” Ms. Lynn orders.

I take a deep breath. We’ve already gone through the opening moves several times. Ms. Lynn is never in the mood for sloppiness. We get through only a couple of positions when she throws up her hands. She grabs Bree by the collar, shaking her like a rag doll.

“What is this? Are you testing me? I’ve seen you go through all the positions without a single mistake. I thought you had real potential. Now it’s like you’re messing up on purpose.”

“It’s Kirsten,” Bree says. “She’s going too fast. She wants me to mess up.”

“If anything she’s too slow, which tells me she wants you to do well. Bah!” Ms. Lynn lets go and stomps out.

A little smirk forms on Bree’s face.

“Feeling good, aren’t you?” I ask.

Bree takes a relaxed pose on the floor. “What’s the reason for all this? What’s the point?”

I speak with all the patience I possess. “Your master and mistress want you to learn these positions or they wouldn’t have left you here. That should be enough reason. But if you need another, these positions are pleasing to the eye and they keep you in shape.”

Bree sniffs. “I don’t need to exercise. Anything that Lynn bitch can think up I can do standing on my head.”

“Oh, really.” Ms. Lynn says, coming back around the doorway. “We’ll see about that.”

***

“Let me out of this! Let me out! Ahhh!”

Bree’s shouts punch through the closed dungeon doors. They aren’t necessarily of pain but more like a child put to bed and unable to get out of its crib. Her cries are unabated until Raymond comes down the hall. He sees me watching at the observation panel of my cell door. He grimly holds up a wide leather strap with a large, leather plug in the center. The dungeon door opens and Bree’s shouts increase dramatically, then suddenly stop. Raymond exits with a sigh of relief.

Through the open door I clearly see her. Bree’s legs are folded in the full lotus position, her arms crossed in back, one elbow over the other. Ankle cuffs are tied to wrist cuffs with only the barest amount of rope between the two. She still shakes her head and snorts but her struggles are useless. Bree is there to stay.

Ms. Lynn unlocks my cell door. “Go in and keep an eye on her.”

I scurry across the hall. Ms. Lynn doesn’t stay but the dungeon door remains open.

“That’s a modified mahabandha they’ve forced you in to,” I say. “It’s meant for nothing but punishment. Some slaves can go like that for a whole hour.”

Bree’s eyes bulge. She screams her disapproval behind the gag. All that comes out are suppressed grunts.

At the half hour mark, tears of real pain stream down her face. The hour is nearly up when Ms. Lynn releases Bree. She leaves us alone again with a bottle of massage oil.

I stretch Bree out and gently knead her sore muscles. My thumbs roll across her tight shoulders. I lean down and kiss the back of her neck. “Still don’t think you need to exercise?”

The next day Bree dutifully follows my lead and Ms. Lynn cannot find one fault with her.

***

Over the next few days Bree trails me like a puppy. She stands close all the time, acting as if the more she shelters in my aura, the less likely Ms. Lynn or somebody else will punish her. It’s a complete about face from her SAM act. We share the same cell also. It’s crowded, but time passes quicker while I wait for Mr. Rose’s nightly summons. I sit on my bed. Bree is on a pallet.

Our talks cover nearly every SM topic and a lot of non-SM too, but always we wind back around to Gwen and Dylan. Bree’s amazement at being left at the estate turns to despair.

“Why haven’t they come to get me?” she asks. “I know they should be home by now.”

“Maybe they just need time for each other.”

My suggestion hits Bree hard. Her blank stare turns into an outburst of tears. The idea that Gwen and Dylan need a break from her never entered her mind. She wraps her arms around my legs, sobbing on my knees. “It’s like I’ve been sent away to boarding school.”

I stroke Bree’s head, letting her cry it all out.

“Sometimes…sometimes I just want them to lay in to me, tear me to pieces …”

“So you taunt and tease them to provoke a reaction,” I say.

“I can’t help it. But more often they just ignore me or send me to my room without even a light spanking. I could just scream.”

“Do you think they don’t love you?”

“Well, no. It’s just that they come home, fall on the couch and go to sleep.”

I tilt Bree’s head up at me. “There’s a reason for that. It’s called working. The last thing a tired master or mistress needs is a demanding slave in the kitchen breaking dishes when instead she should be making dinner.”

“But when do I get to …”

“Oh, please.” I let go of Bree and she cringes against the wall at my disapproval.

“With you everything is I, I, I. It’s all centered around you, isn’t it? Change that attitude! You can’t just take all the time without giving something back. They may be tired, but a warm bath with a slave attending to their needs may just reenergize them. If not, then know you’ll play another time and the attention they give you will probably be doubled.”

Ms. Lynn picks that moment to enter my cell. Her mere presence tells me I’ve been summoned. Tonight I am wrapped in a complicated rope harness, diamond patterns all over my front and back. More rope welds my arms together in back. My tits stand out, artfully framed by two diamonds. My pussy is cut in two. Now comes the maddening part; Ms. Lynn leaves me for a few minutes to let the ropes work their fiendish tricks on me. When she returns Mr. Rose will be presented with a hot slave.

Normally I let my excitement level rise undeterred, it increases Mr. Rose’s pleasure and, ultimately, my own. This time though, I hold back a moment.

“What … what you’re master and mistress want is a slave. Not … not a spoiled brat.” I gasp. Already the crotch rope makes me burn for Mr. Rose’s touch.

I can’t talk anymore. Bree watches in fascination as she has each night while I fall by degrees deeper and deeper into my submission. I can’t help it, I can’t stop it. Bree reaches out to touch me, as if she is able to feel my submission through our skin.

Ms. Lynn returns, inserts a ballgag in my mouth and clips a leash to my collar. The cell door clangs shut. Bree’s eyes appear in the observation panel. They are envious that I am off to see my master, but they also possess a new determination to do what must to be done keep hers.

Gwen and Dylan return to the estate a week later, on the night of the mid-summer eve’s party. Bree manages to spot them from the cell window when they drive up to the front steps. Her excitement is palpable.

“Do I look all right?” she asks. Like myself, she is dressed in a white sari cut well above the knees, a collar, and cuffs on her wrists and ankles. A belt with many small rings encircles her waist. But most of all, gone is the distrustful, demanding girl, replaced by a vibrant young woman.

“You look wonderful,” I say and give her a hug. I close my eyes, envisioning the things we did in our time together. Did I give her a good enough example to follow? The feeling I have tonight is that this is Bree’s last chance with Gwen and Dylan. If she reverts to her SAM act, then my off-handed remark at the playground might well become prophetic—Dylan and Gwen really will be looking for a new slave.

Ms. Lynn collects us. Our wrists are locked behind us and a leash attached to each of our collars. She leads us to the front portico where Dylan and Gwen speak with Mr. Rose.

“Ah, here we are,” he says, accepting my leash. He pulls me close, his arm slides possessively around my waist.

Bree immediately falls to her knees. She kisses Gwen’s feet, then Dylan’s. Their expressions, originally bordering on resignation, turn perplexed, then happy at Bree’s obeisance.

“What did you do to our slave?” Dylan asks.

“Don’t you approve?” Mr. Rose says.

“Hell, yes!” Dylan draws Bree to her feet, wrapping her in his arms. Bree’s eyes glisten.

“When we get home the first thing we usually have to do is knock her back a few times,” Gwen says. “Bree’s attitude is … well, it’s certainly not like this.”

Mr. Rose’s pride is evident. “Looks like Kirsten was right. Maybe all your slave needed was someone to look up to.”

“Whatever you do, don’t let Kirsten get away. Lock her up in a tower,” Gwen says.

“Don’t worry.” Mr. Rose is all smiles. “She’s not going anywhere.”

Mr. Rose arranges for us all to take a leisurely ride around the estate in a five-team ponygirl wagon. All the lovely ponies are strapped into their harnesses. They stand erect; shoulders back, hips squared. Tall plumes atop their heads add to their stature. All the ponygirls wear blinds except for the leader, Megan. A quick flick of a long, single tail whip from Paul and we are away.

We go down the gravel lane, past some guests still arriving in their cars. We approach the gate without slowing and I suddenly fear that we’ll continue beyond it, leaving the safe confines of the estate. At the last moment, Paul reins the ponygirls to the right and we proceed along the narrow path just inside the estate’s high wall. The scrunching of ponygirl boots on the gravel now becomes soft footfalls on the dirt track. On my right, the mansion slowly recedes behind us. All the lights are on and they wink at us like stars through the intervening trees.

We follow the path as it angles away from the wall and past the playground, which is in full use. Slaves are suspended, strapped down or twisted around on diabolic devices. A crowd gathers to watch a master whip his slave or admire intricate rope work on another. Those slaves not blindfolded wear tight gags, their eyes wide with fear as they watch the next torture prepared for them. Others whose mouths are free send their plaintive arias up to an indifferent darkness. Torches burn atop poles, casting all in a medieval light.

The wagon slows so we get a good look at it all. The spectacle leaves me breathless. I want to be there. I want to be one of those slaves and I find myself almost getting out of my seat. Mr. Rose tightens his grip on my leash. “Your time is coming,” he says.

The pony cart leaves the lights and screams behind. We weave amongst the cottages that will soon be filled with guests and their slaves for private scenes. Through a parted curtain in one, I see a slave kneel in front of her master, her back crisscrossed in red welts. Her hands reach up, pull down his zipper and eagerly draw forth his erect cock.

I turn my head away, not out of shyness but sexual hunger. Has Mr. Rose choreographed this whole ride, making sure I’d see these things? He knows me well, too well it seems. For me he knows exactly what constitutes true torture. My eyes remain closed, but the images there don’t allow me any break either. I escape them by coming back to reality, gazing at a couple more lighted cottages, their drapes drawn with shadowy figures inside. Their doors shut to keep out intruders, just as the acreage behind the estate is closed also.

The back gate materializes before us, just on the edge of the party light. Beyond the fence tall, dark trees loom over us, silent wardens of their unspoiled realm.

“Stop here,” Dylan says.

Paul pulls gently back on the reins. Megan slows to a stop and the rest of the team follows suit. Dylan lifts Bree down from the cart and Mr. Rose does likewise with me. Soon, we’re all in a semi-circle at the gate.

“I’ve a little announcement to make,” Dylan says. “Yesterday we closed escrow on our latest investment. We’ve bought the land beyond the gate.”

“Well, hello neighbor,” Mr. Rose says. “Although I can’t say I’m entirely surprised. How did you do it? They wouldn’t even talk to me.”

“We just made them an offer they couldn’t refuse,” Gwen says. “No, we didn’t put a horse’s head in bed with anybody, but there are other things to offer besides money.”

“Other things?” Mr. Rose asks. “Don’t tell me you …”

“What? Went to the board of directors and dominated them in their office?” Gwen laughs. “Although, now that I think about it, that third one on the left seemed prime slave material.”

“We owned a couple of parcels they’ve been wanting for a long time. We worked out a trade.” Dylan rocks back and forth on his heels. “Consider it part of your estate.”

Mr. Rose smiles. “The estate isn’t really mine. The members are the owners. I’m more of a steward. Still, I do want to expand the grounds. What do you say we take a walk out there? Maybe start throwing ideas around.”

Flashlights are produced from under the wagon seat and distributed to all the doms. Dylan chuckles. “Looks like somebody already had an idea to take us out there,” he says.

“Seems I remember a lock on the gate.” Gwen looks sidelong at Mr. Rose. “I guess it’s gone missing.”

“Do tell,” Mr. Rose says, all innocence.

The gate creaks open and we cross onto the estate’s newest addition. The flashlights reach out in the darkness, their tight beams illuminating the wide girth of a tree. Mr. Rose takes the lead with me in tow. I get the feeling he isn’t just wandering around in the dark, but leading us to a particular place. Gwen’s and Dylan’s hushed expectancy behind me is obvious.

Mr. Rose stops and turns off his flashlight. Bright moonlight leaks through the natural canopy overhead, giving shape to his dim silhouette. He stands absolutely still and we do likewise. Then, a little ways ahead to the right, we all hear it; a muted keening, unformed words in this comparatively tiny wilderness.

A flashlight stabs out to a tree. Squinting in its glaring ray is Debra, gagged and tightly bound.

“Care to help me officially break ground? Or should I say, break a slave?” Mr. Rose asks. “There are three whips hanging from the other side of that tree.”

“Won’t it get crowded while we all swing?” Gwen says.

“We’ve got three slaves here amongst three doms. No need to shove for elbow room.”

Bree’s and my saris are stripped away and we’re made to hug the trees on either side of Debra. Rope is run around the trunks, connecting our ankles and wrists. Debra is turned around to match us with her gag removed.

I peer over my shoulder as the three doms shake out the whips and take their positions behind us. Gwen is my tormentor, Mr. Rose chooses Debra, Dylan stands behind Bree. My breath is short, my muscles tense as I yearn for the first stroke.

“Can we switch slaves?” Gwen asks.

Mr. Rose shrugs. “You can do anything you want. And I mean anything.”

My ass burns with an intense heat. The crack and snap of Gwen’s whip sends me into an erotic blaze of desire. I jump at each stroke, skin rubbing against the smooth tree. My head snaps back and I cry out, a mixed litany with my other sister slaves’ voices. Together we form an unholy symphony of delicious terror.

The doms trade off; Mr. Rose’s whipping style is unmistakable, while Gwen’s and Dylan’s are now as individual as their fingerprints. Gwen is a she-devil, her whip across my ass and legs makes my cunt juices run. Mr. Rose’s slow, steady, strokes on my back are explosions of dynamite. Dylan is an adventurer, seeking out new places the other two whips haven’t touched, to leave his mark on virgin ground. If I weren’t already tied, I’d cling to the tree for dear life.

Blood pounds in my ears. Rubbery legs threaten to go out from under me. Suddenly, I’m untied, turned around and forced to my knees.

I can hardly wait and before Dylan can unzip his pants all the way, my teeth are tearing at his fly, as if to rip it open. Firmly, yet gently he pushes my head back to give himself clearance as he draws forth his huge cock. The tip is barely out before I surround it; sucking, pulling, frothing at the mouth. Debra and Bree are no less enthusiastic. Soon the cries of tortured slaves are replaced with the contented sighs of dominants.

All the doms trade off and I get Mr. Rose next. I take him all the way to the back of my throat, his own cock at a red-hot level. Some drops of his cum spill on my tongue and I ready myself for a large load. Yet, he manages to maintain control and moves over to Debra. Now Gwen returns to me, her hands plunging me deep in to her nest. Her scent is high, almost overwhelming, but I refuse to let that slow me down. I push my tongue up her cunt, lapping up her juices. My lips purse around her clit. She moans and squeezes my head. I have her.

One by one the doms go off like a string of firecrackers. Dylan starts it with Bree, then Mr. Rose with Debra and Gwen with me. All of our sounds mix together in a crescendo of sexual music until the last note of the grand finale fades, borne away on the wind.

The doms lay back on the ground, leaves crunching under their weight. My slave sisters and I are forgotten for the moment, our own internal pressures given no relief. Silence reigns until I can’t bear my needs anymore. I moan and lick away the last of Gwen’s juices from between her legs.

“A little impatient, aren’t we?” Mr. Rose says. “Why can’t you be a little more like the other two? I don’t hear any demands coming from them.”

“I’m sorry, master. A slave begs forgiveness,” I say. I glance over to the other slaves. Bree’s head hangs down, Dylan’s excess cum on her chin. Peace radiates from her, no sign of the demanding SAM in sight. Unlike Bree, Debra is a live wire. Her eyes are alert, focused on Mr. Rose. But she doesn’t make any sound or demand her release as she did on Judgment Day. Rather, everything about her seems to plead for pardon, like her eyes did the night she was the centerpiece. This time, Mr. Rose doesn’t ignore her. A look passes between them that indicates he has heard her prayer and is considering it.

Suddenly, a ramrod stabs up into me and I gasp. How could I have not heard Gwen approach? Her hand impales me, her fingers reaching deep within. Her thumb strokes my clit with confidence.

“Is this what you’re needing?” she asks softly. “You need to dance some more?” Gwen kisses my cheek and neck, her free hand teasing my nipples to erection. It’s not long before the two men treat Debra and Bree to the same pleasures.

I come fast. Leave it to another woman to bring a woman to climax in record time. I scream, then sob on her shoulder in relief and gratitude. Debra and Bree are no less grateful when their time comes.

We pick up quickly afterwards; Mr. Rose to return as party host, Dylan and Gwen to take Bree home. On the way back, I walk beside Mr. Rose, Debra on a leash behind us. Dylan and Gwen lead the way with Bree nestled between them.

Mr. Rose slips his arm around my waist. The favorable impression I’ve made on Dylan and Gwen makes me realize I’m a valued helper to my master. A happiness washes over me, a joy at having found my place.




Chapter Eight

Courtesan

I relish being near the circle of power. The clothing I’m allowed, the implicit respect that comes with being the master’s slave, the responsibility of being an example for the other slaves to follow, all contribute to my sense of status and self-assurance. My worth is confirmed each time I accompany Mr. Rose beyond the estate walls or sit next to him at the dinner table.

Not to say I’m allowed to forget my position. I’m reminded of my slave status constantly, either in Mr. Rose’s chambers or when I’m tied down to an X-rack for guests. Most times, Raymond or Ms. Lynn blindfolds me but they always stay in the room. My protectors, my safety net. Their hands perpetually reassure me of their presence, either resting gently on my shoulders or slowly combing their fingers through my hair. Even though Mr. Rose arranges for these sessions with the guests, I take comfort in the fact he always gives me a guardian angel.

The unknown men never speak to me. I do hear an occasional question of “Can I do this?” or “Is she the one I’ve heard about?” directed at my protector. But usually they quietly take their pleasure with me, two or three men most times, not the dozen or so that fateful night so long ago at Red Silk’s place. Yet, with each cock inside me I can’t help but think of that night; Red Silk behind me, keeping me open, keeping me hot for more. I almost wish for such a number again. After these small groups are drained I’m just getting started. I strain against the wide straps holding me down or push my hips upward into unsatisfying empty air.

The men marvel at my stamina, my hunger, but none dare approach me in this state. They retreat and it takes my guardian’s hand between my legs to calm me down. I imagine it is Mr. Rose or even Red Silk who has me in their grasp. Such is the advantage of the blindfold. Sometimes I’m frustrated by my lack of sight, I want to see these men, see what is happening around me. But on one day, it is just as well that I don’t.

Raymond speaks quietly to one of the men a few feet away from me. His voice is hushed and I suspect his back is turned. Down at my spread feet I feel another man approach, his feet stealthily move on the carpet. The smack of his lips in anticipation is usual for most men, but the click of something metal trips my internal alarms. He leans over and I smell his fetid breath.

“Hey! What’re you doing?” Raymond yells. A scuffle ensues and I’m caught in the middle of it. Bodies bang against me, a knee jammed into my thigh makes me cry out in pain. I pray another one doesn’t bang up against my open cunt. More feet hurriedly enter the dungeon. A grunt, followed by a whoosh of expelled air from the lungs brings an end to it. A series of soft groans from the floor tells me the man is still conscious.

“Get him the hell out of here.” It is Mr. Palmer, sounding a bit winded and dangerously angry. “Teach him that if he ever shows his face around here again he’ll regret it.”

The man is dragged from the room. Mr. Palmer unties me but leaves on the blindfold until we’re in my cell. He gives me a cursory physical, specifically checking my legs, then leaves me. When Raymond arrives a couple of hours later with my dinner I want to ask him what happened. His look definitely tells me that I’m not going to find out anything, but as he puts the tray down I see his knuckles are bruised.

***

I’m tied down again the following week, but this time Raymond is there only long enough to make sure I’m secured. I hear the dungeon door close then, a few minutes later, open again. Something large and heavy is put on the floor beyond my head.

The man takes me like a starved beast, making sure I’m only just wet enough to ease his entry. After the initial shock, I find I recognize the man by his cock size, his style of thrust, his cologne. Long before he climaxes and removes my blindfold I know it’s Mr. Lange.

He’s changed since I last saw him. Physically he’s still the same; the acute stare, the tough body, but the darkness about him has intensified.

“I hear you’ve been keeping yourself well,” he says. “Acting as mentor to new slaves, allowed some freedom of the grounds, with clothing no less. So different from the skittish bird I knew.”

“Not so different, sir,” I say. “I’m still at your mercy.” And though I’ll never admit it, just as hungry for you.

“I wonder,” he says and smiles. It’s meant to ingratiate, but behind those white teeth lurks the darkness and I sense it growing.

“Of course,” he continues, “to know you have someone at your mercy is usually best when there’s a little fear involved. Wouldn’t you agree?”

“I’m … not sure what you mean.” And I’m not sure I like where this conversation is headed.

Mr. Lange leans in close, his face over mine. “You feel safe here, don’t you? Even though you’re bound, the tension you feel is purely physical. I want to see the fear I know you keep hidden somewhere in you.”

My mouth suddenly goes dry. I try to swallow but can’t. “What … are you going to do?”

“Nothing that shouldn’t have been done long ago.”

Mr. Lange goes to the corner behind me. I try to crane my head to keep him in sight but the angle is too sharp. He comes back around carrying a small space heater that he plugs into the wall, just to the outside of my left leg. He again disappears for a moment and this time returns with a short, metal rod.

I’ve never seen one of those things before, but a sharp jolt of recognition rips through me.

“Ah, so you know what this is. I had it specially made.” He holds the end close to my face. A block letter “L”, no more than a half-inch from top to bottom fills my vision.

“You can’t,” I whisper. “I belong to Mr. Rose.”

“Do you? Do you really know to whom you belong? You could have been given to me.”

“No! He wouldn’t do that.”

“Why? You’re just a slave. He’s surrounded by plenty of others.”

“He can’t. He …” I can’t finish.

“He loves you? I’m sure he does, almost as much as his … well, let’s not get in to that.”

Mr. Lange places the branding iron among the red heater coils. The intense heat suffuses my body, concentrating in the leg nearest to it, then it evens out through the rest of me. I feel sweat form on my forehead, but it’s not from the heat. My hands clench into fists, my stomach tightens.

Mr. Lange takes up a nasty quirt, the kind designed for intimate, close work. He stands between my legs. “Just think, when these marks fade, mine will still be there.”

He lays in to me, hard fore-and backhands cut against the tender flesh of my inner thighs. Instead of eventually numbing me, the quirt’s sting only gets worse; from knees to groin I am nothing but a convergence of pain. I lift my face and see the barest ends of my welts curl upward around the tops of my legs. Their angry red is already surrounded by the deep blue of accompanying bruises.

Hot tears run down the sides of my head but I don’t cry out, don’t plead for mercy. No, that’s what he wants. He wants to see and hear me submit, beg him to stop. He wants to taste my fear. I won’t let him.

My firm resolve weakens when Mr. Lange breaks off and squats next to the heater. He dons a thick glove and draws out the lightly smoking iron. I can smell the hot metal. He can’t be serious. He wouldn’t really do it! Besides, I can stop it anytime I want to, right? Right? Mr. Lange turns to me, smiles, and suddenly I know those genteel rules of consensuality don’t apply here.

I struggle to remain calm. Reason with him. “You shouldn’t do this,” I say. My voice betrays me with a quaver. “What makes you think I want to wear your mark?”

Mr. Lange laughs once. “What makes you think I care whether you want to or not?”

He carefully places the iron back among the coils. A bottle of rubbing alcohol sits nearby and he dabs a large cotton ball with the antiseptic. Like a painter contemplating a canvas, Mr. Lange surveys both my legs, then picks a spot on my left thigh. The acute odor assails my nostrils, the liquid grips my skin in a cold burn. A precursor of what is to come.

The cotton ball is carefully placed in a small, brown paper bag. Mustn’t make a mess, oh no. He slowly withdraws his fist from the bag, then from the heater once more removes the branding iron. It hovers about a foot away, travelling all the way over my leg, my stomach, my breasts, stopping right above my face. The end is so hot I fear it’s going to burn me without even contacting my skin. I stare at it transfixed, like someone who sees an accident about to happen, yet can’t do anything about it. If I keep track of it, yes, if I always keep it in sight, then he can’t do anything with it. Yes, that’s the secret! As long as I confront my fear, don’t turn away, don’t blink, it’ll stay right there, away from my skin.

Wait, wait! Where’s it going? I’m looking at it, looking right at the iron as it moves away, now hovering in a small circle above my leg. Come back! We had this bargain, I acknowledge the power it has over me and it stays away from my leg. But it doesn’t care, the branding iron doesn’t listen to my mental cries.

“No, no, no, no. Don’t. P-Please, don’t!” I try to rise up but the thick straps hold me down. All my muscles stand out, their rolling hills cast shadows in my skin filled valleys. “Stop, stop!”

His reply contains a touch of glee. “No, Kirsten. No stopping it now.”

The branding iron descends; less than a foot away. Now six inches. Three. Two. One.

“Raymond! Paul! Debra! Somebody help me!” No one comes. No one bursts through the dungeon door to save me from this mad man.

The delicate hairs on my leg curl up and sizzle. He’s going to do it. He’s going to do it! “Oh, god, oh god, oh god, oh god, godgodgodgod!”

I toss my head back and scream, blood-curdling, ear-splitting.

BURN.

The darkness surrounds and overwhelms me. I hear and see no more.

What is that smell?

“She’s coming around.”

Philip peers down at me, his blue eyes full of concern. “Do you know where you are?”

I glance around from my prone position. The bare light bulb above, the door with the observation panel, the familiar warmth of blankets covering me. “I’m in my cell.”

“Is she all right?” Mr. Lange’s bored voice.

Philip turns back over his shoulder. “I’ll let you know in a minute. Back off!” he snaps. Smelling salts are thrown aside, their noxious odor having done their job. Philip competently checks my pulse, then my eyes. His initial concern turns to relief. “What do you remember?”

“Remember?” I see Mr. Lange hovering in the background, the thick glove on his hand. “Oh, God. Oh, no! No!”

I start to cry, my eyes closed tight. Please, let it all just be a nightmare! But I know better. Nothing will change what happened.

Philip’s strong hands on my shoulders steady my racking sobs. “Kirsten! Kirsten! It’s all right. Look.”

The blanket is pulled up from the side to reveal my left leg. I’m dumbfounded. No mark is there. How?

Philip holds up the brown bag Mr. Lange threw the cotton ball into, from it he extracts a small cup of ice. He applies a cube to my leg. For a second it feels like a hot burn before the coldness comes through.

“See? That’s how he did it,” Philip says. “Just a trick. It’s all right.”

I touch the ice, rub the spot I thought was forever marred. “It’s all right,” I say, then laugh in relief, rising to hysteria. “It’s all right, it’s all right.”

My arms wrap tight around Philip, my head on his shoulder. I break out in another crying fit, soaking his shirt with my tears, barely aware of his soothing words. That’s all it was; only a nightmare.

***

Mr. Rose returns late the next day. I see his car drive up from my cell window and hope with his presence that things will return to normal. But it isn’t until the next morning that he summons me. Probably a result of jet lag. When Ms. Lynn readies me, like so many times before, I take great comfort in the accustomed ritual. Dressed in my body harness, arms securely bound behind me, boots on my legs, ballgag in my mouth, I happily greet the familiar. As we enter the east wing my excitement grows. Soon, all will be as it was.

Never am I more wrong.

Mr. Rose is already on the bed, propped against the headboard, bare chested, arms folded. Everything normal except for …

Debra? What is she doing here? Sitting at ease on Mr. Rose’s bed? Unfettered?!

A sheer, light blue bathrobe hangs loosely about her. She stretches her arms overhead; a lioness just awakened from a nap. Debra, so beautiful already, radiates a deeper beauty now, one that comes after having spent a night in her lover’s arms. She lays back on the bed, an open hand blindly finding Mr. Rose’s crotch, and gently rubs his cock through the sheets.

I’m not the only one surprised. Ms. Lynn appears embarrassed. “I’m sorry, sir. Did I get your message wrong? I thought you wanted Kirsten.”

“You were told correctly,” Mr. Rose says. “But I’ve also decided to bring Debra back to my bed.”

“Yes, sir. Am I to report to Mr. Palmer for reassignment?”

“Most certainly not. Not unless you do something stupid. I’m pleased with how you’ve handled Debra’s old job. No, I’m going to keep a tight rein on her from now on and you’ll continue in your present duties.”

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”

“Good. Now, hook Kirsten up to the bedpost and leave us.” Mr. Rose gives Debra a nudge with his leg. “You, too.”

Debra starts to say something but one look from Mr. Rose silences her. She gathers her robe with great dignity, then follows Ms. Lynn from the room.

Mr. Rose gets out of bed. He moves with a grace that nearly distracts me from my seething anger. His words are friendly, which only assaults my defenses even more. “I missed you while I was gone. You’re just as lovely as ever.”

He reaches up for my gag but I back away as far as one foot of tether will allow. Mr. Rose’s eyebrows shoot up in surprise, then his look turns to one of determination. He grabs my arms, spins me around and pops out the ballgag.

“So you’re upset about Debra. This may come as a shock to you, but you’re not the only slave around here.”

I turn and look him straight in the eye. “I know that.”

“And you’ve also been with others, or have you already forgotten Gwen and Dylan?”

My response feels dragged out of me. “I haven’t forgotten them. Nor Mr. Lange.”

“Ah, yes. I heard you had quite an intense session with him. You don’t look any the worse for wear.”

“No. No worse,” I say. “He tried to …”

“What?”

His eyes bore in to me. I look away. “Why do you keep giving me to him?”

If my challenge surprises Mr. Rose, he doesn’t show it. He answers without missing a beat. “You’ll go to him because that’s what I want. For now, that’s all you need to know.”

“Is that all I am to you? Just something to be given away?”

“Of course not! But when you entered this estate I made only one promise; to use you as my property. I’ve kept my end of the bargain. Are you backing out?”

“Who said anything about backing out? What I want to know is, how long do I wait for your attention to return to me, like it did Debra?”

“Debra?” He is surprised again. “What exactly are you saying?”

My anger finally boils over. “I know you have other slaves, but when I’m brought here to find another woman in our bed …”

“Our bed?”

“ … and you practically throw her in my face, I begin to wonder. I thought we had something more.”

“Something more?” I’ve never known Mr. Rose to be at a loss for words, but now he seems thrown for a loop. Finally, he gathers his thoughts, although his control is precarious. “Why you conceited hussy. What made you think I ever stopped loving my wife?”

My jaw drops. “Your wife?”

“I’m married to Debra. You know that empty spot at the dinner table? That’s hers. Mr. Palmer told me it wasn’t a good idea. He said when I punish a slave I should really punish her. But I wanted some sign that even though I was angry with Debra, that she still had a place next to me. Last night I decided the punishment was over.”

“But the way you treated her, the day you passed Judgment on her, I thought you hated her.”

“What passes between Debra and me is none of your business. Our relationship is our own, as is yours with me; master and slave.” Mr. Rose shoves the ballgag back in my mouth. “I’m tired of this conversation.”

He presses a wall intercom button and in a split second Ms. Lynn appears at the door, like she was just outside, listening to every word.

“This slave has displeased me,” Mr. Rose says. “Impale her.”

The master’s fury is channeled to Ms. Lynn. The strict but understanding governess from my training period is gone. Now, I’m in the hands of a raging disciplinarian whose physical strength seems doubled by her loosed temper. Too fast she pulls me by the leash and I stumble in the hall. I can’t recover in time and I fall, banging my knees on the hard marble floor. Her whip is snapped off her belt and she wails on my ass.

“How dare you act that way with the master! How dare you act like I haven’t trained you right. Get up! Get up you slut! Move or so help me I’ll drag you.” Ms. Lynn actually does just that, the leash goes taut and the collar rises up to my chin. More than the whip, it gives me motivation to quickly find my feet. I nearly fall a couple more times, but the acid look I get from Ms. Lynn goes a long way to prevent that.

Ms. Lynn’s shouts have brought Mr. Palmer and Raymond. The latter almost on a run, the former glides down the second floor stairs. We all meet in the foyer.

“Orders from Mr. Rose,” Ms. Lynn says. “Impalement.”

Mr. Palmer’s normally severe face becomes even more pinched. “What did she do?”

“She thinks she has exclusive rights to her master’s bed.”

A cigarette is casually lit. “It’s been a while since we did an impalement,” Mr. Palmer says. He takes a puff, his face wreathed in smoke. “Raymond, do you know where that piece of equipment is?”

“In storage. Disassembled.”

“Set it up on the Judgment terrace. Ms. Lynn, you’re in charge of this errant slave until then. Take her down to her cell.”

There’s an eager light in Ms. Lynn’s eyes. “I’ve got a special harness in my room. It’ll help make the punishment well taught.”

“By all means then, get it.” Mr. Palmer leans very close to me. His whisper is like a shout. “I told you, you are a piece of property. An entertainment. You’ve amused nearly everyone else, now you’re going to entertain me.”

In short order I’m back in my cell. Ms. Lynn quickly removes my things, tossing them all on the bed. My white blouse and black skirt are also there, probably in anticipation of my wearing them later. That is, before my punishment was handed down.

Ms. Lynn hurries out, slamming the door behind her. Her footsteps recede down the hall and I’m left in the silence of my thoughts.

Mr. Rose has ordered me punished and I haven’t done anything! Debra is his wife? Nobody told me! But I should have guessed. The harsh way he punished her, like a lover betrayed; her rebelliousness at her new position and her defiance on Judgment Day, so unlike the other slaves. All the signs were there, only I was too wrapped up in my own situation to see them. My vision too narrowed by my own self-importance to realize I was simply a passing fancy to Mr. Rose. And apparently I’m once again on the agenda to submit to Mr. Lange. Now that I know the real score I don’t like it. Not one bit.

I pound on the door, rattle the door handle. This isn’t right!

The door opens in my hand. I step back, expecting the wrath of God to descend on me in the persona of Ms. Lynn or Mr. Palmer. No one is outside. Then how? Ms. Lynn didn’t lock the door! She must’ve been so preoccupied with getting her special harness that she forgot the simple matter of locking me inside. Ms. Lynn’s forgetfulness gives me an idea to get back at Mr. Rose, at them all.

No, I don’t like the way things are turning out here, so I’ll just end my part in their little game right now. Nothing’s keeping me here. I don’t have to stay and I’m not going to, not a second longer. Just walk right out of this cell. But what then? First walk, then think.

I don my blouse, skirt and boots. I peek out to the hall; no one in sight. Okay. I stride past the other cells, their own observation panels filled with slave eyes. One or two call out “Kirsten, where are you going?” I pay them no heed. Up the stairs, then out to the deserted foyer. Now what? Keep walking? No, too impractical. Someone on the grounds will spot me for sure. Hurry, hurry, think!

In a tall table by the door is a tiny drawer. Mr. Rose keeps some pocket change there when we go out. There’s some there now. Fifty-three dollars. Better than nothing, but what am I going to do with it? Bribe the electronic gate guard? Wait, what’s this? A set of car keys.

Out the door. Look natural, look calm. My boots click on the front steps, scrunch on the gravel path leading around the side of the house. There’s the garage, no more than thirty feet away. But I must cross an open space in plain sight of the Judgment terrace. I huddle at the corner of a tall bush and see Raymond building the torture device meant for me. Heavy metal pipes give it a solidity while large pulleys here and there add versatility. Ms. Lynn watches Raymond, her special, complicated harness draped over an arm. They both laugh which only increases my resentment toward them, to this whole place. Both their backs are turned. Go. Go now!

I almost make it when a flock of the estate’s exotic birds fly out from the nearby trees. Beating their wings, issuing their strange calls, they fly directly overhead. I freeze, sure that their noise will draw attention my way. But Raymond and Ms. Lynn only crane their heads upwards. The flock wheels in a large circle before perching back in the same trees. I seize my chance and make it through the side door into the garage.

Three cars. The stretch limo, a black Lexus and a dark blue Mercedes. Forget about the limo. The Lexus is nearest, so I try that one first.

Bingo, I’m in. I press the automatic garage door opener on the visor. Before the door is fully up I’m out and on my way. I catch a glimpse of Raymond and Ms. Lynn watching me, their mouths open. I figure the jig is up so I gun the car around the corner of the house, dust flying behind me. Down the gravel lane I race, the gate now mere yards away. I punch the garage door opener once more and the gate slowly swings aside. If I time it just right, I’ll be beyond it without even stopping.

I slam on the brakes. Crossing the lane is a ponygirl team led by Megan. I was so focused on the gate I didn’t see them until almost too late. The car’s quick approach and sudden stop startles Megan and the rest of the team. Paul, up in the driver’s seat, fights to get them back under control, then slowly drives them past, shaking his fist at the car.

The delay of the passing ponygirl team forces me to mentally slow down and think. It’s like I’m getting one last chance. I can still turn the car around, go back, remain part of this world. Mr. Rose will be livid, Ms. Lynn will go ballistic and Mr. Palmer will be even icier than before, but I’d still be one of them. It’s not too late.

Paul recognizes me, plainly shocked. He reins in the ponygirls, their bit filled mouths protesting against all these sudden starts and stops. He jumps down, whip in hand.

I look in the rear view mirror. Raymond approaches too, yelling my name, a large paddle in his hand. Soon he and Paul will have me boxed in.

Suddenly I know. The only way I’m going back is if they drag me.

I hit the gas and burn rubber.

What do I do? No ID, little cash. It’s not like my options are unlimited. The gas tank is more than half full so I have some range of mobility, but not much. What family I do have is on the other side of the country, but I haven’t spoken to them since moving here. It’s not like they’re going to drop everything and “rescue” me. So where do I go?

My old apartment. Ellen. She’ll take me back, if only for a short time. Even if she’s got a new roommate we can work something out. She might even still have my old car. The Lexus’s powerful engine smoothly speeds me on my way. I turn the radio on and hum along with the music. Get to the apartment and everything will be fine.

The transition from country to city jars me as much as when I was delivered to the estate. The large lots and open fields give way to drab buildings and crowded streets. Cars honk and jockey in front of me, people jostle each other on the sidewalks. I squeeze the steering wheel, my knuckles white, and promise myself I won’t be here long.

Sooner than I think, I’m near the university. I turn down my familiar street, finding an empty parking spot in front of my apartment. Unlike the rest of the city, which hasn’t changed at all, my old building appears to have gotten a fresh coat of paint and new plants in the courtyard.

Up to the door and knock. No answer. Ellen might still be in class, but then I remember this is Saturday. I knock again. “Ellen? Ellen, it’s Kirsten. Open up.”

The deadbolt is thrown back.

“Yes?” A man in a bathrobe stands in the doorframe.

“Oh, uh, hello. I’m looking for a friend of mine. I used to … Oh, my God!” I back away in fear. “No!”

Philip recognizes me. He steps forward, reaching out. “Kirsten?”

I turn and run back for the car. I’m not about to hang around and figure out how he got here.

“Kirsten! Kirsten, wait!”

I manage to lock the car door before he catches up with me. Philip leans against the glass.

“Kirsten, stop. Let me talk to you.”

“Get away from me!” My voice is shrill. “Just get away!”

I gun the engine and leave Philip choking on exhaust fumes.

Are they everywhere watching me? Don’t I have any safe place?

Maybe one.

“Let me in. Let me in!” I shout into the speaker grill. No one is on the street to see a young, desperate woman thud her fists dully against the steel door.

“I know you’re in there. I’m not going away. You’ve got to let me in! Please. Please, help me.”

I stumble against the opening door as a woman’s arm draws me in. The door slams shut, temporarily throwing me in darkness. My eyes adjust to the light from a small, single lit candle. I know the woman’s hands and her shining blonde hair.

“Young madam? What are you doing here? What’s wrong?” Red Silk absorbs my sobs. “Where are your cuffs and collar?”

“I left them,” I manage to say. “They’re in my cell. I walked out.”

Red Silk holds me out at arm’s length. “You shouldn’t have done that.”

“I don’t care. I don’t have any other place to go. Please, can’t I stay here for a while?” Another round of tears breaks through and I squeeze Red Silk again.

“Of course you can, young madam,” Red Silk says, patting me on the back. “For a little while.”

I huddle inside Red Silk’s arms as she leads me to a sparse kitchenette. She sits me at a table with steel legs, while she busies herself making tea. Her movements are brisk and efficient, reminding me of Mr. Palmer. She makes me tell her in detail everything that happened the last few days: the terror of Mr. Lange’s “branding”, my relief that it didn’t really occur, my jealousy at finding Debra is married to Mr. Rose, and strangest of all, seeing Philip at my old apartment.

“What did he say to you?” Red Silk asks, handing me my tea.

“I don’t know. He didn’t try to grab me but he did chase me out to the car. I think he said something about talking to me. It doesn’t matter, he would’ve called Mr. Lange on me anyway.”

Red Silk doesn’t reply. She appears deep in thought, then takes one of my hands in hers. “So you left because Mr. Rose is married?”

“No, not really. Well, maybe. He was taking me for granted.”

“I can’t believe that. Look at the privileges he gives you. Clothing, free walks around the grounds, taking you with him to glamorous events. It doesn’t sound like he grew bored at all.”

“He was going to keep giving me to Mr. Lange!”

“That’s certainly his right. He promised to treat you like a slave. Isn’t that what you wanted?”

“Yes, I know. But not like that. He wasn’t doing it the right way.”

“You mean, your way?”

I stare at Red Silk, stung by her rebuke. She pats my hand. “Drink up. Afterwards we’ll discuss what you’ll do next.”

We drink in silence. Warm chamomile. It reminds me of safe, warm places, away from all the stresses of the day. But there’s a strange taste in the bottom of my cup. “What did you put in here?”

“Just something to help you sleep.”

Red Silk is going blurry.

“Rest now, young madam. Things will be clearer later.”

My head hits the table. Lights out.




Chapter Nine

My True Mistress

Not even in my dreams can I find sanctuary. I fall, out of control, pursued by Mr. Rose, Mr. Lange, Debra, Philip, even Bree. They stretch out their arms, fingers extended, trying to capture me. Or do they seek to prevent me from falling any further? Suddenly, coming up from below is Red Silk. I slam in to her arms, sure I will break them, but she hangs on to me. We hover, motionless, as Red Silk struggles to carry me back up.

“I can’t do this alone,” she says. “I need help.”

The world of light presses down on my closed eyes. I moan but am unable to speak. I try to move my arms and legs without success. The light crowds in and I open my eyes.

I’m in my old preparation room. Red Silk hovers on the edge of my focus, a faint, acrid tang about her, different from her usual, gentle feminine scent. She kneels down, her dress softly rustling, and lovingly strokes my cheek.

“You give me much worry, young madam. You say you want things a certain way. When your wish is fulfilled you turn your back on it. Are you so afraid of success?”

I can’t answer. A leather strap tightly holds packing in my mouth, which I can feel spills over my upper and lower lips. Even if I could talk I wouldn’t know what to say. Red Silk has a firm grip on my soul and is laying bare all my secrets.

“With so many people committed to you, I’d think you’d return the favor. You’re going to, for your own good.”

Red Silk lets in two men. I scream behind the gag, struggle against the many ropes binding me to no avail. Now I know where that terrible smell about Red Silk came from; second-hand cigarette smoke.

“She understands what’s going to happen?” Mr. Palmer says.

“She understands. She doesn’t like it, as you can see, but she understands,” Red Silk replies.

The second man is Raymond. He hoists me up and over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes. I wriggle and squirm, a fish caught on a hook. Raymond slaps my ass hard, then clamps his arms around my trussed up legs. I keep on shaking my head, making protesting noises behind the gag but it is useless. I tilt my head up to see Mr. Palmer and Red Silk following close behind us.

“You’ll have everything ready for later?” Red Silk says.

“It’s been ready since yesterday.”

“Good.”

We enter a small garage and I slide off Raymond’s shoulder. A dark, windowless van, its back doors open, awaits its cargo. Raymond loads me feet first into the back, seating me on a wooden bench against the left wall. I wind up just behind the driver’s seat, the rising sun shining directly through the open garage door into my squinting eyes. How long have I been out? When I left the estate it was early morning. The rumbling in my stomach tells me it’s been at least a day since I’ve eaten. But right now hunger is the least of my worries. Raymond winds more rope around my legs and chest, anchoring me to the bench and a plank fixed to the van wall.

I expect them to close the doors and for us to be away, but Raymond and Mr. Palmer pause by the van’s bumper, their backs to me. Red Silk has disappeared. Soon, I hear the rattle of chains along the concrete floor, an occasional whack of a paddle on flesh followed by a female squeal. The men stand up as Red Silk returns, leading a coffle of nude women.

One by one they are loaded in with me. Some are bound in rope, others in leather. All their heads are covered in loose, dark canvas hoods. Tiny airholes are provided for their noses but a couple of the hoods are awry so when they inhale, the underside of their noses are faintly outlined. Like myself they are bound to the benches. Their body types range from a pencil thin blonde to a busty, pale skinned redhead both of whose long hair spills out from under their hoods. The others’ hair is too short to see, but the firmness of their breasts, the flatness of their bellies suggests their ages range between twenty and thirty. A prime lot.

When the last knot is in place, the men pause to survey their cargo. Mr. Palmer lights a cigarette, taking a long drag for a job well done. Raymond, also looking pleased with himself, coils up some extra rope.

“The sooner we get these deliveries done, the sooner we get home. I’ll follow in Mr. Rose’s car,” Mr. Palmer says with a look at me. “He’ll be happy to have it back.”

The van doors clang shut. Shortly thereafter, Raymond climbs in to the driver’s seat and the van lurches into motion. The sudden shifting makes a couple of the other slaves turn their heads frantically about, as if this will yield some insight as to where we are going.

Who are these women? At one time it would have been enough to know they share the same desires as myself and the same drive to see them fulfilled. Now I want to warn these faceless, silent sisters. Did they make the same deal as I with the people to whom they’re being delivered? I’d tell them that once the bargain is struck there’s no going back.

The first stop is soon made; a townhouse in the city. Raymond drives down a ramp to an underground garage. Two of the shorthaired slaves are quickly unloaded. Less than ten minutes later we’re headed out to the country.

We turn up a dirt road, winding our way back amongst some foothills. Round a bend a hacienda style house appears and we park in back. This time the blonde is unloaded.

“We may be here a while,” Mr. Palmer says. “Take the hoods off. Can’t have them passing out in this heat.” He leads the blonde inside.

Raymond follows Mr. Palmer’s orders; the busty redhead and the other, a curly brunette, blink in the sudden light. Both are gagged, the redhead with a red ballgag, the curly brunette like me, the packing overflowing her mouth. They aren’t so much curious about each other as they are about me. Like my being with them is a surprise.

What do they see in me? Someone anxious like themselves, yet ready for whatever may come? Or an abductee who doesn’t want to be here? I shake my head, try talking to them behind my gag. Help! Help! But they only exchange a quizzical look between themselves. Then I notice the curly headed brunette has plugs in her ears. No doubt the redhead does too. Yet, my noises do draw attention. The unwanted kind.

Raymond’s long arm reaches in from the driver’s window. His strong hand wrenches my head around. “Hey! Haven’t you caused enough trouble? You’ve already ruined things for a few people, don’t go messing with anyone else. In fact, I know how to fix you.”

He opens the door, reaches under the passenger seat and climbs in the back, squatting in front of me. He opens a first aid kit on my lap. “This should settle you down. I should’ve put them on you right away, but Mr. Rose wants your eyes wide open when you come back. They will be, after we make our last stop.”

Two large, round pads cover my eyes, held in place by white tape. No amount of head shaking will dislodge them and I’m alone in my darkness.

One more stop is made, the other two slaves unloaded. The tape is ripped off my face, a quick sting on my flesh. I’m alone in the back, my sisters eagerly off to whatever fate awaits them. Raymond starts the engine and we’re soon back on the road, the Lexus now in front of us. And there, just as we crest a low hill, is the estate. I whimper.

Past the gate, up the lane we slowly drive. Mr. Palmer puts the car in the garage while Raymond parks the van next to the Judgment terrace. He hauls me out, my bound legs kicking as one at the empty air, and sets me on my feet. My ankles are untied and I’m forced to take mincing steps. Raymond lifts me up to the terrace and I get a good look at the now assembled impalement device.

Intricately connected with shining pipes, stout white ropes and greased pulleys, it’s something out of a horror movie. A body harness hangs at the center. Two large dildos on short poles point upward from the ground. Wide spreader bars, one above for the hands, the other below for the feet, sport thick leather cuffs. A head harness, like a supple leather cage, hangs from the top cross section of pipe.

My knees weaken and I nearly fall. Raymond catches and straightens me but not out of kindness, I’m sure. If I fall he’ll have to carry me the rest of the way, then dust away the dirt. He half carries me past the torture device, ignoring my little crying jags.

We arrive in the living room and now I’m allowed to collapse on my knees, a few feet in front of some plush chairs. A rope is tied from my ankles to my wrists to ensure I stay that way. I’m left alone, just like so many times in my cell; prepared for Mr. Rose, waiting on his pleasure, wondering what he’ll do to me while my body works its way to fever pitch. Only now I know what’s in store for me. Did Debra feel like this when she was judged?

Then, as if she heard me, Debra enters the room. She’s naked, in a thick collar and loose chains. Her face is expressionless but her hands reach out to my face, wiping away my tears. Red Silk used to do this, Mr. Rose too, sometimes. How ironic the woman who indirectly brought me to this state does it now.

“Debra!” It’s Mr. Rose. “Don’t you touch her. Get over here!”

“Yes, my love.” Debra backs up, her chains lightly rattling. She sets herself on the floor, between the two chairs, head bowed.

Mr. Rose paces in front of me, any moment now his wrath will be unleashed. I see it in him, gathering strength, ready to explode like it did with Debra. His hand is going to whip out and I’ll be sent sprawling. Here it comes.

“Sit down, Edison.” Mr. Palmer stands at the doorway.

Mr. Rose freezes. The two men stare at each other; Mr. Rose a young, hot-headed stud, Mr. Palmer an older, cagey bull.

“What you were about to do is not what we’re about here,” Mr. Palmer quietly says.

“I’m the master here!”

“And I’m invoking an emergency takeover. You’re too upset. I’ll deal with this slave. Now, sit down.”

The tableau holds, then Mr. Rose sighs. The tension drains from him and he sits in the chair to my right. Mr. Palmer takes out my gag, then takes the other chair.

He opens a thin notebook and reads from it.

“Kirsten Wells. Age: twenty-one, measurements … yes, yes we know all this, let’s just skip to the bottom. Quit the cheerleading squad in high school, was elected school president, quit that, too. Changed majors several times in college before quitting outright and coming here. I sense a trend.”

Of all the possible ways this conversation could have started, I didn’t expect this. “What has my quitting the cheerleading squad to do with anything?”

“We run a bit of a high wire act here, Kirsten. Certain precautions are taken before a new member is admitted to the estate. Their background is checked out because we don’t want any overnight thrill seekers. When people come here, dom or sub, they adopt this lifestyle. But with you, unfortunately, we took some shortcuts. I was convinced by someone that we didn’t need to worry about your commitment.” Mr. Palmer glances at Mr. Rose.

“You can’t keep me here,” I say. “You ever hear of kidnapping? Wait until the law hears about this.”

If my threat scares any of them, they certainly don’t show it. Mr. Palmer leans forward, as does an adult about to explain something to a child. “You want to go to the sheriff? Fine. He’s one of our frequent guests and he’ll probably question you first about the car you stole.”

“I didn’t steal anything!”

“You took my car without permission,” Mr. Rose says. His voice is even and controlled. Too controlled. Like he’s fighting to keep his temper.

I sag back on my legs. Of course, how could they not hold all the cards? If they didn’t, would they have been so brazen in bringing me back here? How long is my sentence? Am I to become one of those faces on a missing person flier, distributed and hung up on a bulletin board for a month? Whatever is in store, I’m not going to make it easy for them.

“I’m not going to let you touch me,” I say.

“No one in this room or any of the staff will touch you,” Mr. Palmer says. “That’s going to be left to your owner.”

“My owner?” The hairs on the back of my neck stand up. “My owner? What’re you talking about?”

“You’ve been on loan to us, Kirsten. That’s loan. The person who sent you here never truly gave you away.”

Oh, no. In walks Red Silk.

Her smile and usual joy is absent. She is dressed in black, tight leather pants and vest. A cat hangs from her belt. She stands over me, arms folded. Her beautiful, stern face tells me I’m in for the ride of my life.

“So, young madam, ready to finish what you started?”




Chapter Ten

The Executioner

Red Silk’s hand grips one of my bound arms like a claw. “Your turn will come soon enough,” she says. “For now though, you’ll be made witness to the consequences of your actions.”

We’ve moved out to the Judgment terrace. Mr. Rose settles in his chair, Debra kneels beside him on the left, Mr. Palmer stands on his right. Raymond and Paul have joined the group, along with all the slaves and staff. Almost everyone is present—except Ms. Lynn

All at once she appears around the side of the house, at least, I assume it’s her. The height and proportions are correct, but the head is hooded like the slaves in the van and she is naked. She is guided by another man, his strong arms around her. He too wears a black hood, but like an executioner’s. Lean and trim, I can’t help but admire his broad chest and narrow waist. Tight, black wrestler’s briefs draw my attention to the power hidden there. From his belt hangs rope, cuffs, nipple clamps, a whip; anything he requires to keep a slave in line. Almost tenderly he directs Ms. Lynn up the steps, placing her at Mr. Rose’s feet.

He rips her hood away and removes the ballgag. Ms. Lynn’s hair, always so well groomed, is disheveled. She resembles a captured animal.

“You know why you’re here?” Mr. Rose asks.

“Yes, sir.” Ms. Lynn shoots me a venomous look.

“You’re prepared to admit your offense?”

“Yes, sir.” Ms. Lynn struggles to her feet and addresses the crowd.

“By my negligence, I allowed a slave to escape her punishment. Since she is no longer a part of the estate community, I now will endure her sentence.”

I’m suddenly struck by the unfairness of it all. Anger at the whole situation wells up in me. “No!” I shout. “She just forgot to lock my cell door. She shouldn’t have to do this.”

My pleas fall on deaf ears. The only acknowledgement of my outburst is Red Silk’s tightening grip on my arm.

The Executioner leads Ms. Lynn to the impalement device. All that’s missing is the roll of the drums as he hooks her up. She doesn’t struggle while the body harness is buckled on or even flinch when her head is encased in the leather cage. Ms. Lynn’s legs are spread wide, cuffed to the spreader bar below, her arms equally as wide above.

“Stop! Stop!” I shout. “It’s not her fault. I did it! I’m the one. This isn’t fair. It’s not right.”

The dildos are positioned underneath her, both liberally greased, the angles checked to ensure proper entry.

“Don’t. Don’t! Punish me!”

“We are,” Red Silk says.

The Executioner turns the winch. Lower, lower Ms. Lynn goes. The plugs enter her and her face contorts in a combination of ecstasy and pain. The Executioner slows her descent, but it doesn’t stop until both dildos are planted deep inside her. Her pink flesh in front separates, wet with her welcoming juices. Her butt cheeks wrap around the back device until all that can be seen is the steel rod driving up into her ass. The Executioner presses a tiny button on both rods and Ms. Lynn gasps. I can hear the vibrators even from where I am, over ten feet away. They hum their terrible song of enforced pleasure on her. Ms. Lynn tries to twist away but the body harness holds her in place. The leather cage around her head keeps her head thrashing to a minimum. The tension transfers down to her stretched toes as they reach for the ground, but only graze it. She bursts out in weeping frustration.

The ponygirls I nearly hit with the car are all lined up. One by one, they scourge Ms. Lynn with the Executioner’s cat. A few blows are struck on her back, but most lash the insides of Ms. Lynn’s thighs, between the impeding straps. Megan’s are the most vicious of all. Her hate filled eyes are on me the entire time she whips my surrogate. Ms. Lynn’s cries cut into me like razor blades.

Finally, the last stroke falls. Mr. Rose gets up to leave, then stops as though seeing me for the first time.

“What is that woman doing in clothes? Those aren’t hers. I bought them, they belong to me. Remove them.”

Red Silk pushes me forward. The Executioner’s hands roughly pull down my skirt, then tears my shirt to threads. Bits and pieces of the shirt still hang on me, captured against my flesh under the ropes.

Naked before your master is one thing, stripped in front of everyone is almost too much. The black and white of my clothes is replaced by my blush, which reddens me from one hairline down to the other. I can’t look at anyone.

“Just another nameless slave,” Mr. Rose says. He turns his back on me and goes inside. Debra gives me one last glance, then follows him. The crowd breaks up.

The Executioner ties me to one of the support pipes near Ms. Lynn, rope around my head so I cannot look away from her. For the rest of the afternoon I watch him adjust the vibrators speed, taking her to the edge of climax, then turning them off as he whips her the rest of the way to orgasm. I cajole, beg, curse him to stop; to do those things to me instead, but he ignores me. My being made to witness Ms. Lynn’s orgasms sets my own juices flowing and soon I’m suffering a torture of my own. My own punishment.

Why do I feel this way? I should be relieved that it’s Ms. Lynn and not me that must go through with the ordeal. The last thing I should want is to have the Executioner touch me. Or is it that I’m envious of her? The attention she’s given, the heights she’s driven to, make me jealous. I want to be the center of attention. And when I’m not, like with Mr. Rose and Debra, I can’t stand it. So I walk away. Like I’ve always done whenever things didn’t go my way. For the first time I’m made to confront the truth of my character and I don’t like it at all.

Not until sunset is Ms. Lynn let down. The Executioner carries her away in his arms.

I’m left alone in the night shadows, the empty body harness just a couple feet away. Images of Ms. Lynn impaled and methodically whipped all day feed the fire that I cannot quench. I moan like a cat in heat.

***

“Tighten her up.”

The Executioner follows Red Silk’s command and cranks the winch another few clicks. My arms, already stretched above, are stressed even more. My toes leave the rough carpet, pointed downward like a dancer’s. Ankles locked together, secured to a floor ring which prevents my legs from kicking. Stomach flat, ass tight, back straight, head locked between my arms; I’m as taut as a bow-string.

Led here blindfolded, I have only a slight idea where we are when my sight is restored; somewhere on the estate, perhaps the main house. If so, it’s a dungeon I’ve never been in before. This one is more intimate than the others. Low ceiling, no windows but no less well equipped to deal with a rebellious slave.

Red Silk turns me around and around on my axis, closely inspecting my body. Her fingers lightly press and knead my muscles, stroke my tight arms and legs. She lets go and the rope lazily unwinds itself, spinning me back around like a top. I can’t turn my head, but each time I face front there’s Red Silk, quietly speaking to the Executioner in a foreign language. German, I think. She draws a few parallel, horizontal lines in the air, then makes some gestures about her head. The Executioner studies me, then nods once. Red Silk makes a positive reply of her own, then approaches me.

“What can I say, young madam? You’ve angered a powerful man, disappointed me and made enemies of just about everyone else. You’ve had it your way far too long. Not just here but elsewhere. You have a lot to make up. Think of it as the scales getting a chance to balance after all this time. But don’t worry, you’ll walk away from here, too. When we’re finished with you.”

The Executioner stands behind me. I hear his cat unclip from his belt, the blades shake loose. Red Silk makes a subtle hand gesture and my world explodes in pain.

He turns my ass to fire; a pink glow, a red blaze, then a white-hot searing heat. I hold my breath after each lash, refusing to cry out, refusing to give them the benefit of my reaction. Still, the lashes fall, ringing in the small confines of the dungeon, piercing my eardrums with their cuts. No, don’t let it out, don’t let them see you cry. Hang on. Hang on!

I catch another gesture from Red Silk. Now the cat wraps around my thighs, their sharp points like hot needles on my tender skin. Not to be ignored, my back gets its share of the cat too. Down, up, down again the Executioner applies his tireless instrument. He is a machine that deals out punishment, while I stoically accept it.

The whipping stops, my breaths ragged in the sudden stillness. The Executioner stands in front of me. We look each other straight in the eye and I suddenly know him. I’ve seen those brown eyes before, at the observation panel of my cell. They stare into me, searching for the clue to make me yield. Without meaning to, I glance downward. His eyes track with mine and we both know I’ve given myself away. He steps back.

The whip finds a new target. Sweat trickles down my nose, splashes on my breasts now crisscrossed in red stripes. It lands again. And again. I can’t … let go. I … can’t.

“No! Oh, God, no. Please, stop! Please, please!”

The whip keeps to its unholy mission. My tears burst forth, running down my cheeks. I’m turned into a hysterical female near the breaking point. Whatever thoughts or feelings I possess become incoherent. The pain is all, along with a tiny hot spot locked tight between my legs. Instinct propels all my awareness down there, the one place they haven’t touched, the one place where my psyche feels safe.

Without warning I drop to the floor like a stone. My legs curl up underneath me, my overtaxed arms go limp. Through my haze I make out the Executioner’s boots, the many laces interwoven with perfect discipline. My fingers crawl out, reach for the tips of his boots but he backs away. Red Silk takes his place. She squats down and ties a rough blindfold around my eyes.

“Take her out to the fence.”

I’m too dazed to give any resistance, or any deep thought to Red Silk’s order. A vague sense of being dragged up some stairs, the warm sun on my skin, is all I know. My ass is precariously perched on a low, rounded railing. My arms are hooked over a higher bar, then brought forward, bent at the elbows. A rope is run wrist to wrist, tight across my stomach. My legs are tied together, then bent back. My ankles are anchored to the rail on which I sit. A ring gag is shoved past my lips. The Executioner gently tightens the straps until they sink into my cheeks and my jaw is forced wider than ever before. He checks the straps with a finger here and there, giving a grunt of satisfaction. When he probes my mouth with a couple of fingers, I turn my head away.

“We know how to fix that,” says Red Silk. She rips away the blindfold and the Executioner shakes out a small coil of rope.

I shake my head, squeal from behind my o-ring gag. The Executioner could squeeze me in his vise-like grip, or grab a fistful of hair to make me still. Instead, he holds up a single finger, slowly wagging it at me. Again, I feel like an errant child before an admonishing adult. His eyes once more transfix me. I hold still while he wraps the rope around my forehead, behind the wooden railing and under my chin. I can’t move at all.

The sensitive hands of this man carry out Red Silk’s savage orders with exacting attention to detail. They calm me, if only long enough to distract me from my cunt’s growing hunger for him. If only he’d take charge down there, too. If only.

Red Silk grins and I realize she won’t let him touch me there. She’ll issue orders to increase my desires but will make sure they aren’t met. Bitch.

She hands the Executioner a small sign. “Hang this around her neck. Use her that way if you want.”

The Executioner reads the sign, a low, neutral grunt his only response. He threads the string of the sign around my neck and I catch an upside down glimpse of the message. “Mouth only.”

No, no! I want to say. Don’t use me only like that.

He stands back, arms folded. He tilts his head from side to side, perhaps trying to decide if he should bother with me at all. I blink and the tears fall again. This seems to move him. He reaches down and, from a cunningly hidden fold in his briefs, draws forth his erect cock.

Carefully, precisely, he places it inside my mouth, easing it all the way back to my throat with plenty to spare outside. When he pushes an inch my eyes go wide in fear. Any further and I’ll choke. I’m at his mercy.

He backs off and I breathe a sigh of relief. He doesn’t push so hard again but the threat is always there. I try to please him with my swirling tongue, my hot breath, my moans of pleasure. Hot liquid jets in to me. I swallow as much as I can but he is too bountiful. When he withdraws his essence pours down my chin and drips on the sign.

“Excellent,” Red Silk says. She turns away. “I’m taking the rest of the day for myself. Have her at the stables by sundown.” Her retreating form disappears through the back door of the main house.

I can’t move my head, but my peripheral vision tells me the Executioner is never far away. He checks the ropes every now and then, rinsing out my mouth each time it’s used. He uses me twice more himself.

More men come by, too: Paul, Raymond, Mr. Palmer. A few others I don’t know. They all avail themselves of my inviting mouth. I beg them with my eyes while they’re inside me, call after them through my distended lips. If the Executioner won’t do it, at least put your hand down there, I try to say. Let me feel your fingers pushing up inside my ready pussy. But they don’t understand or, if they do, don’t care. Yet with each new cock, each new load shot in to me, my need grows. If I thought the time I spent in the dungeon was torture, then this is nothing short of excruciating. My arms strain against the bar, my fingers claw at the air. I shake the fence in protest. Another cock finds its way in me. And another. No one speaks a single word.

The message on my sign is soaked in cum that drips from my mouth, running as freely as my tears. This isn’t fair! Yet, Red Silk said the scales are being balanced. If so, how much more must I endure?

The sun begins to set. The Executioner unties and blindfolds me, forcing me to stand on sore legs. My hands reach for my pussy. He slaps them away as if to say I should know better. I do, but I don’t care. I reach down again. This time he slaps me on the face. My knees buckle and I collapse in an uncontrolled crying jag. He picks me up in his strong arms and I bury my head on his bare shoulder. We leave my day of torture behind and, against the top of my head, he gently lays his own hood-enshrouded one.

***

Fed, bathed and bedded. The impersonal stable hands do their duty without compassion or animosity. I’m just another chore to them. Another beast locked in her stall for the night.

My sore arms and back cannot prevent my immediate entry in to blissful, healing sleep. My soul feels divorced from my body. It wanders unrestrained, undisciplined, rejoicing in its freedom like a child let out of school. Like a child though, it seeks for playmates, someone with which to run and laugh. There’s no one else except, far away, on a small corner of the playground, a number of others are running in perfect unison. Their discipline is perfect, their turns exquisite. I rush to join but they don’t let me in, ignoring my repeated attempts to match their steps. The more I try, the more like a solid wall they become in their uniformity of motion. Then, on my last determined effort they suddenly part and swallow me up. I wake up screaming.

A bed of straw surrounds me, a coarse blanket up to my bare breasts provides only stingy warmth. I blink my eyes, rub away the crust. A wall chain hangs above me to a collar around my neck.

The stall gate creaks open. Red Silk swats a riding crop against a shiny boot. The loud snap banishes any of my lingering drowsiness. I jump to a back corner, the blanket clutched about me.

“Frisky, young madam? Good. You’re going to work today.”

I’m hauled out to the center of the corral. All the other ponygirls are there, already done up in their bits and harnesses. Leather polished, buckles shining, they crowd around us, an air of voyeuristic expectancy about them. They part to reveal a waist high “T” post with attached stocks for the feet at the bottom and halfway up for the hands. It’s used mainly by the stable hands to bend a ponygirl to their will. I get the feeling today that I’m not so lucky.

My hands and feet are locked in the stocks. All the ponygirls crowd in back of me, my cunt and ass exposed for their viewing pleasure. Nearby the Executioner shakes out my body harness. Red Silk accepts it from him and takes up position behind me.

“Now be a good pony and relax,” she says. “It’ll be so delicious knowing that you alone will have this inside you.”

Red Silk takes her time sliding a butt plug with horsehair tail into me. The Executioner, his hands on my shoulders, keeps me calm, allowing me to accept my situation. I moan at the size of the dildo but I don’t panic. Soon, it can’t go in any further and the lower half of the harness locks around my waist.

Red Silk straightens me and I nearly collapse. She grabs my arms, refusing to let me sink to the dusty ground.

“No. No passive activity for you today. Stand up. Stand!”

I try hanging on to Red Silk but she backs away. My knees tremble and I’m left alone on my own two feet.

The rest of the harness is tightened around me. Unlike the other ponygirls, whose harnesses are polished with pride and care, my harness is worn and dull. The others also have their own horsetail, but from their waist belt, not from dildos shoved up their asses like mine. Their gleaming black boots reach up to their knees; mine are dirty and only come up to my ankles. Their head harnesses have shiny silver bits, and colored plumes of red, green and blue sit atop them. I have only a much chewed thick leather bit shoved between my teeth and there are horseblinds, easily flipped down, at either side of my head.

All my commands are now received through my bit. A quick tug of the reins tell me to back up. Go left. Right. Stop. More buckles and straps are fastened to my harness. Two poles are clipped to the sides of my waist. I try to grip them but Red Silk pushes my hands away. The Executioner lines my arms up in back, then zips them tight in a single glove that comes up far past my elbows, forcing them together. My shoulders square, pushing my tits well out in front.

Red Silk checks everything, testing every strap and buckle for security. “Bit nice and tight. Good, I want those cheeks to bulge. Nipples leading out front, firm and erect. Shoulder straps, elbows touching. Plug in place. Excellent.”

She pinches both my nipples, hard and long. I squeal, try to turn away, but Red Silk won’t let go. The pain shoots through me, down, down to my pussy. Already I feel my heat rise and know my juices flow.

Red Silk releases me. The pain she inflicted fades but the fire remains. It reduces itself to embers, not as intense, yet ever ready to flare up again. I try to distract myself, think thoughts about anything else. As if I could ignore all the leather on me, the hard bit in my mouth or, most of all, the plug up my ass. Its presence constantly reminds me of my empty cunt and how I long to have it filled.

As Red Silk leaves, she turns to the Executioner. “Use her like the animal she is, then stable her overnight. I have to help Mr. Rose prepare for tomorrow and I can’t have a randy bitch underfoot.”

His hands are on me; my shoulders, my chin, my sides, drawing small circles, weaving tactile spells. They brush away my hot tears. The Executioner targets my nipples, a light touch across one, then the other. The cool sensation after Red Silk’s fire is pure heaven.

I don’t know how long he keeps me enthralled with his magic. I sense the other ponygirls are hitched to their carts, the calls of the drivers, the rumble as they move out. Still, those wonderful, dexterous instruments that deliver pain and pleasure stay with me.

Then they are gone. He climbs up in to the wagon behind me. A single tail whip lands across my shoulders. The work day begins.

***

I’m last in a procession that winds its way up to the main house. Teams of two to four ponygirls and their carts kick up dust in front of me. The dirty clouds cake to my legs and torso. Sweat runs down my face, mixing with my drool. I feel like the ugly stepsister, forgotten behind all the beautiful daughters.

The other carts go around the front of the house. I’m directed to the kitchen where picnic baskets are loaded onto mine. Then around to the side of the house, just outside the dungeon storeroom where Raymond and Paul load boxes of toys and coils of rope. The whip lands across my shoulders and I pull a now much heavier cart to the front of the house, again last in line.

A crowd of about twenty men and women mill around the other carts. They stroke the ponygirls’ mane-like hair, playfully slapping their asses or squeezing their tits. A young, energetic man with Mr. Palmer notices me.

“Hello, what’s this? A latecomer?”

“It’s nothing,” Mr. Palmer replies. “Just a dray we pressed into service. It doesn’t even have a name.”

“I’m surprised,” the man says. “Get rid of this dust, put it in a new harness and you just might have a jewel.”

“No, you won’t. Trust me on this one.” Mr. Palmer glances back at the others. “Everyone else is loaded. Shall we go?”

The man lingers behind. Quickly he reaches down behind me, between my legs. He finds the slight bulge of the butt plug. He pushes it up a little further inside me and smiles when I moan.

“A butt plug used on a dray? There’s something going on here.” He looks past me, back to the Executioner. I feel a slight movement from the Executioner’s seat. The man’s expression immediately changes. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know.”

He quickly backs away to rejoin his friends, yet, he glances back over his shoulder once more at the Executioner and I see fear in his eyes.

We head out to the recently acquired addition of land. I’m not in as good shape as the other ponygirls and the plug up my ass makes running a torture. Thankfully, the Executioner doesn’t push me too hard. Still, my tits bounce and slap against my chest. The whip occasionally stings my ass if I fall too far behind. Once in a while the caravan halts, Debra gets out of the lead cart to act as tour guide for the guests, explaining what the estate has planned for various locations along the way. I pay little attention to her words, relieved just to stop for a moment’s rest. The Executioner climbs down at these stops, squirting me with a spray bottle. The water refreshes me, cooling my skin. I open my mouth and get some on my parched tongue. Then we move on, the break over all too soon.

Unlike before, when a single pony and her master would trod narrow, uneven paths out here, the bushes are cut back to form wide, smooth lanes. We pass several wooden benches with accompanying whipping posts, much like in the hedge maze. A pillory here and there, and even a rack catches my eye. I know Mr. Rose ordered improvements, but not until we reach our destination do I realize how much has already been done.

A clearing opens before us. Thick, freshly mowed grass stretches out the length and breadth of a football field. Racing barrels are grouped together next to small, single sulkies. In the center a painted white “T” post is planted. Set about in three areas on the sidelines pennants of red, green and blue flap in the gentle breeze. The ponygirls each go to the pennants that match their colors, taking their riders with them.

I’m driven to each area and wait while the toy boxes and picnic baskets are unloaded. The chore finished, the Executioner urges me to a far corner, unhitches me and removes the bit. My arms remain bound.

A wide, deep pail of clean water is set at my feet. I fall to my knees and greedily suck, hoping to end my work day right now. The Executioner grabs my hair and wrenches me away from the water. His angry eyes tell me he’s onto my plan, knowing that if I drink too fast I’ll get sick. Can’t hitch a vomiting ponygirl to a cart, can he? He throws me down in one strong motion. His other arm comes up, whip in hand, and delivers one lash after another.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” I cry. Crack! Snap! Still, the whip cuts my skin. I roll on the grass to avoid it, or at least spread the marks over the rest of my body so no one part suffers excess punishment. But I can’t keep it up, my tired legs eventually won’t move anymore and the whip lands mainly on them, adding to the pain of my muscle spasms.

“Mercy, master. Please, have mercy!”

The lashes stop. The Executioner turns me on my back so I must look up at him. Those eyes, before merely angry, now burn with a cold rage. How dare I presume to ask for mercy! He grabs the front of my body harness and drags me back to the water. A sudden iron grip in my hair and I’m dunked all the way to the bottom. Suddenly, I’m pulled up and I gasp for a lungful of precious air. I don’t get enough before I go down again, bubbles coming out of my nose. Up quickly, then just as fast back down. I twist my head, push backward against the strength holding me down. My bubbles slow to a trickle.

This is it. Jesus, he’s really going to drown me.

Just before I lose consciousness I’m yanked topside.

I land hard on my back, coughing through my stringy, soaked hair. Breathe, breathe, let me breathe. The racking coughs subside, but not my pounding heart.

The Executioner is yards away, circling the field. He walks slowly, ignoring the guests, and they seem to ignore him too. At least when he’s nearby. When he passes them I notice nearly all pairs of eyes sneak a look at him. Both sexes seem to hold him in some kind of awe; the women’s gazes are mixed with longing, with the men it’s envy.

When the Executioner completes his circle he’s much calmer but the anger still remains. He regards me for a moment, then unzips my single glove and drags me by the hair to the “T” post. He drapes me over the cross bar, locks my ankles and wrists in the stocks, then loosens the crotch strap. The butt plug slides out and dangles between my bruised thighs.

The momentary cool air against my ass is soon replaced by his hot cock. It widens me out even further, reaching in just as far as the plug. His cock head expands at the end of each thrust, threatening to tear me asunder.

The guests, who were laughing amongst themselves and preparing for the pony games, go silent, all their attention now on us. Except for my grunts and moans everything is quiet. A few the guests drift closer, some to watch the pumping action itself, others to study my upside down face from behind the Executioner.

He reams me like a machine; steady, unhurried, a minimum of wasted movement. His style, or lack of it, reminds me of something else, a memory just on the edge of my conscious thought. I almost have it when he shoots in to me. His climax is so hard, so fast it drives all other thoughts from my mind. I tilt my head up and cry out with my own orgasm, a deep-throated primal sound.

The Executioner pulls out, his warm cum dribbles over my engorged pussy lips and drips off my pubic hairs. My own juices mix with his. I’m more than ready to receive him. He’ll do it now, won’t he? He’ll use his hands at first, while he recharges, then he’ll take me like a real woman, right?

But that’s not going to happen. At least not today.

He walks around me, stowing his magnificent tool back inside his briefs. All I’m going to get is his back as he walks away.

“You can’t,” I shout. “I said I was sorry. Come back!” I strain against the stocks, rock the post with my body. Nothing makes him turn around.

All right, if he doesn’t want me, there are others. But they all start backing off, as if I have the plague. I twist my head back at their retreating forms. “No, don’t leave!”

A ringing slap across my face shuts me up. Oh, God, it’s him. So intent on getting the attention of the guests I didn’t notice the Executioner’s return. This time I watch him retreat all the way back to his lone spot.

All around me ponygirls prance and play, strut and march, sometimes pulling the sulkies, sometimes nuzzling the guests. The guests cheer, urge them on from the seats of the sulkies or the sidelines. They pick out their favorite ponygirls and return their affections.

Ribbons are awarded, garlands presented and I remain in the center of it all, the eye of the storm.

Lunch time comes. The ponygirls are fed, the guests delighting in the nibbles taken from their hands. One man places a piece of apple halfway in his mouth for a ponygirl to take. She does so, slowly, her lips touching his for a long time.

My own stomach rumbles with hunger too. The Executioner returns, opens the stocks, then leads me back to his area. The cool shade from the overhanging tree is a welcome relief from the hot sun. A leash is locked to my collar and a hobble rope tied to my ankles so I’m allowed a modicum of freedom. My back, hips and legs get a much needed rest but I’m not allowed to sit down. A horse, or at least this pony, doesn’t get to sit for rest. Or eat.

He feeds me himself, his delicate hand breaks off a piece of a roast beef sandwich and holds it to my mouth. I hover around for some more. Another piece starts upward to my mouth and I bend down to snap it up. The Executioner pulls it away, puts the sandwich down, then slowly straightens my back. His message is clear: I will be fed at his pace, not mine. So I wait until the food is level with my mouth, then gently take it from his fingers. His eyes crinkle in humor and approval. I’m also given water, but not in a large supply like before. This time the Executioner uses a plastic bottle with a straw.

Things quiet down after lunch. The guests lounge on their blankets, some take naps. Others lead a blue ribbon ponygirl or two off to a secluded glen. Most of the ponygirls are left untethered and stray here and there. It’s a period of relaxation for everyone as the cool shadows lengthen.

Not so for me. After a safe digestive time expires, the Executioner hitches me back up to the cart. We circle the field, stopping at each blanket, receiving the empty picnic baskets and whatever else no one feels like carrying. After our last stop we head back to the stables. Without any urging from the whip, I give it my best speed. Just like a real pony that knows it’s finally headed home after a long ride.

At the stables I’m strung up, washed down, my hair combed out. Back in my stall mittens are placed on my hands. I accept them but not without a whimper or two. Around sunset a stable-hand spoon feeds me dinner. Shortly after the other ponygirls return. Their own necessities attended to, they too are bedded down for the night. All is silent, for awhile anyway.

Footsteps stop just outside my stall. The gate creaks open. There stands the Executioner, bathed in the glow of a lamp he carries. He carefully pushes aside some straw with his boot and sets down the lamp. It’s yellow light illuminates his wide chest, puts a glint in his eyes. He grabs the mittens, frees my hands. He stares at me a moment, then quickly exits. The gate locks behind him.

I don’t move, hardly even breathe, but he doesn’t return to slap the mittens back on me. After a while I move my hands down between my legs and I realize that after all, he did hear my cries of mercy.




Chapter Eleven

Proposals

“Who is he?”

Red Silk pauses in her movements and frowns, unsure she heard me.

“The man in the hood. The Executioner.”

“Is that what you call him? Interesting. I wonder if you have such a colorful name for me?”

“Yes, and I’ll never give you the satisfaction of hearing it.”

Red Silk laughs. “So, a little of your true colors make an appearance. I always sensed it just below your placid surface; rebellious, impertinent, demanding. It gives me motivation to punish you even more. As if I needed any.” She playfully pinches my nipple and I gasp.

Red Silk had the Executioner bring me to the small, intimate dungeon where she first had him whip me, then dismissed him. We’re below the garage, in a converted basement. I’m not blindfolded or bound, at least not yet, although Red Silk hefts a coil of rope. Yet, I have the feeling that she wants to talk. At my mention of the Executioner, a spark seems to ignite within her.

“I could tell you who he is,” Red Silk says, “but where is the torment in that? And I do so love tormenting you.”

“Is that why you had me kidnapped and brought back here? To satisfy your sadistic desires?”

“Yes, I am a sadist. So are Mr. Rose, and Franklin Palmer, and the mystery man you’re so taken with. But then, what are you? You sought out my place, begged to be accepted and, no matter what was done to you, you kept coming back, so we both know what you are. Just think; without me, the sadist, what would you do?”

She ties my arms in back, the rope welding my wrists and elbows together. I make no move to stop her, the cutting truth of Red Silk’s words leaves me numb and pliable to whatever she wants to do to me. More rope encircles the outside of my arms and binds my tits. A waist rope holds my wrists tight against my back while a crotch rope digs into my pussy. Red Silk checks the crotch rope’s tightness and holds up a hand that glistens with my juices as if to say “What more proof do you want?” She smears my face with it.

Clamps with tiny weights bite my nipples and I groan. In pain or in pleasure? What does it matter? The end result is still the same.

Red Silk prepares a red ballgag, the straps dangle over the sides of her hand. “No, I’m not going to tell who the Executioner is,” she says. “That’s a torment I’m only too happy to draw out.”

The ballgag goes in, buckled tight. My distended cheeks feel the drip of my tears. Do they fall from the pain of her decision not to tell me, or in thanks for the sweet pain the not knowing will prolong? I can’t tell.

Leash firmly in hand, Red Silk leads me in and out of the main house. She checks on her part of the party preparations for tonight; the food, the placement of slaves, the equipment. She speaks at length with staff members, doling out compliments on a job well done, suggestions on how to improve something, or threats to get a task accomplished. Her authority is unquestioned. The staff jumps when she gives orders and slaves tremble at the sight of her. I know from personal experience the cruelty of this woman and well understand their reactions. Under her command everyone moves at top efficiency.

One person who doesn’t show any fear of Red Silk is the Executioner. Granted, his face is always concealed and since he never speaks I cannot detect any quaking in his voice, but there is no evidence of any nervous ticks in Red Silk’s presence. His hands remain steady, his eyes focused as he completes a rope body harness on Ms. Lynn. When the last knot is in place he steps aside with a gracious gesture for Red Silk to inspect his handiwork.

Ms. Lynn’s eyes are red, her nose runs, but she stands still and silent, accepting her revived role of slave. Red Silk inspects the diamond-shape patterns that cut into Ms. Lynn’s flesh, creating new lines to go with the fading marks from the whipping during her impalement.

The Executioner takes charge of me. He finds the small weights attached to my nipple clamps, idly raising and dropping them, but his attention is more on Red Silk and Ms. Lynn. My little squeals don’t draw more than a sidelong glance from him. Then, without warning, those hands massage my breasts, then travel to my temples, my scalp, the back of my neck. My head sags against his chest, my nostrils suck in his familiar, masculine scent.

Tell me who you are. Tell me, tell me.

He bends my head back and I look in to his brown eyes. It’s like he heard my silent plea. His hands come up, begin to raise his hood. I see his neck, his chin …

“Very good,” Red Silk says, her inspection done.

The Executioner drops his hood back down at the sudden sound of her voice.

“Is this harness all you have planned for this slave?” Red Silk asks.

The Executioner pulls a large, shapeless piece of leather from his belt. Red Silk billows it out. Laces hang down in back while strategically placed holes in front identify it as a discipline helmet.

“Not a bad idea,” she says. “Conceal her identity. But wouldn’t it work just as well without it? The sooner they know this is the former mistress-of-slaves, the greater their enjoyment and her humiliation. And wouldn’t the helmet do better on the other slave here? What better way to complete her fall from grace than to make her as she once was; a faceless non-entity, yes? That’s how she got here. That’s how she’ll leave. Don’t you agree?”

The Executioner holds the vile piece of leather next to my head, considering how I would look in it. I make negative sounds and vigorously shake my head. He grips my face in one hand while making his decision.

Please, leave it off.

Again I feel that connection, like he knows what I’m thinking. I can’t hide anything from him.

He nods once.

“Excellent,” Red Silk says. “Finish preparing the former mistress here. I’ve a few things to check in the kitchen. Meet us on the front steps.”

***

The ballgag is removed. I’m fed a hasty dinner in the kitchen while Red Silk goes over some details with the chef. Mr. Palmer pops in, his manner as spare as his words.

“You’ve done well. Mr. Rose and I have spoken. Do you want the job as mistress here?”

Red Silk shakes her head. “I’ve already got more than enough to handle at my place. Besides, I don’t think a woman is what you need when it comes to the slaves.” She pulls Mr. Palmer aside and quietly continues to speak. The neutral expression on Mr. Palmer’s face turns to one of surprise and new consideration. He thanks Red Silk, then disappears out the back.

Red Silk appears more than pleased with herself as she grabs my leash. “Well, everything is ready, except for you.”

It’s dusk when she leads me out to the front portico. The Executioner waits there, next to a … thing. When I see it I don’t quite believe it, despite the fact I stand next to it. I hear mention of its name and can’t help but think how appropriate it is: The Devil’s Own.

To say it is a torture device would do it dishonor. It would be just at home in a gallery of modern art. A steel rod goes up my back to which my elbows and wrists are locked. It nestles between my ass cheeks, curves under my crotch in a “U” shape, then terminates in front of my stomach. The U-rod’s height is adjustable. The bottom part is welded to another rod that comes up from a flat, steel base. Red Silk orders the U-rod up as high as it can go, forcing me to straddle it. The ends of a cold metal spreader bar, also incorporated into the base, lock around my ankles and send chills through me. The spreader bar prevents me from standing on tiptoes so I remain at flat-footed attention, slave style.

The discipline helmet is loosely slipped over my head. The Executioner aligns the crucial holes for the eyes, mouth and nose, then begins the laborious task of tightening the laces. A quick jerk, and another. I can’t do anything to stop it. Helpless. A half inch at a time down the back of my head I’m sealed inside. My identity is transformed from Kirsten Wells to anonymous slave.

Red Silk smoothes the leather against me until my voluptuous lips and long eyelashes protrude beyond it. My long, dark hair is lovingly arrayed about my shoulders. The Executioner forces a penis gag past my lips and snaps it in place. He begins to snap the blindfold in place but Red Silk stays his hands.

“No, I think it might be better for her to see them arrive. Some will recognize her, even with the hood. I want her to see their reactions.”

I’m left alone. At full dark, torches are kindled and Mr. Rose and Debra walk past me to the bottom of the steps, followed by Mr. Palmer and Red Silk, again wearing the outfit I’ve named her after. Raymond and Paul, in white serving jackets, come around the side of the house and stand ready on opposite ends of the bottom step. Soon a fleet of limos and other expensive cars stream up the lane.

I recognize nearly all the people. Some I know from the soirees, dances or other affairs I attended with Mr. Rose. None have seen me naked before and, with my face covered, it is the perfect disguise. But there are others who’ve visited the estate before, and used me as a gift from Mr. Rose. From them I cannot hide. Since they’ve seen me like this, my shame shouldn’t be so great. But it is. For them not to see me at Mr. Rose’s side, makes me flush several shades of red under the hood. I may have been a slave, but I enjoyed a certain status at the master’s side. People looked on me as a precious jewel, not a disgrace.

It’s almost over. The next to last limo arrives and out steps Mr. Lange.

He receives a welcoming handshake from Mr. Rose, a friendly kiss from Debra, yet his movements are stiff. One leg doesn’t want to bend all the way and he doesn’t so much as swivel his neck as turn his whole body. Halfway up the steps he sees me and frowns. He stops in front of me.

“Well, I didn’t expect you to take Debra’s place forever, but I also didn’t think you’d fall so low. Not that I’m complaining.” He picks up and lets fall one of my weighted nipple clamps. I cry behind my gag at the sharp pain. To help me get through it, I think of the preoccupied manner in which the Executioner did the same thing earlier, and how his casual act possessed more grace than Mr. Lange’s deliberate behavior.

“I guess this means you’re fair game for anyone,” Mr. Lange says. “But you can stay out here all night for all I care.”

The sounds of the party swallow up his footsteps as he moves into the house.

There are no more cars and I expect Mr. Rose and company to join the festivities inside, but they seem to wait for something. Time passes. Still, they make no move, becoming silent wardens like me. Finally, a last pair of headlights come winding up the lane and with them my greatest shame of the night.

I tune out the distracting party sounds, try to concentrate on that car. When I see who gets out I nearly lose it. Oh, God, no. Not them. Not her!

Gwen. Dylan. Bree.

Of course. Why not? Why wouldn’t they be here? They’re practically half-owners of the estate. No wonder Mr. Rose made a point of waiting for them. Please, let them all be talking and too distracted to notice me. Please.

My prayer is nearly answered as they greet each other and laugh as they ascend the steps. Dylan with Mr. Rose and Mr. Palmer. Gwen with Debra and Red Silk. Bree is behind them all on a leash carried by Gwen. They’re almost past me. None has looked up. Then I make eye contact with Bree. In a flash she knows me and stops in her tracks.

“What is it, love?” Gwen asks, feeling the leash go taut. She glances at me. “Oh, it’s just a slave on display. Don’t …” Gwen stops. “Kirsten? Kirsten! What happened?”

“This slave has no name or standing,” Mr. Rose says. “She displeased me and to avoid punishment she ran away.”

“Ran away?” Dylan asks. His round eyes match Gwen’s and Bree’s.

“We brought her back. Use her if you want. I’ve no interest in one so irresponsible.”

I can’t bear to look at any of them. Gwen starts to reach out to me but is stopped by a slight shake of her husband’s head.

Mr. Rose leads the way inside. Bree is last, her glare acidic.

I’m left outside while the party gets in to full swing. The steel rod against my crotch matches the cold, unforgiving nature of my exile. The steel bars at my ankles and back offer no give at all. I’m locked into my penance.

The party picks up in intensity; the cracking of whips, the beguiling slave screams all harken to me, make me ache to join them. I’m not meant for them anymore. Not unless someone dares to come out and deliver me from my exile.

My hopes rise when a few guests wander outside for some fresh air. Mr. Palmer is among them. He stands next to me, the breeze carrying his sick cigarette fumes past my nose. I turn my head to avoid them but it’s no good. Their horrible smell reminds me of the night when he barged into my small room at Red Silk’s place.

“You had a simple contract with Mr. Rose,” he says. “No convoluted language, no exceptions. He promised to treat you as his property, but I guess you just couldn’t stand your own success. The only question now is: To whom do you belong? I, for one, don’t see your new master anywhere around.”

He leaves me with that, the cigarette crushed on the ground.

Near one the portico columns, a small figure darts up to me from the shadows. Bree is naked, her diamond collar flashes in the torchlight. Her anger is unabated.

“So the master fucks a different slave and you just leave? How could you, after all the advice you gave me? I looked up to you, took strength from your example. It’s all nothing now. You turned out to be a phony.”

Bree slaps me and runs back inside.

The leather protects my face so her tiny hand hardly makes an impression, but her act of disownment tears me apart. My tears spill out, running down the outside of my hood. I don’t feel the steel U-rod anymore, or the tight bindings on my arms, or the suffocating hood. All I feel is Bree’s rejection.

The constant personification of my disgrace makes his way up the front steps. The Executioner takes out my gag and unlaces the helmet. Cool air greets my overheated face. It evaporates my sweat but doesn’t stop my tears. He studies me, his own eyes glittering in the dancing flames.

Fuck them. Fuck them all and their judgments. “Go ahead and take your shot,” I snap. “Everyone else has.”

The Executioner remains silent, as always. His hand slowly reaches up, traces the tracks of my tears. I expected something like a slap across my breasts. Instead, this soft caress, like his late night visit to the stables, catches me off guard. I lose control again, crying like a baby.

I am putty in his hands as he releases my arms and legs, then lifts me gently away from the steel rod. My hands are locked in front, a leash attached to my collar. He leads me to the open front door but we don’t enter. The Executioner signals me to kneel on the rough welcome mat and I do so without a second thought, still sniffling.

The party sounds are much clearer now. There isn’t much happening in the foyer but people stroll back and forth, some laughing with a female slave at the end of a lead rope. I catch sight of Dylan and Gwen leading two slaves from the hallway, through the large living room and then out back. Mr. Lange follows them, a bound and blindfolded Bree on his tether. His grin speaks of the undivided attention he will lavish on this beauty. Bree’s steps are uncertain, not necessarily due to her blindfold, but perhaps because of the unfamiliar guiding hand on her shoulder and the strange voice that whispers to her. Suddenly, Mr. Lange’s hand roughly grabs Bree’s hair in an effort to hurry her along.

Above me the Executioner makes a disapproving sound deep in his throat. I catch his eyes. They flash out to Mr. Lange in undisguised animosity. Mr. Lange glances our way and he undergoes a transformation; gone is the arrogant master replaced with one full of … fear? His grip on Bree loosens as he steers her out the back door, his attention not now so much on his prize as the Executioner.

What is the power of this man into whose care I’ve been given? Everyone treats him with such deference, yet at times even he takes orders like a slave from Red Silk. Some show an almost primal terror at his presence, like the gentleman who inspected me before the ponygirl outing. Like Mr. Lange just now.

Red Silk leads a group of happy masters and mistresses up from the dungeon stairway. Her hands gesture, drawing them all in a circle like eager children at storytime. I cannot hear her, but they all suddenly burst out laughing, a few looking back in my direction. I feel I’m the reason for their mirth.

The group breaks up, off to different parts of the house. Red Silk stays behind, then approaches me.

“Do you enjoy making me the butt of your jokes?” I ask.

For once Red Silk seems thrown, but she quickly recovers. “Still think you’re the center of all this, young madam? I would think you’d know better by now, yes?”

“All I know is you brought me back here when I came to you for help.”

“Help does not always come when you demand it, and then not always in the form you expect. You wouldn’t have a parent do something for a wayward child when it is the worst thing for the child, would you?”

“You’ll understand if I don’t agree with you.”

Red Silk shakes her head, as if I’ve missed her whole point. “Will you behave if I let you inside?”

I almost shout “No!”, but the sounds of the whips, half heard orders to slaves are too much for me. I grind my teeth and drop my head in submission.

“I’ll take that as a yes. Get up and follow.” She points at the Executioner, “You might as well come with us. I don’t think it’s possible to separate you two anyway.”

We traipse upstairs, Red Silk in the lead, the Executioner always a couple of steps behind me. I’ve rarely been up to this part of the house, yet I do know my way around here. Mr. Palmer’s room is the first stop. Red Silk flips on the lights and there, tied and gagged at the foot of his bed, kneel Celeste and Lisa, the slaves who always prepared me for my outings with Mr. Rose. Their constant chatter was part of the ritual in preparing me for the outing. Now they are silent, prepared by somebody else for their master of the evening.

Red Silk checks their bindings. “Well done,” Red Silk says to the Executioner. “Franklin’s worked hard on this soiree. These two little surprise packages will help him relax.”

We leave the bound slaves in the dark, their whimpers cut off as the Executioner closes the door. Down the hallway we go to the opposite end and Ms. Lynn’s old room.

All her personal possessions are gone, proof of her fall from grace. The room is stark and empty, not even a bed in it. The large walk-in closet, almost a room in itself, reveals an equally bare space. At the very back is the vague outline of a door with promises of a secret torture chamber. Red Silk wanders about the room in a leisurely circle. “A lot can be done here. There’s even an attic access through the closet wall. Someone can build their own little kingdom of kink. A post here, perhaps a cage there, maybe even a suspension bar. The possibilities abound. All one has to do is claim it.” She raises her eyebrows in question at the Executioner.

He only shrugs in reply.

“Now don’t act like you don’t want it. We both know different,” Red Silk says. “Still, it’s a different way of life here. Not one you can walk away from as it suits you, as some people seem to think … Anyway, let us know your decision soon, yes?”

The Executioner at first doesn’t make any move. His muscles tense, though subtle ripples run through his skin. He traverses the room himself, surveying distances from one wall to the other, going through the walk-in closet, even poking his head through the attic access door. Red Silk gives him plenty of room, almost as if even she doesn’t want to get too close to him. Indeed, when he comes within even three feet of her, she deliberately steps back, well out of arm’s reach. He snorts once under his hood, finishes with his inspection, then leads the way back downstairs.

With this simple act I sense a shift in the balance of power between Red Silk and the Executioner. Did she hold some kind of secret over him, that would compromise him? But now it is he who leads while she trails in his wake. It is he who now looks upon the house and the events therein with a critical eye, as if it were all an audition for him. It’s like he’s taken back control of his destiny and Red Silk has no more power over him.

Throughout the house we go, from one bound slave to another; from one who screams under the whip to another who endures the grip of labia clips in silence. Most of them I recognize as boarders, kept at the estate by masters or mistresses who now use them with gusto. Others, like Bree, were brought by their owners, much like a guest brings a bottle of champagne to be shared by all. Some scenes are elegant in their simplicity; one long haired blonde is locked in a tall cage as tuxedoed and evening gowned guests discuss her merits. Others are crude; a slave in a basement dungeon lays on her back, legs split wide in the air while her mistress plies her cunt and ass with huge plugs. At each stop the temperature in my own cunt increases, threatening to turn me to jelly. I manage to hang on to my motor skills, constantly urged forward by the Executioner. When we get outside to the Judgment terrace, my legs buckle. The Executioner motions for help from Red Silk. Together they drag me forward until I’m right next to Bree.

Gwen has just put the finishing touches to Bree who is tied down to a sturdy wooden frame by thick leather cuffs on her wrists and ankles. Each limb is stretched to its fullest, so much so I’m surprised her arms and legs haven’t been dislocated. Wide, twin straps cut deep across her stomach and chest, accenting her protruding hip and rib bones. Thick wadding overflows from her mouth, held in place by several turns of rope. The upper half of her body rests on a hard wood board, the lower half hangs out in space. All one has to do is step over the wood frame at her feet to access her open cunt.

Mr. Lange does just that. By cranking a winch at the bottom of the frame, he widens her legs even further. Satisfied, he steps up and avails himself of the open orifice, thrusting deep into her for an agonizingly long time. With each thrust Gwen lightly strokes Bree’s head, her eyes, her breasts. Gwen’s long, sensuous fingers help bring Bree to satisfaction, her body going even more stiff when she climaxes before the man. Soon thereafter, Mr. Lange orgasms too, then quickly withdraws. He kisses Gwen’s extended hand in thanks, then joins Dylan a short distance away. Two more men use Bree, who orgasms twice more, screaming behind her gag before she goes limp. Gwen signals to Dylan and Mr. Lange who release Bree and help carry her back to the house.

Red Silk pulls me forward. My turn now.

“No. No, not that,” I say.

Red Silk casually removes my nipple clamps. “You promised to behave. I’d think you’d try to keep your word for once.”

“I can’t!”

“Why? You’ve been laid out for others before. Or have you forgotten how you got here?”

“I was always masked or blindfolded. They never knew me, or I them. Not like this. I’m too open here. Please, couldn’t you put me face down?”

“No. I told you, you were going to see them coming at you tonight. Besides, he wants to see you like this. Now, get over there!”

Red Silk pushes me but I make no move to get on the diabolical contraption. Her remark is ringing through my head.

“Who? Who wants me on this?”

Red Silk nods toward the Executioner.

“Why?” I demand of him. “Haven’t you already gotten enough from me? Aren’t you satisfied yet?”

The Executioner comes at me with something that looks like a half mask, half gag. A large leather plug is shoved in my mouth, the muzzle covering my entire lower face. Numerous straps hold it in place. He picks me up like a child and plops me on my back on the wooden board. He straddles my waist as he secures my wrists. My legs kick uselessly at the air behind him, then they too are buckled in place close together.

I roll my hips and twist my shoulders around in protest. All it does is draw a crowd of people, each of whom possesses that eager look of wanting to tame this slave.

The straps go down across my chest and stomach. Fine, I’ll just keep on shaking my head. The Executioner takes care of that, too. An extra strap across my brow prevents even that movement. I stare up at the stars, naked under their gaze. At the edge of my vision innumerable faces stare back down at me, their expressions as cold and removed as the constellations.

The Executioner takes position above my head. He signals and my legs are cranked apart. The winch teeth methodically click away. Out, out my legs go, much further than Bree’s. When it stops I feel my hips are about to break. I stare up at the upside down visage of the Executioner. He doesn’t lay those hands of his on me, like Gwen did with Bree, but his eyes never leave mine as the guests use me.

And do they ever. So much so that it makes my last night at Red Silk’s place seem like a walk in the park. Men, and women, line up for their shot. I get the whole range of cock sizes shoved inside me, along with strap-on dildos from the women. Both sexes use their hands on my cunt and tits, some even switch off between both in a tag team play.

I lose count of how many there are. Even the female slaves are commanded by their doms to lick me. Their slave mouths descend on me with reverence, gently lapping at my water like some sexual fountain of youth.

My first orgasm is a long time coming, but afterwards it’s like the dam bursts as wave after wave of ecstasy washes over me. My body rises up, my legs and arms strain against the straps. I squeeze my eyes shut each time, and each time I open them he is still there. A black, unreadable mask with equally unreadable eyes.

They look so simple, so common. Just a pair of brown eyes. Nothing to distinguish them from anyone else aside from their plain ordinariness. Yet, as they peer down, they pierce my soul. They capture me, imprisoning me as effectively as my physical bonds. Even if I want to, I can’t look away. When my next orgasm comes I can’t shut my eyes, his gaze won’t allow it. He draws me in, holds me like a piece of driftwood in a maelstrom. Closer and closer to the center he drags me, ready to drown me in his spirit.

Then, without warning, his eyes break away. The head strap is released. I track him as he comes around me, carefully steps between my spread legs and unsheathes his weapon.

After so many cocks tonight, his is unremarkable. His thrusting style is methodical, almost bland. Yet, I sense a deliberateness to his actions. Like he doesn’t want to stand out from the crowd. So what is it that haunts me about him? Do I know him from before? He disguises not only his face but his style so I won’t be able to place him.

I lift my head, looking again to his eyes for answers. He knows what I’m trying to do, so he distracts me with those magical hands. They start at my furry patch, then glide up my stomach to rest on my tits. His fingers stroke my still sore nipples. He uses that pain to his advantage, deftly circling my areolas, then giving an occasional flip across my nipples. All thought about his identity vanishes from my mind. I just hang in the moment; his magnificent cock now a part of me, his hands playing me like a finely tuned instrument. I come a split second before he does and, spirits entwined, we rise above everything.

He stays inside me long after we both come down. When he withdraws and disappears in the black night, I’m only half of the complete being I just experienced. A few more people use me, I even orgasm a couple more times. They are all pale shadows of him. I hover on the edge of consciousness with a vague doubt that the Executioner ever existed at all.

The torches sputter out. Like them, I’m done for the night. Done forever.




Chapter Twelve

Nomad

The single, bare light bulb is still there. It shines in my eyes like always. The chamber pot is in its usual place. The single bed with the soft blankets keeps me warm just as before. Almost everything is the same as when I walked out of my cell a few days ago. Is that all the time that has elapsed? It seems I’ve just completed a twenty-year sentence. When I push back the covers and sit up, it suddenly feels more like forty.

My sore arms, legs and shoulders keep me bed bound. Then constant, jabbing pains set to work, my muscles making me hurt even more after all the sufferings other people put me through. I rub my bleary eyes, forcing the double images into a coherent whole one.

There are two exceptions from the last time I was here; one is a dark bundle to the side of the door, the other a medium sized envelope taped just below the observation panel.

I stagger over to the two mysteries. The bundle easily gives up its secret. The clothes I brought here with me. Jeans, shirt, socks, shoes, panties and bras all jumbled together, their wrinkles denote lack of use and even less care. A musty smell rises from them.

The second mystery takes a little more work to unravel. The envelope is sealed with tape, even the corners. My short nails can’t find any purchase and I grind my teeth in frustration. Why can’t anything be simple around here? I try another way and tear off the end. Ha! That’ll show them, there’s more than one way to skin a cat.

From the envelope I extract more than a few hundred dollar bills. Thirty to be exact.

I check inside the envelope once more. No note. So what’s with the money? Are they my tips from last night? I throw the cash down in disgust. What am I now? Their paid whore? But one of the bills flutters by the door handle and I think I have my answer.

The door is only partially shut. This time I’m sure I am meant to take advantage of this breach in security. What else could it be? My old clothes suddenly reappear along with a good deal of cash. A subtle method with an obvious message—get out.

I force my body to move. My muscles scream at me, demanding I put them back in the soft bed. My stomach gets in the act too, grumbling about my lack of attention to it. I don’t pay any attention to either. Donning my clothes in record time, I stuff my pockets with the money and roll my leftover clothes in a tight bundle. My body gets the hint; it follows my commands and the physical complaints drop to a tolerable level. Just get me out of here, I tell it. You can give me more pain later.

I poke my head out the door. No one around, just like before. Is this a set up? Maybe they’re trying to catch me red-handed this time. I don’t care. If they want a fight I’ll give it to them. My muscles may be sore and weak, but if anyone gets in my way …

No one does. In fact, the basement is deathly quiet. No slave watches me from their open observation panels. I’m not making a lot of noise, but I’m not totally silent either as I head to the stairs. Not one pair of curious eyes appears to witness my flight. A brief urge to peek into one of the cells momentarily stays my nervous walk, then I decide not to tempt fate and start moving again.

I freeze when the stairs creak under my ascent. Their loud reports will surely alert the powers that be. Yet no one bursts through the door above me. No reason to take chances though. I climb the remaining steps two at a time, thereby lessening by half the amount of noise. My legs strain with the extra work but they submit to my will. I pause at the top, ear pressed against the door.

No sound at all. Slowly, a hair at a time, I crack the door open, just enough to see through with one eye. Okay, no one in sight. Emboldened, I swing the door further, slipping my head out, followed by the rest of me. Nothing. No bells or whistles, no sirens of alarm.

The marble floor of the foyer always magnifies even the slightest sound. Not now. The ambience is changed, not only in the foyer, but also in the rest of the house. Before there was always some kind of activity; a dominant barking orders followed by the scurry of slaves’ feet or just a single crack of a whip. Nothing now. It’s as quiet as a tomb.

Is the house abandoned? Did everyone clear out after last night? I’m tempted again to search for signs of life. Surely Mr. Rose and Debra are in their suite. Then I see the front door is wide open. It beckons to me, shows me the quickest path out of here, only a few steps straight ahead.

Outside a heavy mist greets me like a wall that bars my way. My sight reaches only to the bottom of the portico steps. The dank soaks my light shirt while the chill gives me goosebumps. The mist grudgingly parts as I descend; then closes behind. My shoes scrunch on the gravel lane but the mist deadens the sound to a few feet around me. A few yards down the lane I glance back. Already the house is a ghostly shadow, the windows resembling eyes, the front door a small mouth opened in surprise. A few more feet and the mist swallows it up, like it never existed.

I’m on my own now, only the road to steer by. Down the twisting lane I go, a solitary pilgrim in a strange, mute land. No rattle of ponygirl sulkies or the exotic bird calls that I’ve come to expect to reach me. The whole estate broods on my departure in unforgiving silence.

The dark outlines of the wall looms into view. The wrought iron bars of the open gate speak to me of a prison forsaken by the jailers who no longer care about the comings and goings of their prisoners.

Beyond the gate the mist only intensifies. My hair hangs down in wet strings, my nose turns runny, my bra clearly shows through the light summer shirt. Without any firm destination in mind, I turn and head for the city.

I walk for over a mile before the first car comes along. The hum of its high pitched engine and rubber on asphalt gives me hope of rescue from this cold, dreary world. Long before its yellow fog lights appear, my thumb is up in the air. The tiny, white Ford is a ghost in the mist. It moves slowly, the driver apparently mindful of the reduced visibility. I catch a glimpse of a single man before the mist surrounds it again. No, no help coming from that quarter. But then, two tiny red lights flash in the mist. Instead of the usual message of “Stop” or “Danger”, to a hitchhiker they mean “Come on in!” I rush forward, hoping to get there before he has a change of heart.

“My parents told me never to do this, but it’s a ratty morning. Besides, you’re probably more afraid of me than I am of you.” He’s a young man, a couple of years younger than me. Sandy blonde hair falls to just above his eyes.

I jump in, grateful his car heater is already going at full tilt. I hold my hands up to a vent, hoping they’ll turn from blue back to a more natural color.

“What’re you doing out on foot in this weather?” he asks. “Did you have a fight with your boyfriend or something?”

“You could say that. The ‘or something’ is more like it.”

“That’s too bad. So where you going? You live around here?”

I snort. “Not anymore. I just want to get away from this area. Start over far away from here.”

“Oh.” His disappointment is obvious but quickly hidden. He was hoping to find out where I lived, perhaps to call for a date. “I’m registering at the university. The fall term, you know. Where can I take you?”

“I don’t care. The university is fine. I can call a cab from there.”

We ride a good part of the way in silence. He makes one or two attempts at small talk about the unusual density of the mist, the courses he’s going to take. A psyche major like myself. I smile politely but don’t otherwise encourage him. Eventually he stops his chatter. When we take our place amongst the stop and start traffic his eyes have time to roam. He studies me. Nothing too obvious but enough for me to notice. My shirt hasn’t dried so my bra still shows through it. I fold my arms across my tits, but that isn’t what he’s looking at.

“Hey, I know you! We took a psyche course together last year.” He’s pleased with himself at this discovery.

The last thing I want to do is reminisce. “No, I don’t think so.”

“Sure we did. You hung out with another girl. What’s her name? Helen? No, Ellen. I remember because you both looked so nice.”

“All right, Sherlock, you got me. I was a student in a past life. Now, if you don’t mind, just let me get on with my new one.”

I suppose I should be nicer, he has given me a ride, but I’m wet, miserable and don’t feel all that accommodating. Besides, the route he’s chosen … goes right down my old street!? There’s my old apartment! This cannot be coincidence.

“Stop! Stop here,” I say.

“Sure, no problem.”

His acquiescence is too easy. He should be surprised at my sudden demand.

The car brakes. I give him a long, hard look. “Just what the hell is going on here?”

He wilts under my frown. “A guy I know asked me to keep an eye out for you.”

“What guy?”

“I don’t know, just a guy. Older dude. Grad student maybe. A few months back we met at the cafeteria. It was crowded so we shared a table. We got along, met a few more times at lunch after that. Anyway, one day he asks me to watch out for someone who looks like you. He said I might see you near my home, probably walking to town.”

“This guy, he had a name?”

“Phil. He said you’d know him.”

“Oh, I know him all right. What did he pay you to do this favor?”

“Pay? He didn’t pay me! Like I said, he’s a friend of mine. Said you might need some help, to bring you here. I figured he was an old friend who was watching out for you.”

“I’ll make him watch out.” I get out of the car, glaring up at the apartment. Who the hell was Philip? Some kind of sophisticated stalker? First, he rents my old place, then maneuvers this guy into picking me up? How did Philip know I’d be walking away from the estate again? Somehow I feel completely controlled and manipulated. Like my last few days at the estate.

But I’m not the only one. This unsuspecting boy I’m with has been used as well. We both deserve better. Maybe if I start with him, show him his good intentioned efforts aren’t in vain, then I can start taking charge of myself.

I turn and lean back in to the car. “Look, I’m sorry about how I’ve acted. I guess this crazy weather got to me more than I thought. Thank you. Really. And good luck with your classes.”

A small smile curls the corners of his mouth. Instead of making him more boyish, I see the man he’ll become some day. Open, honest. Always willing to help.

“Thanks,” he says. He gestures to the apartment. “You want me to stick around?”

“No, it’s okay. There aren’t any surprises for me in there.”

“All right then. I hope you find what you need.”

His Ford moves off with a small whine. I’m left alone in the middle of the street. A hesitant step, then another. Now I’m not sure I want to do this. Still, I’m here and somehow I feel compelled. Finish what you start, they told me at the estate. Finish. Here, with the limo ride, is where my life at the estate began. Here is where it should end. Full circle.

Up to the front door my feet take me. The new paint on the building makes it stand out just like the last, brief time I was here. The new plants all around are still green and vibrant. I even hear a couple of birds. Their songs remind me of the ones from the estate.

Just below the peephole on the door is an old fashioned doorbell, the kind you crank by hand. I turn it, adding my own clangorous notes to the gentle birdcalls. No answer. I crank it again and again, the sound now constant, loud enough to wake the dead. Good.

The doorbell is wrenched from my hand. The door flies open inward, like it’s imploding.

“All right, dammit! I said I was coming!”

Philip’s face is contorted in anger. One arm supports his weight against the doorframe, the other out of sight behind the door. An open, white robe drapes his well built body. A pair of black boxers helps keep him somewhat modest. Stubble sprouts all over his lower face while his hair shoots off at crazy angles. After a moment his anger is replaced by wonder.

“Kirsten? What’re you doing here?”

“I could ask you the same question.”

“Yeah, I suppose. Do you want to come in? That is, unless you’d rather run away, like before.”

“My running days are over.”

Philip gives me a long look, then swings the door open wide.

It’s dark inside but that changes when Philip pulls back the curtains. The mist outside is starting to lift and a single, bright ray of sunshine stabs down through the front window. Questions and demands die on my lips when I see what he’s done with the place.

Nothing. He hasn’t changed anything. My furniture still occupies the same places, as do my stereo, CD’s, even the pictures Ellen and I hung on the walls. All the things I spurned when I left for the estate. Just as they were all those months ago.

“What’s going on here?” I ask. “I told Ellen she could get rid of all this stuff.”

“She did,” Philip says. “To me.”

“You?” I back up. The edge of the couch hits my legs. I lose my balance and plop down on it.

“You left Ellen in quite a bind. She didn’t want to give up the apartment until she graduated, but she didn’t want to sell your things either. So we worked out a deal.”

Suspicion grows in me. “What kind of deal? Did you and she …”

“I don’t trade for sex. I don’t need to.”

“No, of course not. When you work for Mr. Lange you can get all the pussy you want.”

I don’t get the response I expect. Instead of smugness Philip makes a sour face. He quickly covers it. “Look, I paid Ellen’s rent and she paid me with your old stuff.”

“She gave you my things?”

“They weren’t yours. You gave them up, remember?”

Yet another thing I left dangling in my constant hopscotch through life. All I cared about was my new life at the estate. I didn’t give one thought to the person I left behind or the difficulties she faced. Oh, sure, I told her to sell my things. Did I ever think about the inconvenience of having to actually do it? The yard sale ads in the paper, the haggling over prices. Not to mention the loss of her valuable study time. No. All I wanted was the pot of gold at the end of the rainbow. Forget everyone else. How Ellen must have hated me.

I force my self-doubt into the background. A little of my initial demand for answers returns. “I still don’t know how you came in to all this.”

Philip isn’t ready to give up that secret just yet. He waves me off and heads for the kitchen. “Questions, questions, questions. I don’t know about you, but I can’t think this early.”

I glance at the wall clock. “Early? It’s nearly ten.”

“Really? In that case I’m starving. How about you?”

Just the thought of food makes me hungry. I can’t remember the last time I ate a full meal. I follow him to the kitchen and start breaking eggs. My demand for answers can wait.

I sit down to four scrambled eggs, three pancakes and I don’t know how many strips of bacon. Instead of sitting heavy on my stomach, the food reenergizes me, makes me ready to take on whatever obstacles get in my way. Right now, that’s Philip and his reluctance to talk.

He doesn’t speak at all during breakfast. Instead, he slyly watches my every movement; how I hold a fork, how many times I chew before I swallow.

Instead of being creeped out, I feel protected. It’s like he’s making sure I’m all right after what happened over the last few days. Not that he’d know about that. I didn’t see him there, not even when Mr. Lange arrived for the party. Yet another question of mine. But Philip has distracted me with food and I settle up first with my hunger.

“Getting enough?” he asks.

“Mmm.” It’s all I can manage with a mouth full of eggs.

He smiles. Instead of the wolfish grins I got from the various men at the estate, Philip’s is sincere. The skin crinkles around his eyes …

His eyes. Brown eyes.

His smile fades. “What is it? What’s wrong?”

“Uh, nothing. It’s all right.” I put down my fork.

“Finished? You really enjoyed that food.”

He clears away the dishes. I’m frozen to the chair, moving only to blink. Then, I think of a way I can be sure.

“Uh, can I use the bathroom?” I ask.

Philip doesn’t even turn around as he does the dishes. “Sure. You know where it is.”

I retreat to the sanctuary of the bathroom and shut the door. There, on the sink, soaking in cleaning solution, are a pair of blue contact lenses.

How could I have been so blind? It’s him. The Executioner. He must wear blue colored contacts when he’s out and about. Like at Mr. Lange’s. Not now though. Or when he peered through the observation panel in my cell door. Or when he dons the hood. He knew I might recognize him with those blue eyes. With his normal, ordinary browns he’s just like anyone else. It has to be him.

How can I be sure? There is one way—a last resort—between the sheets. For now though, I’ll try a less physical method. I return to the kitchen.

“That day I found you here, what would’ve happened if I hadn’t freaked out?”

His movements are slow, his voice carefully neutral. “I would’ve given you refuge, at least for a while.”

“And what then? Turn me back over to the estate too?”

The accusation disguised as a question turns Philip around. “No. I would have convinced you to return voluntarily. When you got back, things would have been different. For the better? I don’t know. After all, you did walk out.”

So his true loyalty reveals itself at last. “You probably called them right after you saw me.”

His face sets in anger. “I did not. If they found out I live here now, I’d never see the inside of the estate again.”

“But someone does know you’re here. My mistress. I told her when I got to her place.”

“Yes, I know. After she sent you back we came to … an arrangement. Her silence for me following her orders, punishing …” He breaks off, suddenly afraid he may have said too much. “Anyway, my being here, buying your things, well, some might think that the act of a stalker.”

“Aren’t you? It’s no coincidence that you wound up here.”

“No, I planned it all right. I only thought to give you a haven if things got too intense for you. Turns out I was right. When you ran you came right here.”

That day comes back to me. My shock at seeing Philip answer the door, his running after me. His “Let me explain” rings in my head. Yes, things would have been different. But I couldn’t have stayed here. “You’ll have to tell someone eventually. Like your boss, Mr. Lange.”

Philip’s scorn is plain. “Carter Lange is a grunt. The only way he got into the estate was through money. Rose is still paying off a debt to him, but from now on not with me, and not with you.”

“What’re you saying?”

“Oh, c’mon, Kirsten, wake up! Rose gave you to Lange in payment.”

I go numb. “Payment? I was nothing more than cash?”

“You weren’t the only one given to him. So was Debra. So was I. I didn’t have enough money to join the estate at that time. Rose liked me though, so he proposed I work it off.”

“Work it off? How did you buy my things?”

“The stock market was good to me recently. I had enough to end my indentured servitude, but then I saw you. When I found your place here, Ellen was desperate for rent. So I bought everything, and had to keep on working for Rose. I was supposed to be Carter Lange’s everyday assistant, and guide him on how to use a slave. But he went too far with you and that false branding.”

Philip’s mere mention of that day sends shudders down my spine. I can still smell the burning iron, feel the heat on my leg. “So you quit the estate, too?”

“No, no, I didn’t just quit. Not like you. Lange and I … talked. He didn’t like what I had to say.” Philip flexes his hand into a fist, then shakes it off as if in pain.

I blink, trying to take in this new information. No wonder Mr. Lange moved so stiffly at the party. I thinly smile. “You’re not the first one to beat someone up on my behalf. I’d no idea I was surrounded by so many knights protecting my honor.”

Philip returns my smile.

However noble, Philip acting as my protector doesn’t get me any closer to my finding out if he’s really the Executioner. There’s one last thing I can ask. “So, you’re banned from the estate too?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“What about your debt to the estate? Mr. Rose just forgot about it?”

“No. I’m still working there. I’m just doing something different.” He brushes past me, going to my former bedroom. In effect he subtly takes charge of the situation, telling me the time for questions is over.

If he is the Executioner, that would explain the look of fear from Mr. Lange at the party and the respect Red Silk gave him. In fact, everyone gave him that mingled fear and respect. They must have known how he stood up to a perceived abuse and what he might do if they mistreated their own slaves. And a legend was born.

And that’s the way it’ll probably stay. Philip isn’t about to tell me anymore. I’ve seen that look in men before; they clam up when things get too close, too personal. I might as well try to pry open a sealed metal box with a toothpick.

I follow him to the bedroom. I stop at the door. Even in here he’s preserved my things, just like on the day I left them. My dresser is still against the wall, my bed with its daisy quilt in the same place. Even my clothes still hang in the closet, although he’s shoved them off to one side to make room for some of his own.

He’s taken off his robe. One look at him and my plan is thrown out the window. This is the man who protected me; from the day I saw those eyes assess me through the observation panel right up to last night’s party. He’s been there. Now, it’s his turn to stand virtually naked before me, without shame or reservation. He’s revealed nearly everything of himself, surely I can leave him a small, private corner?

In a rush, my arms are around his broad shoulders, his back muscles ripple under my palms as his strong arms envelope me, hold me captive against his chest. Our lips meet. Hot, hungry. His sure hands make my shirt and bra disappear, then stroke my breasts, my erect nipples. Embraced once again, he guides me back to the bed and I lay down. Red, silken cords from the dresser spread tie my wrists to the bedposts. My jeans and panties are tossed to the floor. More cords wrap around my ankles. They too are drawn apart and secured.

My lips don’t want to give up his, but he’s the one who calls the shots. He moves down my neck, buries his face between my breasts, then licks, sucks, pulls on them. My hips grind upward, my pubic hairs rub against his stomach, a silent plea for him to use me there. He plants his hands on either side of my hips, forcing them to stillness. He travels back up to my mouth, burying his tongue deep in my throat, laying claim to even that part of me.

He’s inside me now. Never have I been so hot, so eager to receive a man. His cock pumps away at me. I push back, daring him, demanding him to reach deeper inside of me. I cry out in pain and ecstasy. I want him in there, I want him to stay there. Forever.

Philip’s heat threatens to smother me, both from without and within. I’m afraid we’ll go too far, yet I’m hungry. I need to feast on this man. I want, I want.

Suddenly, he lets go and I closely follow suit. His orgasm fills me while shudders rip through my body from fingers to toes. For what seems an eternity we hang there.

His inert body covers mine, each pore bleeding his scent into me. His hair blinds my eyes, the dark locks an artificial night. I move underneath him but he’s not ready to give me up.

Finally, Philip moves aside, yet the cords stay in place. Those magical, wonderful hands go between my legs and he uses our combined juices as lubricant. Soon I’m screaming at the ceiling as I orgasm twice in a row. Then, ready again, Philip takes me once more. This time it’s much slower, until I’m nearly driven to the edge of madness. I strain at the cords, my fingers claw at the air, tears stream down the sides of my face. Everything up until now was for my pleasure, now it is his turn. Philip takes full advantage of it; his methodical, even strokes speak to me of a master fully enjoying his slave.

When Philip finally lets go I cry out in relief and frustration. Again, I don’t want it to end.

I fall asleep. It’s late afternoon when I awake. My untied arms are curled up between my chest and Philip’s, my head next to his shoulder. I pull back and see his face; composed, serene. I wonder if mine is the same, for I have never before known such contentment.

He stirs, perhaps sensing my movement. His eyes open, focus on me. In that briefest second, that unguarded moment, I see all the way into his soul. I know him. The man in the hood. The Executioner.

I’m not afraid; just the opposite. Yet, as time goes on I know my fear will return; fear of what he’ll do to me, how he’ll treat me as his slave. But that isn’t a bad thing. A little fear keeps complacency from setting in.

I kiss the tip of his nose, then rise and start to dress.

“I want to go back,” I say.

Philip looks at me, perplexed. “To the estate? They won’t take you.”

“There’s one there who might. Isn’t it worth the chance?”

“This person must be special.”

Even now he won’t give it up. I won’t press him to reveal his secret. I’m sure he has his reasons.

“I’ve never seen his face—at least when he dominates me. But I’d recognize his eyes and hands anywhere.”

“You’re staking a lot on two relatively small things,” Philip says.

“Maybe. But if I don’t, I’ll always wonder.”

Philip sits up, folds his arms against his beautiful chest. “Then do it. Just don’t be too surprised if he tests you from time to time.”

I’m fully dressed now. I pause at the door. “Do you really think I should go back?”

His eyes narrow. There he is. “Yes,” the Executioner says. “Go back.”




Chapter Thirteen

Dreams and Nightmares

A taxi drops me off at the gate. It is sunset, the clouds bright orange. The thick mist from the morning is burned away and the estate basks in a golden glow. A lone figure walks down the lane and stares at me from the other side of the locked gate.

“So, you’ve come back,” Red Silk says.

“Yes.”

“Are you ready to commit?”

“I … I think so. At least this time I won’t leave because someone doesn’t perfectly fit my fantasy. I don’t know what else to say.”

Red Silk considers this and nods. “That will do, for now.” She opens the gate. “You have a long road back.”

“I’m ready.”

“Then, enter.”

The estate is alive again. Gone is the cemetery atmosphere as ponygirls trot in teams, the drivers’ whips cracking against their backs. One wagon, pulled by a two-girl team, comes down the lane. It is Megan and Bree, with Paul in the driver’s seat. A low, empty cage sits on the wagon bed.

Red Silk swings the grate up in back. I start to climb in but her hand stays me. “Take off your clothes, slave.”

It is the first time she’s called me that. My hands shake a little as I undo my buttons. I feel like I’ve graduated somehow, moved on to a new level of submission. It makes me nervous, more so than my first visit to her place.

My coverings gone, I crawl into the cage. My fingers curl around the small bars that crisscross in small squares around me, partially to steady myself during the bumpy ride, partially because I want to feel some physical part of me isn’t imprisoned. I marvel at the dynamic; I voluntarily return to bondage, yet a part of me still seeks escape.

I focus beyond the cage. A rough sort of gauntlet of estate people lines the lane. There are only a few near the gate, but they grow more numerous as we near the house. Masters and slaves peer at me, their current activities temporarily suspended. I’ve often been the center of attention during my tenure with Mr. Rose, but now I am totally scrutinized. Their expressions run the gamut from disdain to outright hatred. I curl up inside the cage. Never have I felt so naked or so threatened.

Red Silk, who walks beside the cage, notices my reaction. “It’ll be awhile before you’ll be let out on the grounds again. When we heard you were coming back, many wanted to bar you at the gate. Fortunately for you this is not a democracy. And most of them went silent when I announced to whom you now belong.”

My hopes pick up. “I’m on loan again?”

“Oh, no, dear slave. When you walked out earlier today that ended whatever we had together. I’ll have nothing more to do with you. But I believe your new master is exactly what you need. He’ll make you realize your dreams, even if along the way you experience nightmares.”

My fingers grip the bars again. I lean forward to Red Silk. “Who is he?”

“You’ll find out,” she says, turning away.

“Please …”

“Shut up.”

We reach the front steps. Red Silk pulls me out of the cage by my hair, pushing me before her up the steps, across the portico and into the house. My feet slap on the marble floor and the stairs to the second story. She virtually throws me into the room. The empty room, which is as naked as I am.

Red Silk stands over me. “How this room is adorned, how it’s used, is totally up to him.”

She wheels around and slams the door. The lock clicks. Her steps fade away.

I never see Red Silk again.

The hours slowly pass. I become familiar with every square inch of the barren suite; the large bedroom, attached bath and even the attic access with accompanying window. Night comes, leaving me in darkness. I can turn on the light, but something stops me. I don’t know my boundaries and the last thing I want is to cross them.

The door lock clicks. The hallway light glares in my eyes. A tall silhouette enters, a large sleeping bag under one arm, a whip dangles from the other. As the door slowly closes I crawl over to the Executioner. I kneel at his feet.

Over the next few weeks he turns my dreams and nightmares into reality. The room is decorated with things to make it feel more like a home; pastoral photos, wood furniture, a large bed, all reflecting a masculine touch. But it’s also filled now with implements to bend me to his will.

He keeps me up here, never allowing me out, but I’m not without social contact. Debra comes every day and Bree once a week for the first month, then more often. I have a lot of ground to make up with Bree, but I know I’m making progress. Yesterday she brought me a college course book with several highlighted psychology classes. The Executioner saw it, of course, and did not take it away from me, so maybe my isolation is coming to an end. There too, at the university, I will finish what I started. My master will see to it.

His obligations take him away during the day, since he now performs the duties once assigned to Ms. Lynn. Whenever he’s gone he always places me in some kind of restriction, to remind me I’m his slave even when he isn’t there. My legs are left free so I may watch from the window as he competently fulfills his role on the Judgment terrace or other selected parts of the estate. I catch sight of his face occasionally, his hood set aside when he addresses minor affairs. But if there is a serious matter at hand, the hood covers him. The hood is always on when he comes to me, to underscore how seriously he takes our relationship. It comes off long after I fall asleep. Sometimes I wake up in the night, see the dark outline of his face, but I dare not touch him, lest he should wake.

If you ever find your way to the estate, you might see me up there, chained by the neck or bound in rope. I wait on his pleasure, his booted feet slowly, methodically climbing the stairs. And while the hood stays on as he uses and punishes me, in my mind’s eye I see his face. A face I first saw not with brown, but blue eyes. The face of my lover.
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