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    Chapter One


    


    He’d been watching her from an obscure corner of the cafe all night, obscure because that was the aura that Miles intended to convey when he was in a contemplative vein.  Everything surrounding him took on a similar mysterious aspect.  Looking at her dancing in the soft lights, smiling like sunshine, almost giddy with laughter, produced by the wine flowing through her veins, he was deep in his thoughts of having her.  And he would have her, there was no doubt of that.


              Perhaps, only he could see beneath the exuberant surface of her behavior to the darker woman residing there, the one that craved the control he could furnish.  He was used to such women, but this one in particular was extraordinarily fascinating.   He could devise a life for her that would be like no other.  He could provide the wicked venue in which this Miss Tessa Cotille could safely play.  There was no greater satisfaction for him than to possess such a creature.


              He watched as she gyrated her hips, the soft swell of her belly undulating against the thighs of the man in front of her.   Her bottom danced on the air, pert and fully round.  It would take punishment well, he thought.  She was naked underneath the short red dress with the cutouts at the sleeves.  He knew that by the way her nipples pushed against the red fabric, and the way one or two strands of pubic hair poked through the knit.  


              Ah the nipples!  Exquisite jewels!  He imagined them lovingly adorned with gold ornaments pierced through the flesh.  


              It took only moments to know that she was the one, and just seconds to have his plan firmly laid.


    Two weeks later she was in his house, his guest. The party was lush, and the guests were lewdly dressed.  He was glad she’d chosen to wear leather.  Her hips molded the soft cloth of the skirt and her breasts, pushed together by the bustier, jiggled, threatening to spill out over the top.


              He imagined her the centerpiece of a much different party; though it would take some time to nurture their relationship before he could have her that completely.


              He’d begin this night.


              “Miss Cotille, I’m glad you could join me,” Miles Bryce said, as he strolled to her side.  “You dance well.”


              “Thank you, Mr. Bryce,” she said, her sultry eyes staring directly into his. “And I like your party.”  


              “Why’s that?” he inquired.  He liked her fresh, innocent nature.


              She danced around her words for a moment, her face flushed with expressive warmth. “Freedom, Mr. Bryce, freedom. I don’t allow myself to be so brash many places.  In your home it feels perfectly comfortable.”


              “I’m glad that pleases you, my dear, please call me Miles.”


              “Miles,” she nodded.  He was an older man, by at least ten years, though he didn’t seem to care about the difference, so why should she?  He was astonishingly direct in his manner, and she liked that.  She liked men who took charge of things around them, who manipulated their environment in the ways that pleased them.  So few were really adept at the art.  In fact, only one man that she could remember had held her captive the way she liked.  Unfortunately, he was not devoted to her.  He was devoted only to his own sensual pleasure; the women he dominated were only a passing fancy in his heart.  She soon passed from his fancy, discarded for another woman.  


              This man, this Miles Bryce, might be different, she thought.


              She was eternally optimistic.


              Miles was not obtrusive that night, at least not until the end.  From ten until two a.m. their paths crossed several times, though they didn’t speak again.  She found him staring at her while she danced; and he discovered her looking for his staring eyes more than once.


              By the end of such a night, so highly aroused, she was the kind of woman who could pick any partner to screw until morning. She’d land in most any man’s bed, not discreetly choosing by any standard, but falling into the last arms that claimed her.


              Miles knew this. She was easy to read, Tessa Cotille, a bawdy, wanton wench at heart.  She would fall into the same pattern this night, except that Miles intended to rescue her for his own designs.


              “Tessa,” he said sharply.  He needed to raise his voice; her level of inebriation was so elevated, she needed his sharp tone to penetrate the woozy bliss she was feeling.


              “Mr. Bryce!” she exclaimed turning around.  She was on the patio for a breath of fresh air.


                “Miles…” he corrected her.


              “Miles, you surprised me.”  She was beautifully disheveled, her golden locks, once piled high on her head, were now softly falling around her shoulders.  A sweet, tender smile drifted across her face, and her bright brilliant eyes still gleamed, though they’d softened in the hours that had passed.  Her clothes were only slightly askew, but enough so that the aureole around her left nipple was beginning to show from beneath the leather bustier.


              Miles stepped in front of her, his hands reaching around her bodice and twisting the garment so it was straight again.  “You’re feeling the effects of the evening I see.” he said.


              “Oh dear,” she gasped looking down, as suddenly a nipple popped above the leather.


              His fingers, on either side of the bud, tweaked it gently.  “Watch yourself, Tessa, too much wine and you might do something you regret.”


              “What could I possibly regret?” she said, deliberately pressing herself toward him.


              “I would never take advantage of you this way,” he said, tenderly pushing her away.


              “No?” She looked disappointed.


              “I’m not certain that you really want what I have to offer.”


              “And what would that be?” she asked curiously.


              “We’ll discuss that when you’re completely sober,” he suggested gently.


              “Sober?”


              “You’re not now, you little wench,” he murmured with a soothing voice.  He would have liked to have taken her there, stripped her of her clothes and pushed her down between his legs, where she would have swallowed every last drop of his cum.  But that would have been too easy.  This was a different kind of seduction he intended, one that would last far longer than just this night.  


              She looked at him, as she was trying to sober herself.  “No, I suppose I’m not thinking too clearly,” she admitted.  A pink blush rose on her cheek.


              “You may have an upstairs room for the night if you like.”


              “Maybe for a few hours?” she suggested.


              “As long as you like.”


              He led her away, away from the party and up his back staircase, where no one would see her.  He was concerned that walking her back through the crowd might distract her.  He’d rather have her sleep off the liquor, then they would talk about their sexual future together the next day, when she’d agree to be his submissive.


              In the morning, she came down the front stairs and found him in his breakfast room.  Sunlight was streaming in through a bank of east facing windows, making the light about them hazy with dust.  He sat at a table by himself, a table for one.  She had imagined them having breakfast together, but those hopes were quickly dashed.


              “Come here,” he commanded her.  His words were given and received as an order;  the agreement between them tacit, but clearly understood.  He eyed her carefully as she approached him.  She was wearing the leather skirt and bustier that she’d worn the night before, since she had nothing else to wear.  He stared at her darkly, his playful eyes having changed to demanding cold ones, so cold she could not read his intentions.  Then again, that was the way he wanted it.


              Tessa liked the mystery, even though she trembled in its presence.


              “You are as ravishing as you were last night,” he remarked. Reaching for the bustier, his hand grazed its smooth surface where it covered her breasts. Fingering the top button, he opened it, slowly moving downward opening buttons until the sides of the bustier fell away. Freed into the warm air, the flesh of her breasts shook slightly; now released from their bondage they swelled in volume, two generous billowy mounds of milky white.


              Tessa would have dropped between his legs and buried her face in his crotch; but something in his glance, the way he held her captive, prevented her from responding with anything more than just a sensuous gasp of breath from her parted lips.


              “These will look exquisite when the gold studs have pierced them,” he said.  He pinched them both hard, and she jerked with a pain that reached all the way down to her thighs.  She remained silent.


              “You’re sober now?” he asked.


              “Very,” she answered.


              A maid came and went with a steamy breakfast and coffee.  She did so without as much as a raised eyebrow.  Was this a common sight for her to see, a half-naked woman fondled as she served her employer his breakfast?  Was it so common that she would hardly take notice of them?


              “On your knees, Tessa,” he ordered her.


              She was prepared to serve him any way he chose, to caress and fondle his cock, and bring him to a vibrant orgasm.  But Miles had something else in mind.


              “Turn around,” he ordered her, when she was on her hands and knees.  She was puzzled, but complied, presenting her rear to him.  


              “You have a fine ass,” he observed, as his hand moved over her leatherclad bottom. In this position, the skirt was beginning to ride up against her thighs, so that every aspect of her rear and cunt below was becoming visible for Miles’ inspection. He raised the skirt further with his hand, exposing everything, and slapped her bottom with a resounding crack. “This is the heart of a woman,” he charged, as his hand made a thorough journey about her private parts.  “Such plump labia,” he observed.  He pulled at the flesh of her cunt. “These, too, will be pierced.”


              She cried out, and he slapped her again.  She regrouped, and found herself taunting him, waving her rear as if she were asking for more.


              A finger pressed against her anus, and she breathed deeply, letting him penetrate as far as he chose. Two fingers slipped into her pussy, and his whole hand began to pound its way deep into her opening.


              The night before had left her sexually charged with no satisfaction; now, in seconds, she was at an edge and ready to explode.   


              Knowing this, Miles withdrew his hand.


              “You like this, don’t you?” he teased.  She groaned, waiting for him to fondle her more, but he wouldn’t do that.


              “Stand up,” he ordered.


              She hadn’t had anything to eat or drink since she’d awakened, and was suddenly feeling as inebriated as she had the night before. “You won’t finish what you started?” she moaned, desperate to have him bring her to orgasm. “What can I do to please you?”
            Begging was a good sign, Miles thought to himself.  “You can do many things to please me,” he suggested, “but are you ready to do anything that I ask?  Are you ready for pain and submission, and the reckless abandon that you really want?  Or are you just toying with such radical notions?”


              “I don’t know what you mean.”


              “You appear docile, submissive, pliable.  I could mold your sex life into something extraordinary.  But I don’t want a childish brat countering me at every turn.  I want a serious decadent like myself, who knows herself well enough to let me have her anyway I want, who will let me do with her anything I will, because it pleases me and arouses her.”                   


              Tessa didn’t reply.  Her clothes askew, her hair undone, her loins throbbing with need, she was tongue-tied, unable to speak.  Miles Bryce had stunned her loquacious nature into silence. 


              “I’ve overwhelmed you?” he suggested.


              “Yes.”


              “Good. I intended to.  Go home and come back when you want what I want of you.”


              She hesitated, still so bewildered that her limbs were frozen and she couldn’t move.


              “Need I explain more?” Miles inquired calmly.


              “No, not at all,” she finally said.  Re-buttoning her bustier, she left the room and his house.


    


    


  




  

    Chapter Two


    


    Tessa burst into her apartment, catching a whiff of some oddly familiar aroma she didn’t expect after a night away. A fruity tea was brewing on the stove; and in the living room, her roommate, Martine, was sitting on the sofa with her legs, playing with her pussy. On another day, Tessa might have immediately succumbed to the surprise, immersing herself in that delightful cunt. Instead, she plopped down on the other end of the sofa, ignoring the woman’s masturbation.


              “Where were you?” Martine asked, her bold, black eyes probed her determinedly. 


              “With Miles Bryce,” Tessa answered.


              “The painter?”


              “The dilettante.”


              “How impressive,” Martine replied sarcastically.  “And did he fuck you?” She continued to finger herself.  Wearing Tessa’s silk wrapper open down the front, not one important piece of her body was hidden from view.


              “No, he didn’t fuck me,” Tessa answered.


              Martine smiled thinking she remained in control of Tessa’s affections. “Your eyes are glassy,” she observed, “he must have turned you on.”


              Tessa shrugged, she didn’t want to talk about Miles with Martine.


              “Oh, but you’re hot for him,” the women’s voice deepened, its husky tones more lecherous that usual. “Fuck me,” she said, pulling Tessa toward her, urging her to drop between her legs where her naked cunt was juicy and ready to be sucked.


              Tessa fell against Martine’s soft brown thighs, and began to lap at her pussy instinctively, as she had a hundred times before.  It was a habit, a pleasant one; though this time, her mind was not yet in her lover’s sexual space.


              “Ah, yes, that’s it, little bitch,” Martine purred, while her long nails clawed through Tessa’s hair and her thighs flexed around Tessa’s head.


              Making the familiar journey into the folds and recesses of Martine’s deep purple cunt, Tessa began to wonder if this wasn’t to her advantage. It was, after all, a place to put the raging sexual needs, which had been left so unsatisfied at Miles Bryce’s home.


              Her mouth surrounded the hard bud of Martine’s clit, as her brash friend demanded attention with her typical insistent furor. Tessa sucked until the bud was harder yet, and Martine was lying back screaming. “Ahhh, ah yes, do that!”  Then, while Tessa’s tongue flicked at the nasty throbbing head, two, then three, then four fingers prodded their way down her vagina, the randy cunt opening, so like Tessa’s cunt had opened just an hour before.  Tessa fucked her hard with her hand as she watched the woman’s sweating body spasm then shudder softly. 


              “More, more, yes, yes,” Martine screamed at her.  AH! Ah yes… . . “ She was a maniac in the middle of orgasm.  Tessa clawed at her behind, scratching the skin with her nails. In her own way, Martine loved pain almost as much as Tessa did.  But it wasn’t something she submitted to, it was something that came on spontaneously.  When the last vigorous pulse died away, Tessa withdrew her hand and Martine collapsed back into the corner of the couch with Tessa falling against her.


                “You want your cunt eaten?” Martine asked as she stroked her lover’s disheveled hair.


              “No, just touch me,” she replied and the two remained together in a silent tableau for some minutes.


              “How was the party?” Martine asked, finally pulling herself upright. Taking her long brown hair in hand, she pulled it into a pony tail and wound it on top of her head in a bun.  Tessa’s petite dark-skinned roommate was the lover that sufficed in the lazy mornings, and the lonely evenings, when neither were with men. They fucked when the mood was right. And though it wasn’t right for Tessa this time; she had little will to resist something so familiar and simple. She was used to surrendering to Martine. But despite the throbbing between her legs, it was thoughts of Miles that preoccupied her mind.


              “He wants me,” she finally told the woman.


              “Who?” Martine asked.


              “Miles.”


              “Wants you how?” she queried.


              “Sexually.” Tessa answered.  “He’s a Dom.”


              “And you’re a passive little submissive, so what’s the problem?”


              Tessa didn’t answer, except for the sly smirk appearing on her face; and Martine knew all she needed to know.


    


    


  




  

    Chapter Three


    


    They met again in the downtown café where Miles had watched Tessa dance.


              “You wanted to see me?” she asked.


              “Your message was on my machine,” Miles said, as he sat down beside her. “I assume you’ve made your decision.”


              “I suppose I have,” she visibly gulped, then bit her lip before qualifying her reply, “I mean…” Her nervous hesitation was beautiful in his eye. “I can’t keep you out of my thoughts. I can’t let your proposal slide, and I certainly can’t stay away from you.”


              Miles smiled, hardly hiding his triumph, though his eyes quickly narrowed. “That’s good. But just so things are clear, if you begin now, don’t expect to change your mind.”    


              “Why would I change my mind?” she asked, her delicate eyes shining at him wickedly.  She was too easy won—willing, ready, expectant. Of course, she hadn’t been tested—and only then would he know for sure. 


              “The man in the corner?” Miles nodded to a classic though youthful version of pinstripe executive, who was nursing a glass of scotch—alone and watchful.


              “Yes?”


              “You know him?”


              “Only in passing,” Tessa replied.  She’d danced with him at the cafe a number of times and he’d remember her.


              “Tell him you’d like to suck him off.”


              “Now?” she questioned, her eyes shimmering with nervous anticipation.


              “Yes, now,” he replied.  “When he agrees, drop down under his table and get him off.”


              Though the demand was startling, she didn’t balk. “Do you know him?” she wondered.


              “Does it matter?” he quipped, as his eyes seemed to drive her from her seat in search of her first submissive assignment. 


              Finally pulling herself from the chair, Tessa approached the darkly pensive man in the pinstripe suit. As the two briefly conversed, Miles witnessed Tessa’s good work, seeing the young man smile, a bashful blush rising on his cheek. Then, without hesitation, Tessa adroitly dropped to the floor and scooted under the tablecloth, following through with her assignment. The poor fellow could hardly contain his arousal as the sexy slut worked his randy member into hard throbbing piece. Thankfully, no one noticed except the attentive Miles Bryce—who did so unashamedly. The young man’s last gasp of contentment was an audible sign of satisfaction; and seconds later, Tessa, with hardly a hair out of place, was strolling back to Miles, a pleased, amused and sweetly triumphant look on her pretty face.


              “You didn’t think I’d do it?” she asked Miles, while waving back to her appreciative lover.


              “I assumed you would,” Miles said, unimpressed by her willingness. He pulled to his feet. “Let’s go.”


              Hand in hand, the two moved from the café onto a bustling city sidewalk, climbing inside Miles’ chauffeur driven car.  


              “Between my legs,” Tessa.


              She was on her knees as he pulled her dress over her hips, her back and then over her head, leaving her naked except for black stockings and a rose-colored garter-belt.  She wanted to please him, to see the approval written in his eyes, but he was far too cold and restrained to give himself away.  He examined her carefully, then pulled at her nipples, Tessa reacting without thinking, drawing herself away from the pain.  


              He slapped her face.


              “Don’t ever do that again!” 


              The stinging sensation ran the gamut of her body, from cheek to breast to cunt. She would have taken more and given in to the excitement generated through her body; but he wouldn’t slap her again without provocation.


              “Put your arms behind you and keep them there,” he ordered.


              Tessa obeyed, grasping her hands together at the small of her back, thrusting her bare chest toward the man in the seat, so that he could fondle her with his urgent hand. One slipped down to grasp her cunt, while the other roved her flesh at will, as he leaned in to kiss her parted, panting lips. 


              “You’re nervous,” he noticed her trembling.


              “This is so new.”


              “It should please you.”


              “It does,” she answered, body shuddering, even as his warm hands held her securely.


              The limousine sped through traffic at a hurried pace. Though the darkened windows wouldn’t reveal their performance for an audience on the busy street, Miles’ initiate was aware of her nakedness, as if all the world could see her trembling between Miles’ knees.


              “Look at me,” he demanded, eyes fixed on hers. She was raw with desire, her responses becoming more fluid and less hesitant, as she lost herself in the rising sexual heat.  He tugged her pubic hair, and she moaned.  He slapped her rear, and she jerked against him.  He grazed her lips with his teeth, and she bit him back.  He drove her body with relentless zeal, his satisfaction drawn from the wanton slut now emerging from the cocoon of remaining propriety.


              Without warning, the limousine jerked to a stop.


              “Sir, we’re here,” the driver spoke through the intercom.


              “We’ll be here a while, be back in an hour,” Miles instructed him.


              Tessa reached for her dress but Miles stopped her with his hand, “No.”


              His suit coat, lying in the seat next to him, became her dress, its cool satin lining making her shiver as she put it on. As long as the dress she’d worn, the coat was ample cover, except that the deep neckline plunged low and wide leaving half her breasts exposed; and with any movement at all, the sifting fabric allowed her nipples to peek from inside..


              “How novel!” was all she could think to say—knowing at the same time that she was pleasing Miles, and that mattered significantly now. 


              Crossing the street was exhilarating—even though most of the passersby hardly noticed the indecent sight of the blonde with the full lips and the half naked breasts, walking in nothing but a man’s suit coat.


              They pair stopped at the door of a small salon tucked between a Chinese grocery and an upscale beauty parlor. Entering the shop, the front door rattled and the bell inside tinkled like a chime. Behind a desk, an exotic black woman sat as if she was waiting for them all day. Her wares were ethnic artwork hanging on the walls, baskets along the floor and gold jewelry artfully displayed inside a glass case. The air was filled with heat, and the smell of exotic perfume coming from the woman’s body.


              “I told you about Tessa,” Miles said, showing the statuesque woman the smiling blonde in his suit jacket. “This is Maya,” he made the simple introduction.


              The proprietress was attired in a draping, clinging, sensuous garment, colored in vibrating exotic hues—red, burgundy and mauve that blended with her dark, chocolate skin. Gold dangled from her ears, bedecked each long slender finger and pierced her nose with a tiny ring.  Tessa could see the woman’s smooth body through the fabric of her dress, especially as she walked toward them through the tiny sliver of sun that bolted in the shop’s front window. She was nude underneath, appearing to Tessa like a tribal flower, straight from foreign jungles—though her thick voice was clearly American.  


              “So white,” Maya said, fondling Tessa’s golden locks, which billowed about her shoulders. The woman stood before the beauty engaged in some purpose that only she and Miles understood. Tessa’s Dom watched the black woman inspect his lover with careful attention to every aspect of her body, as she parted the top of the suit coat to view Tessa’s chest, to appraise her full breasts and the nipples.


              “You want these pierced?” she asked.


              “Yes,” he answered.


              Maya pushed the coat off Tessa’s shoulders to better view the woman’s bodice, her gaze trailing down to Tessa’s trim waist, and the classic curve of her flat abdomen below.  While the coat rested at Tessa’s waist, covering her upper thighs and pubic mound, she was otherwise quite naked, eyed like another of Maya’s trinkets.


              “She’s your submissive?” Maya prodded the fleshy breasts and pinched the nipples as Miles had done, and then took Tessa’s face in her hand, inspecting the line of her jaw and startling dark eyes.


              Miles nodded in reply to Maya’s question.


              “Then you’ll want her pierced below, too,” she said, ready to remove the coat completely in order to inspect the nether regions of Tessa’s body.


              “No, not today,” Miles answered without explanation.


              “Ah, too bad,” the woman grimaced her disappointment. “She’s like rich cream—and so unadorned. But perhaps you’ll let me have her again?” She looked toward Miles, hopefully. 


              “Perhaps,” he nodded. 


              Taking Tessa by the hand, Maya led her to a stool behind her desk.


              “Sit,” she ordered.


              Miles coat still draped the hesitant Tessa below her waist, leaving her torso vulnerable to the eyes of anyone who passed by on the street, and glanced in the window. She looked at Miles, while Maya turned to her worktable preparing the jewelry that would soon adorn the submissive’s nipples. Tessa viewed the man as her conqueror; he’s so quickly climbed inside her elemental self and become the master of her body—and even her thoughts. With his cool detachment, he’d caused her sexual fires to roar. She’d become his prize, his acquisition, his to do with as he chose. She’d dreamed of such subjection, though living it was quite different than fantasy. Something about the reality made her more silent and more sultry, as she waited for Miles’ next command. 


              Tessa cringed from the chill of cold disinfectant applied to her nipples, then shuddered as Maya pinched them between her cotton-covered fingers. The cold air made them colder still, the buds of purple flesh shriveling into knots.


              Tessa eyed the needle—wondering about the prick of the sharp point, and that point jabbing through her flesh. She tried the pain out in her imagination, fear quickly overcoming her poise, “I can’t,” she suddenly voiced. 


              “Look at me,” Miles’ voice commanded over her objection. His eyes were icy; his stare astounding for its calming effect.  “You’ve given yourself to me, and this is what I want from you now.”


              Tessa bit her lip. She didn’t want to disappoint him, or herself. She wanted to see the gold at her breasts, to feel its hot and cold, to bask in its heavy feel as a reminder of her station as his submissive love.  But still, she trembled too much and her eyes watered with tears.


              Maya turned away, and Tessa watched her pour a glass of amber liquid. “Drink this,” she said offering her subject a quick flight to intoxication. 


              Tessa took a sip. 


              “Gulp it, blonde one, I don’t have all day.” If Maya was annoyed, she showed so only in her words; her sensuous and fluid manner made it appear as if she were floating just inches above the floor.


              Two gulps, the glass was empty, Tessa’s head was spinning and her stomach took a nasty turn.  


              “You should beat her ass for being so squeamish,” Maya suggested.


              “I’ll consider it,” was Miles’ reply.         


              She was left for several moments sitting on the stool, while Miles and Maya slipped into the back room as the pair waited for the liquor to quell Tessa’s anxious nerves. It must have been some potent brew, for Tessa’s head was soon swimming delightfully, her body seeming to drift away on the sensuous liquor. When the two came back into the room, it was as if they’d awakened her from a sound sleep.


              Maya was quick. This time, the needle rapidly pierced Tessa’s flesh. First one nipple and then the second. She let out a quick gasp each time, her body enduring the exhilarating spike of energy. Only after it was over, did she realize that Miles was at her back, holding her arms firmly to her side so she wouldn’t jerk away.  Looking down, she saw the gold studs piercing her nipples, from one side to another, with round gold screwed to the end of each post.


              “She’ll take well to chains and rings, once she’s healed,” Maya said, standing back and admiring her work. The gold sparkled, as the sunlight brought out its brilliance. “Show her off, darling,” Maya said, as she pulled Tessa from the stool, and pulled the suit coat back around her shoulders. “Don’t let them get infected and don’t play with them until they’re healed,” the woman warned Miles.


              “You’re telling me this?” he queried, feigning annoyance.


              “I’m telling her,” Maya bitched back, pointing to the blonde.


              “She’ll behave,” he said, as he took Tessa by the arm.  “This should suffice,” he added, as he laid several green bills on her desk. With a seductive gleam in her dark eyes—as if she just been paid for turning a trick, Maya picked them up, counted them, and stuffed them down her dress. 


              Even though the shop was hot from the sun, Tessa was shivering.  She wanted to leave, as if knowing that staying she might have ended up in the black woman’s bed—not that the prospects of that wouldn’t have been exciting, but she was too shaken by Miles’ world, by the curious throbbing at her breasts, and the strange feel of heavy metal pierced through her body. The liquor made her stomach squeamish, her mind an incoherent blur, and she leaned against her lover for support. 


              “I’ll pierce her cunt next time,” Maya insisted as she walked her customers to the door.


              “When she deserves it,” Miles replied wryly, and they exited the shop, Miles eyebrows rising playfully at the woman who was fast disappearing from their view.


              As they pair sat across from each other in the limousine, Miles’ cool mien covered her like a blanket of fog, He stared out the window, while Tessa watched his impassive face. 


              Gazing back at her, her finally spoke, “You’ve disappointed me.” 


              Had she done something horribly wrong? She wondered. “For hesitating, in the shop?”  He didn’t answer.


              “Then you’ll punish me?” she asked.


              “In good time,” he confirmed with pursed lips, “but not until I’m ready.”


              Moments later, the limousine stopped in front of her apartment building and he opened the door.


              “Will I see you again?” she asked.


              He snickered, “Of course. We’ve only begun, my dear Tessa. Just begun.”        


              Saying no more, he practically pushed her from the car, if not physically, certainly with his annoyed voice.  He never did hand her back her dress, so she flew up the apartment stairs wearing just her stockings, garter belt, and his suit coat. Falling into her bed, she slept for hours. 


              The next morning, Tessa opened her eyes to see Martine staring down at her. The covers had strayed during the night, and she was naked to the woman’s inquisitive eyes.


              “Trinket’s on your nipples, how lovely,” she purred like a cat. Leaning down, she gave the right one a good tug.


              “Ouch! That hurts!” 


              “Oh, but they do make you look more like yourself.”


              “How’s that?” Tessa asked.


              “You’re the kind of woman who needs to be some man’s sexual trinket,” the saucy minx replied.


              “That’s what Miles would say,” Tessa answered her.


              “Then he must know you well.” Martine snickered as knowingly has Miles had the afternoon before.  


    


    


  




  

    Chapter Four


    


    Miles invited Tessa to lunch three days later.


              The symbols of his claim to her were becoming more comfortable and less painful each day. With the gold penetrating her nipples, she felt as bound to him as she might feel after being with someone for many years.  Even so, Miles Bryce remained a mystery to Tessa Cotille. 


              The twinges in her breasts, the occasional throbbing, and especially the passing thoughts of this enigmatic man kept her body at a steamy edge, in anticipation; so much so, that when he called, she was ready to meet him anywhere and to do anything he asked. It was her hope that they would have a first sexual interlude, even if it were only to satisfy his needs and hers were left abandoned, again. Miles, however, saw things differently.  Being in control of Tessa was more important to him than hopping into bed for a hasty fuck. He would wait, let the anticipation build, bring their energies to a boiling point before they broke steamily into an act of sexual release. 


              They lunched together in an elegant restaurant where they were sequestered in a semi-private booth. She was instructed to scoot in next to another man, Arturo. With Miles at her other side, she was wedged closely between the two; their combined domineering attitudes swam over her like a ocean wave—she became drowned in the sensation of submission. 


              “He wants to see your jewelry,” Miles told her, “show him.”


              Tessa stared into the sumptuous face of the dark Italian Arturo. He was cool on the surface, as though he inspected intimate body jewelry every day for lunch, but beneath his nonchalance, Tessa could see the anxiousness in his eye—as if he doubted Miles’ submissive would be so bold as to bare her breasts in a public place. His eyes widened as Tessa began to unbutton her blouse. And with the first buttons undone, he suddenly shoved her hand away and reached inside her blouse, plucking a tit from inside its black lace bra cup and bringing the gold studded nipple into view. He made no remark, as he then reached in the other side of her blouse, and pulled the second breast from its captivity.


              An excited blush rose across the creamy white of Tessa’s neckline and traveled toward her face, while her eyes wandered beyond their table for other voyeuring eyes who might glimpse her naked display. 


              Arturo tugged at the gold studs. Tessa gasped soundlessly. Leaning down, her admirer planted his mouth around one nipple, letting his tongue caress the soft skin and the gold. Her body answered, cunt and ass squirming against her chair. 


              “A fine prize, Miles,” Arturo happily exclaimed as he sat up.


              While their waitress served the gentlemen poached salmon and broccoli soufflé, Tessa self-consciously gazed at her chest, her blouse falling open down the center. Though she was still half-covered, the shine of the gold could hardly be ignored as it glimmered from beneath the thin material of her blouse.  Tessa had never been so quite so blatant with her exhibition, especially in such a straight-laced place.  Yet, she couldn’t help but feel a naughty pleasure offering herself for whoever cared to look.  


              With no food of her own, she ate bites of Miles’ lunch, lovingly presented to her on the end of his fork. Each was pure joy, relished, savored, longingly loved with tongue and mouth, as though she were savoring more than food, tasting a morsel of heaven. 


              Her lover gave her wine, small sips that burnished her mouth with a wondrous flavor. In Miles’ company, he’d manipulate her every act, dominate her every thought.  With each small step of control, she was wooed to him, anticipation for him grinding at her loins. She longed for some release; but even more, she longed for each new measured step of compliance that brought her closer inside his circle of control. 


              Arturo was nothing more than eyes and lips to exhibit for—titillation, a test perhaps?  He slipped out before dessert was served, leaving Tessa alone with Miles again.  


              How would she bear another awkward silence? Staring, waiting, wondering, nervously expectant. 


              “Enough to eat?” he finally asked.          


              “Yes,” she hesitated, eye fluttering, teasingly, “But I do have other appetites.” She looked down, staring deliberately at his crotch.


              “That’s good to know, since I have my afternoon free.”


              Miles city studio, a one room garret loft, was a startling contrast to his formal country home. Tessa was amazed to see that it had none of the formality she associated with Miles Bryce. She loved the look, the feel, the smell—she could taste the eroticism in the air. Decorated with dozens of brashly painted canvases hanging on the walls and leaning against each other on the floor, it was bright, and cheery, and erotic in its own unique way.


              “I see you like to paint naked women,” she said as she strolled the room. It was lit with skylights, and a golden afternoon light streamed through them, casting shadows on the sensuous works of art.


              “I do, just as I’ll paint you.”  He watched her—as beams of light hit her golden hair and she squinted because she couldn’t see. As she reached toward one painting, gingerly placing her hand on the oils, her small skirt rode up her thigh. How utterly innocent she was of her sensuous grace. 


              “You’ll paint me, so I can be another picture on your wall?” she asked, head cutely cocked. 


              “If that’s want I want.”  


              She smiled at him flirtatiously and turned away.


              “Sit down on the bed,” he directed her toward the corner of the room, to the bed waiting for Tessa, resting like a throne on a foot high platform, covered in silky cream-colored sheets, now haphazardly strew over the top.  The “just fucked” looked aroused her.  Around the bed, a rose colored curtain draped it like a stage, the soft folds descending from the ceiling to the floor. Directly under skylights, the bed was bathed in the sumptuous sunshine that blinded her eyes. Giving up attempts trying to see his face, she sat on the edge of the bed, prim as a schoolgirl while Miles pulled out an easel, a sketch book and charcoal.


              “You’re going to sketch me while I sit?” she asked.


              “No,” he answered, “I’m going to sketch you while you masturbate.”


              Hearing the amazing order, she moved into the shadows so she could see his expression. Her own blue eyes widened gleefully.  “You want me to play with myself?”


              “Yes.”


              It was so easy to leave her tongue-tied—though it was from excitement, not fear. How intriguing. The idea of posing as his model was intriguing enough, but this was even more titillating. Kicking off her shoes, she reclined back against the pillows that covered one side of the mattress, then coquettishly pulled up her skirt. “You want me to take it off?” she asked, referring to the skirt.      


              “No, I like it better as it is now.”


              “And that’s what you want—a pornographic painting?” she wondered aloud.


              “That’s all I do,” he informed her. “But, no paint yet, these are just sketches. Now play with yourself.” 


              Eyes fixed on the artist, a blush on reddening her pale cheeks, Tessa pulled aside her panties with her fingers. 


              “Take them off,” Miles ordered brusquely.  


              Giggling nervously, Tessa pulled the tiny garment down and tossed it to the floor, leaving her cunt bare and vulnerable to his eyes.  


              “No more panties, Tessa,” he informed her.


              “Never?”


              “Never,” he confirmed, and he resumed his work, laying charcoal strokes vigorously across his sketchpad.


              The exposed triangle of Tessa’s pussy moistened as she began to play, a layer of soft dew coating the neatly-groomed golden hair. As she watched Miles’ hand move across the blank sheet of paper, her fingers slipped between her plump labia, finding the center of her sex engorged with blood and sensitive. Using both hands she spread her pussy wide, two fingers gliding into the hole, another pressed at her anus below. Closing her eyes, her head fell back against a pillow, as she pushed rapidly toward a climax. The warm sunshine, Miles’ eyes, exposure, the naughty exhibition had her at an edge in minutes.


              Miles could see her body agitation rise, “Don’t come yet,” his next command.


              She opened her eyes to flirt, her mouth drawing itself into a sensuous pout, her eyes dancing with sexual invitation. But he gave no indication that he found the tease pleasing. Miles’ work was sacred, silent, serious seconds of studious activity. Did he enjoy the seduction, or not?  He wouldn’t say.


              Instants, strokes, a breath, release and she fell quite naturally over the edge…


              “I think we need a break,” he said, to interrupt the miraculous end. 


              No! Her mind screamed otherwise, even as she jerked her playing hand away. “Sir, please,” she tried to counter him.


              “No,” he snapped. He turned away from her and washed his smudged hands in a sink by the wall.


              Rising from the bed, Tessa strolled to his side and pressed herself against him, one leg wrapping around him. “May I see the picture?” she asked.  


              Shaking himself free of her, ignoring her attempts to woo him to bed, he turned back to the easel, showing her the remarkable likeness of the slut—hands in her cunt, mouth exuding desire.


              “This one’s finished,” he said, as he wiped his hand on a towel. “You are a nasty little tart,” he added.  


              She had to agree that he’d captured the essence of a sexual tease. “You plan to do another today?” she asked.


              “Several,” he answered. “But I intend to punish you first.”  


              Her body reacted to the word as if an electrical current had just run up her back. “Punishing me? You’re fulfilling your promise of the other day?”


              “I said I would.”


              Her body fluttered, excitement and fear pouring through her in equal volume. The desire to flee and the desire to be consumed equal companions in her nervous form. 


              Yet, she didn’t have time to respond. Miles took her hand, leading her to a steamer trunk on the far side of the room. As he opened the lid, Tessa gazed in morbid fascination at an array of whips and paddles and leather thongs. There were chains and clamps and strange devices Tessa had never seen before.  Miles removed the first tray of implements to reveal more beneath. Again there were whips and paddles of ruthless design. On top of them all was a collar with a leash attached, which she was sure was for her. Instead, Miles pulled a strange looking leather implement from the bottom of the trunk.


              “This one,” he said, gripping the handle. Two-dozen soft leather strips, nearly eighteen inches long were bundled together, braided into a heavy handle. “It’s more mild than you might think,” he told her.


              Tessa viewed the implement in silence.


              Turning back to the trunk, Miles pulled out a second implement. “And this one,” he said.  Tessa stared at the nasty thing, at the long, lean shaft that ended with a flexible tasseled end, she guessed a buggy whip. 


              “The thongs will warm your backside with a slow burning fire, but this will mark you.”  Tessa shivered looking from the whip to Miles and back to the whip again. Lifelong fantasies surfaced in her imagination, thoughts of woodsheds, razor strops and bending over chairs to submit to punishment. Her anxiousness, desire and fear crescendoed. 


              “I’ve always dreamed of this,” she whispered her confession.  


              “I know,” he said, eyes seeming to rip deeply toward her soul. 


              She smiled self-consciously. Such a foolish thing to say—that she’d dreamed of being whipped. It was a wholly witless admission; but it was so true.  Any protest was squelched without a prayer. Besides, protesting would be foolish with Miles’ intention was clear. Being whipped was unavoidable.  


              “To the podium,” he ordered her.


              Tessa scrambled quickly toward the bed, waiting as Miles sauntered forward, both implements hanging from his left hand.


              “Remove your blouse,” he ordered. On the surface he was calm; but his eyes gleamed with fire, a quickened passion fueling his purpose.


              The last button undone, Tessa’s blouse slipped from her shoulders to the floor.  


              “And the bra,” he added.


              Tessa unhooked the lacy piece, letting it fall away.


              With her torso naked, Miles viewed her breasts—so perfectly formed, well rounded, jiggling erotically when she moved. Her nipples stood at attention, two hard knots of mauve pink flesh, gleaming with gold. He was reminded of how he wanted to sketch her next, this view a simple statement of lust. He wanted chains dangling from each nipple, tickling the skin below—though that was for another time. For now, he had something far different in mind.


              “Take off your skirt,” he said.


              The skirt unzipped and pushed to the floor, she was naked excerpt for her garter-belt and stockings. 


              “Crawl on the bed, on your hands and knees.” She did. “Now part your legs, and lower your head and chest to the bed.” Her head pounding, heart thumping loudly and methodical, hands sweating, thighs quivering, Tessa followed the order, giving this master of the moment a complete view of her naked, private regions.  


              The effect was stunning. As Miles inspected her opened cunt, the puckering rear hole, and her two pert ass cheeks waving at him in the tepid air, he wondered just how long her fanny would be so brashly beckoning him, when it was crimson from a rash of punishing blows. He snickered to himself as his mind quickly drew the picture of her distress and his cock began to swell with excitement.


              “Legs wider,” Miles ordered gruffly. 


              Catching a glimpse of his face from the corner of her eye, she trembling seeing how his eyes gleamed with a villainous fire. The two awesome implements—thong flogger and buggy whip—were lying on the chair behind him.   


              Moving into her exposed backside, he reached out to massage her ass.


              “How often has this flesh been punished?” he asked.


              “Never,” Tessa replied meekly. 


              “Never, never spanked at all.” He was astounded.


              “Just slapped a few times, but never punished,” she answered.


              “No whip, or belt, or paddle?” 


              “A riding crop—once during sex. But that was very brief.”


              “Too bad you’ve been denied such pleasures; your psyche and your ass are made for punishment.”


              Her cunt was damp and pungent; it couldn’t have been more ready for sex. But there was a greater need now than simple sex. The feel of his flogger, the sting of his buggy whip, the desire for punishment demanded attention. 


              “You’re faltering at Maya’s salon is costing you today, but be assured, my little submissive, I will punish you whenever I like, simply because it pleases me.” He chuckled darkly. “You have no idea how much this pleases me—but I think it’s fair to say that you have no idea how much this will please you, too.”


              His hand drew back, but she saw no more.  In a split second, a biting sting suddenly ripped through her rear flesh, and she collapsed forward in surprise.


              “Get up, Tessa, and don’t fall again,” he advised her sternly.


              She struggled to rise, knowing another blast would soon descend. Yet the pain was bizarrely pleasurable and she wanted more.  


              He whipped her again, the second blow landing squarely in the center of her ass. Then in a steady rain of blows, the thongs from the flogger covered her entire ass end, extending themselves around her hips, above to her lower back, and down the to sensitive center of her sex, where the bite stung most.


              “Oh my god!” she gasped in a breathy voice, while she wiggled her rear as he she were asking for more.


              More strokes descended, each one with mounting force. No pausing, no breaks, a measured rhythm of increasing fire. A warm, dull, pleasing ache gradually rose in substance on the surface of her bottom, until she felt her backside afire with heat. As the beating continued, the impact of the two-dozen thongs whipping against her rear became more acute, and soon Tessa’s cries were less sensuous and more crazed.            


              “You’ll get used to this pain,” he told her. “You’ll want it, ask for it, beg for it,” he assured her in his even mellow voice. To look at her wriggling derriere was a breath-taking picture, a picture so obscene that his body quaked with lust. He wanted fuck her then—forget his scheme and explode into her cunt; but he wasn’t the kind of man to deviate from his plans. He continued on, until she was in tears and sobbing. 


              But finally pausing to let her catch her breath, the moment only increased her desire, warmth flooded through her being and she found herself hoping he’d start again. She began to wiggle her behind for him, a taunting tease he would not ignore.


              “You want more, little bitch?” he asked.


              “Oh no, no please,” she objected, sounding truly distressed.


              But he knew better. His mind was inside hers, understanding her nature, her desire for punishment the way he understood other submissive women. Letting loose with another barrage of blows, he had her howling and miserable.


              “Oh god no, no more please,” she wailed. This time, the cuts from the whip burned fiercely, especially when one thong would catch on her cunt and she would shriek. But no matter how woefully she cried, Miles was not persuaded her pitiful wails. 


              When he finally put down the flogger, Tessa tried to rise, but he pushed back against the bed again; his hand in rapid fire motion slapping her where the whip had just made its excursion.


              “I didn’t tell you to get up,” he snapped.


              “But, please….”


              “Oh, we’re far from over, we’ve hardly scratched the surface of your tolerance for pain.”


              She gasped in agonized dismay, and watched as Miles picked up the buggy whip and struck her ass. Almost like an ancient English cane, it gleamed, the patent finish handle and shaft looking as ominous as Miles’ eyes.  A sizzle replaced the “swoosh” of the thongs, and the buggy whip cracked against her skin.


              “Noooooooooo!” she bellowed, as the pain hit like knives.


              Striking her ass with impassive cool, his frigid eyes fixed on the impressive mark that burned into her skin as a thin red line. He cracked it again.


              “No, gawd! Aauuugh!” Her cry resonated in the steamy air.


              “Silence!” Miles roared. The buggy whip sliced the air again twice more, leaving his submissive rent with searing pain. During the next cuts, her cries quieted into soft sobs, which didn’t seem to irritate him the way her screams did—though it was difficult to bear this pain in any way, silent or screaming.   


              After one biting cut, her body heaved to one side to escape the next, except that this one caught the side of her thigh, splitting her body with its sharp snap.


              “AAAAUUUGGGG NO!” her anguished wail rose. 


              Miles replied with another vicious sizzle and crack. “That’s what you get for trying to avoid them, now quiet yourself!” he ordered. He cracked the buggy whip again and laid the next on.


              Tessa remained silent, though her tears were bathing the sheets below her eyes. When Miles was finished, eight distinct stripes rose from the flaming surface of her buttocks. She continued weeping long after he was done, as the pain died away, and even as she realized there was some strange satisfaction at the end of her ordeal. It made no sense at all.


              “To the mirror,” he ordered. Lying in the comforting cocoon of the silky sheets, she rolled over and stared at his peaceful expression. She expected him to be enraged, with a florid face, and flashing eyes; but he was calm. He gestured with his hand toward the mirror, beckoning her to follow, then turned away. Sitting quietly in his overstuffed easy chair, he opened a bottle of dark German beer to quench his thirst, and wait for her response.


              “To the mirror,” he finally prompted. “You’d better hurry before the marks fade and I have to redo my work.”


              At that comment, she bolted from bed—worried that he’d begin again with the buggy whip—and stared at her mussed reflection in a full-length, free-standing antique mirror. Capturing her recent anguish in its resplendent glory, the mirror revealed the glaring red lines on her ass cheeks and thighs, a perfect chronicle of her ordeal. She winced touching the roughed-up surface of her skin, and gawked speechless.


              “Feeling duly admonished, are we?” he asked.  His voice, indeed his total bearing, seemed lighter than it had been all day. 


              “Yes,” she replied.


              “It will happen again, whenever I desire it, Tessa. Seeing you this way pleases me.”


              She nodded absently, still mesmerized by the stripes.


              “It pleases you too, doesn’t it?” He waited for a reply.  “Be honest.”


              “Yes.” Her voice was faint.


              “I’ll be marking you again before you sleep tonight.”


              “I’ll be sleeping here?” she inquired.


              “For several days. You need to practice. Submissive though you are, the training will teach you more clearly what you already know about yourself. Now, come here.”


              Quickly at his side, Tessa dropped to her knees between his legs, taking his erection in hands. Her mouth easily descended over the enormous head, and fondled it with her lips and tongue. He pressed his hands on either side of her head, and pushed her down, forcing her to swallow his shaft.  She gagged and choked, then tried again, for a moment allowing nearly seven inches of the hefty muscle to slide down her throat.


              As she fondled his sagging mass of balls, her lips and tongue discovered the sensitive places that made him gasp and his hips squirm. Leaning back in his chair, he let her be slave to his rising demands until he was ready for her cunt. Then, he pulled her into his lap, where she squatted over the tumescent organ, and let it slide into her wet home. Her tongue made a sensuous journey around his lips, winding their way in and out of his mouth, almost as if she was pleasing a woman’s cunt.


              Grasping her rear cheeks, he hung on tightly, squeezing the bruised flesh with such deliberate force that the pain, once subsided, rose again. She groaned without protesting. Rocking on Miles’ cock quelled her discomfort, bouncing, half with the strength of her muscled thighs, and half on the strength of his arms moving her up and down. Her clit rubbed against his pants, igniting the fire at her strategic center. 


              Miles jerked faster as he came, while Tessa squeezed his spewing prick as tightly as her muscles would allow.


              “Auuuuugh! Tessss,” he groaned from his inner depths, sensation tearing through his body, his voice reverberating in her ears.


              She ceased her grinding motions so that Miles could catch his breath, and to her delight, discovered that he hadn’t grown soft at all. Moving against him, she exploded into orgasm, squirming, writhing, grinding her pussy on his cock. “Yes, yes, oh yes, Oooo!” She spasmed. “Ooooh ahummm, yes.”  Again and again.  “Yes yes,” she murmured fitfully. She rocked joyously against him, burrowing down into his crotch until every spasm died away.  


              Tessa fell against Miles’ chest, pressing her bare breast to his flesh for a first taste of his skin, his aroma, and the softness of his cheek. They remained locked in an exhausted embrace until Tessa’s aching legs became uncomfortable.


              “Go to the mirror,” he told her.


              “Now?” She wondered why. 


              “You know the price of hesitation,” he warned.


              Smiling sheepishly, Tessa pulled her limp body from his and stretched enough to get the feeling back into her limbs, then gazed again at her nakedness, at her tattered stockings and twisted garter belt, and the rat of tangles that had become her hair. 


              Miles was on his feet behind her, his sketchbook ready for more work. Apparently sex inspired his creativity.


              For nearly two hours he sketched her in various poses, modeling for him with arms over her head, arms behind her, and then with her looking over her shoulder at the marks on her bottom. She bent down in a lewd reprisal of her submissive punishment posture, and forced her to gaze at her bottom for nearly a half hour, confronting the stripes on her ass with curious fascination. For all Miles’ fierce work, there were only four strikes that cut into her with enough force to leave distinguishable remnants, and then another on the side of her thigh that was particularly noticeable. (That was the one he’d laid on when she tried to get away, and had failed.) Each mark was red, the skin unbroken, and from beneath the surface of her flesh, a line of bruises appeared. Running her hands over her wounds produced a most pleasing sensation.  


              Though such marks are not a common sign of affection or devotion; to Tessa they were as stunning as the gold studs, and as loving as the orgasm that had given her physical pleasure. Unlike the studs, these were personal, unlike the orgasm, they were more lasting.


              Late that night, after Miles was finished with the sketches, he called her close to him again. “Before I leave, a reminder,” he said. He picked up the buggy whip that had been lying on table with his charcoal and his paints, and flicked it against her thigh.


              “You said you would, didn’t you?” she replied despondently, wincing with fear. The prospect of another punishment was not as exciting as before, now that she understood the depths of pain he required of her.


              “You’ll get used to it. Soon, you’ll beg for it Tessa, trust me,” Miles assured her. “But this time, I’ll be kind, you can bend over the back of the chair.”  


              Motioning her to his overstuffed chair, he pushed her over the back where the cushion comforted her pussy. To her dismay, however, the strikes of the whip hurt even more this time. Not preceded by the warming thongs, she wasn’t primed for pain and the blazing cuts came out of the blue like arrows shot into her flesh.


              The six strikes were sheer torture. Only the brief pause between them helped to settle the instantaneous agony that leapt to its feet in her unsuspecting body. 


              “Gaaaawd!” she shrieked after each one landed. And though she howled with pain, Miles didn’t silence her. When he was finished, tears were streaming down her cheeks. Pulling her to her feet, he surrounded her with one arm, and cupped the new marks so that he could feel the rising welts. He kissed her on the mouth, feeling her soft lips and the tears that threatened to move his dominant heart.


              “There’s a bed to sleep in, and plenty of food, I’ll be back tomorrow,” he said.


              “You won’t be here?”


              “You wouldn’t want me to be,” he said shaking his head, a dark smile replacing the tenderness in his expression. He dressed while she silently watched.


              When he left, Tessa was consumed with sadness, feeling empty, as if he’d taken something away she couldn’t have without him. And yet, he’d left something special in his wake: the wounds, the stripes, the bruises that marred the perfection of her lovely skin. Just before she lay down to sleep, she viewed them in the mirror again, touching them with her fingers, allowing the intensity contained inside the aching remnants to nurture her fantasies of submission.


    


    


  




  

    Chapter Five


    


    The next three mornings, Miles came to the garret with coffee and something from the bakery to eat. When they’d finished their breakfast, he laid another half-dozen cuts on her ass in ritual fashion; then for several hours she posed for him while he sketched. He kept her naked, except for a silk wrapper she wore when it was too chilly to wear nothing, 


              Each morning, Tessa waited expectantly for Miles to arrive. Her day didn’t begin until she saw his face and felt her body rush with its now familiar sensuous upheaval. Sequestered in his artist’s garret like a kept woman, she was as selfless as she’d ever been, in a state of bliss she’d only dreamed of when she was most sexually aroused. 


              Her ass became so tender from the buggy whip that she couldn’t touch her bottom without feeling pain shoot through her. She’d peer at her cheeks in the mirror for long periods of time, sometimes just to view the recent additions as the stripes increased in number. At other times, she wondered where he would mark her next—her thighs, her hips, perhaps her breasts—a thought that made her squeamish and afraid.  


              Miles liked her inspecting the stripes as if they were trophies. He enjoyed it even more when he was watching her in this little ritual. Becoming aroused, Tessa would play with her pussy, running her fingers teasingly over her labia and between her legs. Several times, he watched her as she brought herself to an orgasmic edge and looked up wondering, asking permission to come. Sometimes he allowed a climax with her body bucking frantically against her hands, her eyes half-shut, ecstasy written in the finished expression. But more than once he went to her when she was at the edge, and stopped her.  With a small crop, or diminutive leather paddle from his trunk of tricks, he tortured her anxious, needy body. It wasn’t torture of a painful sort, meant to leave the cutting punishment of the buggy whip; but torment, as he pushed her skillful fingers from her cunt just as her orgasm was about to descend, and replaced them with a half dozen sharp whacks on her puss. The torment stung, and she struggled to get away, though she would be bound by his surrounding arms and forced to stay.


              “Ooo, I hate this! Miles,” she pleaded every time.


              But he didn’t stop.


              Almost at the edge again, he forced her fingers aside, and beat her with his hand or strap, until she was dancing wildly to get away.  He tortured her for as long as it pleased him, usually until she was so raw with energy pouring from her raging cunt that she was beside herself in blissful agony.


              Allowed to finish, she would spasm for several minutes, an excruciating, pained expression across her brow, her eyes gleaming with carnal passion, and her body gyrating with the surging release.  She would collapse against his body when she was through, showering him with grateful kisses. Afterwards, she satisfied him with her cunt or mouth. Sometimes he didn’t come at all, content to let the lust remain for another, better moment.


              “I love you, Tessa,” he would tell her.


              She would smile, letting the simple words make love to her soul, just as his body had made love to her flesh.


              On the fourth day of her confinement in Miles’ garret, he surprised her with Gabrielle.


              “Ah! So here’s the little tramp,” the woman gushed, rushing to take Tessa’s hands in hers. She had been naked, standing before the mirror when the pair entered the loft; and still naked, she was instantly embarrassed to be caught posing for herself in the nude. Even more disturbing was her response to the unexpected visitor.


              Gabrielle was a statuesque red head with a tender smile and fierce eyes.  Effusive and completely unrestrained, she took Tessa in her arms as if she were a pet, and stroked her breasts. Instead of pulling at the gold studs, she flicked them lightly with her fingers.


              “Cute!” 


              “Cute?” Miles looked amused by the comical sight of the two women together—the passive submissive and the aggressive Gabrielle. 


              “She’ll do for a fine party; is that what you had in mind?”


              “Not exactly,” Miles said.


              “Why not?  Such a delicate, pliant one.” Gabrielle turned Tessa around so she could see the marks on her buttocks. “Oh, my!” she ogled the stripes! “You’ve been whipping her hard to leave such wounds. They must hurt.”  Pressing her fingers against them, as if to confirm that fact, she noted with glee the lovely wince that crossed Tessa’s troubled brow.            While Tessa looked at Miles for support, he stared back expressionless.


              “You going to keep her here forever as your slave?”


              “She’s not a slave.  She’s free to go.”


              “I like being here,” Tessa chimed in, unasked. 


              “I wasn’t speaking to you, little one,” Gabrielle admonished her nastily, slapping her face enough that is stung.


              Would Miles not come to her defense? Tessa wondered. Apparently not, given his lackadaisical response. He simply let the scene unfold; Tessa was on her own.


              “I would think she’d be a fine gift,” Gabrielle went on. “I know a few of your friends who’d be delighted with a trinket so charming and refined.”


              “She’s not for giving away,” Miles said. 


              “Really? That’s changing your whoring tune all of a sudden.”  


              Miles ignored the comment, disappearing into the kitchenette where the women could hear him rummaging through the refrigerator.  


              “He’s a quite the devil, you know.” Her eyes surveyed his paintings. “You see these canvases? How many women there are?” She waltzed around the garret. “Ten? Fifteen? Twenty? You suppose he’s had them all in bed?” the brazen hussy quipped with a wicked snicker.


                “Why are you telling me this?” Tessa asked.


              “Has he told you about his conquests?”


              “He doesn’t have to. They don’t matter to me.”


              “Really,” the women droned, “how new age, how generous. I just hope you don’t think you’re the only place he’s getting his cock off.”


              “It would please me anywhere he’s pleasured,” Tessa answered with some defiance in her voice. 


              “Ah! She is priceless Miles,” Gabrielle exclaimed, as the man in question returned with a cold beer in his hand, and she turned back Tessa with her next retort, “I suppose if you’re so opened minded, you won’t mind watching me make love to him?”


              “If that’s what he wants, then it would likely arouse me,” Tessa said.  She had mettle of her own, cloaked in sensuousness; an inner fire more subtle, but more substantial and steady than Gabrielle’s would ever be. Whether Miles was deliberately tormenting her with this woman as a test of loyalty and submission, or this was just a fluke, Gabrielle’s taunts weren’t about to turn her into a jealous nag. Besides, her pussy quivered shamefully thinking of Miles in bed with any woman. 


              “Shall we make love and let her watch?” Gabrielle asked, sashaying to Miles side, as he sat peacefully in his chair. Dropping to her knees, she ran her hands along his thighs.  


              “Been awhile, Gabby, sure you can keep up?” he asked.


              “Keep up with you!  You brute!” She turned cloyingly feline, “Just save the hard stuff for your painsluts.”


              I don’t know,” he pulled her flaming hair, “you’ve never complained when I laid a strap across your butt.” He took the woman’s face in his hands, pulling her upwards, forcing his mouth on hers as she opened wide for a wet kiss. Dropping his hand inside the woman’s blouse, he fondled her at will, then tore it away, buttons popping free, so that he could have her naked flesh.


              Gabrielle gasped in reply to the furious massage. “God! You are the devil,” she exclaimed.


              What followed was fitful and raucous, as Miles took what he wanted of Gabrielle’s generous breasts, kneading them like dough and slapping them with harsh pelting slaps so that her flesh reddened quickly.  She purred, and wailed, then hummed tunefully.


              From the other side of the room, Tessa watched in wonder, never having witnessed the sight of a man and woman making love like this—much like the way Miles made love to her, though it seemed the care she felt from him was missing in this sexual display. 


              “Stop it!” the woman finally pleaded, when the pain became too much. But her protests were meaningless; Miles refused to alter his style.


              After some time, he pushed her from his lap and toward the bed. Then he leveled his eyes at Tessa, where she was sitting before the mirror, no longer looking at herself, but intently staring at the dueling pair. He flashed her a steely cold glare that seemed to say, “obey me with question, or you’ll pay the price.”


              “Don’t move little slut,” he said aloud, “perhaps you can learn something.” Returning his attention to Gabrielle, who was already reclining legs open on his bed like a whore in heat, he entered her snatch quickly, while the slut’s legs wrapped around his body, and he humped her hard.


              “Ah, ah, ah yes, you bastard, fuck me!” she roared. 


              He pounded her vigorously, while she ground her cunt into his groin. 


              “Fuck me, yes!” 


              Miles threw the woman’s legs up over his shoulders, so he could penetrate her deeper still.


              “Ah Yes! You ass! Fuck me, yes, fuck fuck fuck it in.” She groaned as deeply as Miles groaned, and roared as he roared, the two climaxing almost simultaneously with deafening cries that tore through the sweltering room.


              Watching, Tessa wiggled her pussy against her legs, wishing that her cunt could be filled the way Gabrielle’s was.


              When Miles pulled himself from the woman’s sloppy cunt, he collapsed on the bed beside her, letting the last of his spasms jolt his body with pleasant sensations. 


              “Goddam, I hate you, Miles Bryce, look what you’ve done scratching my tits,” the bested redhead declared, as she cupped her in her hands.


              “They look better that way,” Miles said, slapping at one of them again.


              “Stop that!” 


              There was no soft meandering quiet after their fuck, which seemed curious to Tessa, especially when it was those moments of tranquility after sex that she treasured most.


              “I wish I could slap that smile from your cocky face,” the redhead seethed, as she pulled herself from the bed and looked down at a chipper Miles.


              “Didn’t you have a good time?” he asked. “Didn’t you do exactly what you wanted to do?”


              “Well of course, I showed the little trollop what a nasty ass you are.”


              “I think she already knew,” Miles wryly replied.


              “Of course she knows you’re a brute, but perhaps she didn’t know that you’re also the world’s most accomplished Lothario,” she said with a heavy degree of scorn.


              “Well now she knows for sure, thanks to you.” Standing, he sauntered toward his submissive and pulled her to her feet.      “So, am I a worthless Lothario?” he asked Tessa.


              “Probably,” Tessa replied with a smile.


              The redhead shook her head, “I don’t understand you two,” she said as she ran her hand inside her stocking. “Oh damn, I’ve ruined these. You’ve ruined these,” she charged, eyes flashing.


              “Then I’ll buy you another pair,” he gallantly replied, “it’s the least I can do for such a fine fuck.”


              “Don’t bother, dear, just take care of this little plaything, and if you want to share her around, I’d love to know.”


              “In good time, but don’t hold your breath.”


              “Maybe you’ll have her ready for Damien’s Ball.”


              “Oh, my, why that’s a thought,” he quipped sarcastically.  


              “Don’t use that mocking tone on me.” 


              “I’d never you mock you, Gabrielle, I think too much of you.”  


              “Humph.” She gathered her purse and headed for the door, tossing her wide cape around her shoulders with a flourish. Except for one brief sidelong glance, she ignored Miles’ newest conquest 


              “Good-bye, darling,” she purred at the master, and kissed him softly on his lips.


              Turning away from the closed door, Miles leaned against it, smiling playing at his amused submissive.


              “So, what did you think?” he asked.


              “Of Gabrielle?”


              “Of course, of Gabrielle.”


              “I think she’s deluding herself,” Tessa said.


              “Oh? How so?”


              “I think she’d love to be submissive to you—bound, whipped and loved.”


              “Well, you did learn something then,” Miles retorted.


              “What about this ball, she talked about?” Tessa asked. She’d heard of Damien’s Ball, and just the thought of it sent a sinister shiver though her.


              “What about it?” he asked.


              “Would you take me?” she wondered.


              “Would you want to go?”


              “It sounds fascinating.”


              “It is,” Miles said, dropping the comment as he moved toward the kitchen and returned with a glass of juice for each of them.


              “So, you’ll take me?”


              “I might. But only if you’re ready to go on my terms.”


              Tessa had no idea what kind of terms he meant. “Would I wear a mask of feathers?” she asked, remembering the infamous costumes she heard so much about.


              “That’s possible. But you’re not going as Cinderella until you’ve paid your dues to the wicked step-mother and her sisters.” She looked at him puzzled, to which he flashed her another beguiling grin.  “You’ll just have to wait and see, won’t you?  Now go on and get cleaned up. Now!”


              She was about to follow his order, when she turned back to him with another question, “Just one thing?” 


              “Yes?” 


              “She orgasms with you fucking her, doesn’t she?”


              “So?” 


              “I don’t, not like that.”


              “I like the way you come, I’m in control,” Miles said.


              “But perhaps we could climax together, sometime?”


              “We will Tessa. Just remember, our arrangement isn’t about romance and fine artistry, it’s about sex.”


    


    


  




  

    Chapter Six


    


    Miles threw Tessa an old sweatshirt. “Here put this on,” he told her.


              Tossing the faded gray over her soft curls, the sweatshirt fell lewdly off one shoulder.  


              Miles enjoyed the look “And these should do,” he added as he handed her a pair of biker shorts that fit skintight around her ass. The Lycra rubbed against her sore stripes, and with each move she made, the discomfort reminded her they were there. She was certain Miles had planned it that way.


              “Where are we going?” she asked, when they were in his small sports car, speeding away from the garret, top down, wind blowing through her hair. Such sumptuous freedom.


              “I’m taking you home.”


              “To my apartment?” She was startled. 


              “Is that not home?”


              “Well, yes. I suppose it is.” She could hardly mask her disappoint. 


              They rode in silence, the sound of the wind making it too difficult to hear each other.  Miles was typically silent; and Tessa, realizing that her extended “date” with her Dominant lover was over, didn’t want to talk. She was already missing him, and the garret, the floggers, the whips and his unbridled imagination.


              At her apartment, Miles followed her into the building and crossed the lobby to the elevators where they waited in a fitful silence for the elevator to reach ground level. When the behemoth machine ground to a stop, the doors pulled apart, an impatient Martine ran into them as she was exiting. Her brisk departure interrupted, she looked at the two in amazement.


              “Well, where the hell have you been?” Martine grilled her roommate.


              “This is Miles,” Tessa said. As usual, Martine was wearing black from head to toe.  Sometimes she looked like a witch, taking her somber air to the extreme; but today she was quite attractive, in a filmy black skirt and blouse that draped around her small firm frame.  Her long hair was tied atop her head like a Gibson girl, with little wisps falling around her face, softening the effect of her stern eyes and tight set jaw. 


              “Ah! The dominant,” Martine remarked, taking Miles’ hand in hers and looking him squarely in the eye. She was impressed—and so little impressed the jaded Martine. “You’ve been whipping her butt? She likes that you know?”  The three strolled together toward the front door. 


              “Yes, I’ve been taking good care of her,” Miles said, pleasantly, with his eyes totally fixed on the forthright Martine.


              It frightened Tessa seeing her lovers standing side by side, though she wasn’t sure yet why the jolt of trepidation flew through her like a Halloween bat.


              “Yes, you do that, Miles Bryce. You take good care of my Tessa,” Martine said, “perhaps you’ll discover what I’ve known about her all along.”


              “And what is that?” Miles inquired.


              “Her sexual greed. There’s nothing she won’t do for her cunt.”


              Miles nodded as if he understood, not once did he take his eyes off the irrepressible woman. “Thank you for your appraisal, I’ll keep that in mind.” He shook her hand familiarly as if he’d known her for some time.


              “Yes, I’m glad we met,” Martine added with a secretive smile, and she was out the door.


              “You’re lovers?” Miles guessed, as he watched the distinctive swish of Martine’s ass.    “Sometimes,” Tessa replied.


              “And she knows your sexual tastes. I thought you said you’ve never been whipped. Did you lie to me?”


              “No. I’ve never been whipped, until you. Martine just knows me—or so she thinks. She does enjoy taking advantage of me whenever she likes.”


              “Takes advantage of you—you’re telling me you don’t like making love to her?”


              “It’s rarely what you’d call making love.”


              “So it’s sex.  Do you like it?”


              “Of course,” Tessa answered, remembering what turned her on about Martine.  “I like that her body is different from a man’s.  I like the way she touches me, the way she licks my cunt, and scratches me with her fingernails.  It’s just sometimes… her attitude….” She didn’t want to say more.


              “And her attitude is what?”


              She thought a moment before replying, “Overbearing,” the only word that seemed to work. 


              Miles eyes lightened mischievously, “You mean Dominant.”


              “Yes, I suppose so.” 


              “I’m surprised that bothers you,” he said. 


              “I know. It doesn’t seem reasonable—considering how much I like you controlling me.  But you’re different.” She didn’t want to discuss the matter more, but Miles pressed her.


              “I’d like to see her whip you sometime,” he said, as the moved toward the elevators. “And I will fuck her,” he added.


              Tessa stopped her tracks.         


              “That bothers you?” Miles asked.


              “Are you going up with me?” she asked, ignoring the question.


              “No, I’m not going up,” he said. “Now answer my question.”


              “And if I don’t?”


              “You can have my belt across your ass right here?” He sounded serious. 


              Turning toward him like a pouting schoolgirl, she gazed at him, trying to fend off the threatening tears, “You know, you can have any woman you want, why would you suddenly want Martine?” 


              “Yes, I can have any woman I want. But that’s not what I asked the question. Tell me, does it bother you that I want Martine?” 


              She knew the right answer and the real one, and finally responded with the truth, “Yes, it does.”


              “Good,” he said, “that’s all the more reason for me to have her.”  His words were laced with arrogance that she didn’t like. “Where does she work?” he asked.


              “At the museum.”


              “With you?”


              “No, in acquisitions.”


              The elevator, creeping like a ponderous dinosaur, came to a rattling halt once again.  As the doors jerked open, Tessa saw it rescuing her from a conversation she wanted ended.  Though as she waved to good-bye, she feared that more than just the conversation was finished.  It seemed a time of innocence with Miles was ending too.  She watched a strangely winsome grin flash across his face, before he disappeared from view, and shivered, suddenly cold as ice.


    


    ***


    


    Two days later, Martine came barging into the apartment after work, ready for a major proclamation. She loved the drama of outrageous pronouncement, and this one was high drama indeed—Tessa could tell before she said a word.


              “He came to see me today,” Martine said.  Like two darts meant to hurt, her eyes shot through Tessa’s blank, unknowing face.


              “Who?”


              “Your boyfriend, silly.”


              “And what did he want?”


              “To take me out.”


              “Oh. When?” 


              “Tonight.”


              “Are you going?”


              “Of course.”  She took off her shoes and threw them in a corner.  “He’s fascinating, but you already know that, don’t you?  The man captivates my roommate, sometime lover, for days, and then turns around and asks me out like it’s no big deal.  I love it. What a scoundrel.”  Martine retreated to her bedroom, from where Tessa could hear her tearing through her closet. “You got yourself a real bad one this time,” she called out. “I’m really surprised that you’re handling this so calmly,” she added with complete admiration.  


              They had a common temperament, she guessed. And strangely, the idea of the two of them together excited her and she couldn’t deny the pleasant sexual churnings in her belly, even if didn’t like that fact.


              Martine returned to the room wearing a pair of leather pants, buttoning her red leather bustier around her breasts. “Besides,” she went on, “the idea of your sitting at home pining for him while we dance the night away… I find that a perfectly shameful, but fitting thing to do.  It’ll piss you off, won’t it?”


              “You know, you are really dreadful,” Tessa exclaimed.


              “Oh, I am, I know it.” Martine suddenly changed her look, staring right a Tessa’s crotch with a bewildered expression. “Where’d you get those shorts?”


              “Why do you ask?”


              “Because I know they aren’t yours.”


              “Maybe I bought them.”


              “Did you?”


              “No,” she admitted, “Miles gave them to me. She looked down at shorts as if she’d forgotten she had them on.  


              “Take them off,” her roommate ordered.


              “Why?”


              “Take them off, I want to see your ass.”


              Tessa looked at her, knowing that she could refuse her demand; but as usual, it didn’t seem important to deny Martine her wishes. The command could easily have come from Miles—perhaps he’d told her to inspect her ass.  Then, the demand would be as much Miles’ as Martine’s. 


              Sighing wearily, Tessa tugged at the waistband of the snug shorts and pushed them over her hips until they dropped to her ankles. Between her thighs, the silky hairs of her pussy gleamed for Martine to see, but this was nothing new. 


              “And your shirt, take it off, too. I want to see what he’s done.”


              Why would she ask this? What was the purpose other than the raw eroticism that seemed to have been so deliberate on Martine’s part and tacitly accepted by Tessa. It was obvious, her nakedness and her display of it was exciting them both. 


              “Turn around.” Martine couldn’t stop, and Tessa obeyed, showing off her buttocks, and what was left of the bruising cuts. There were still at least a dozen clear spots where the nasty buggy whip had marked her skin, which Martine gazed at, Tessa waiting for a typically critical remark.


              “He got you good, didn’t he?” she finally said admiringly.           Tessa nodded. She was becoming damp between her legs. Whether it was the memory of the punishments, or revealing them to someone else, the careful examination was provoking in her a gnawing desire to have sex.


              Her arousal must have been obvious for Martine wasted little time taking her roommate by the hand, and leading her to the couch, where she pushed Tessa belly down, so that her bruised butt was available.


              “Oh, my, perhaps I should have whipped you myself. Stripes like these must have been welts to start.” Martine’s hands massaged the punished bottom, only to find Tessa responding, hips grinding erotically into the couch. “You little slut, this turns you on, doesn’t it?” She stroked the skin, and pinched it where it looked most sore.  


              “Ooooo, ouch,” Tessa seethed quietly, though her bottom continued to gyrate—she didn’t want Martine to stop.


              Grabbing a pillow, Martine shoved it under Tessa’s groin so that her rear was bobbing high in the air. Slipping a finger between her ass cheeks, she prodded deep into Tessa’s rear cleft, the prone sub responding, parting her legs and raising her ass, so that her lover had better access to her sex. A single finger pushed against her asshole.


              “Did he fuck you here?” he asked.


              “No.”   


              “Bet he will.”


              Tessa didn’t reply, the answer were all too obvious.


              “Anyone been inside your ass?” Martine wondered as her finger wiggled beyond the tight rosette. 


              “No.” 


              The deeper the woman’s finger prodded her, the more Tessa’s whole sex ached. Wiggling against the invading probe, the finger slipped deeper still.  


              “You want more, don’t you, you vile little tramp!”


              Tessa could only groan in agreement. 


              Pulling away, Martine strolled to a nearby cabinet, pulling out a jar of cream and a dildo: an eight inch long prick, three inches around, which they’d used many times inside their cunts, but never in an ass.


              “Martine, no! It’s too big!” Tessa objected. But that did not deter Martine who was busily greasing the shaft so it would easily slip inside her victim’s virgin anus.


              “It’s as big as he’ll be, I bet. If you can handle him, you can handle this.”


              “Martine!” 


              Her pleading was ignored. “Just relax, little tramp, you owe me this. After all, you were mine first.”


              “I was never yours,” Tessa snapped back curtly as she tried to wiggle away.


              “Oh no you don’t.” The stronger Martine planted an arm around Tessa’s waist and held her firmly.  With the other hand, she pried apart Tessa’s clenched ass cheeks.  “You’d better open up, slut, or I’ll shove it in you, and it’ll hurt like hell.” 


              Too horny and too unprepared for a fight, Tessa relinquished any claim on her rear. There was no point in fighting Martine, especially when her body was screaming to have the channel filled with cock; such peculiar feelings were too splendid to give up. Parting her legs, she let Martine’s hand open her wide enough so that the thick shaft of the dildo pressed against her anus. As the head of the dildo, shaped just like the head of a cock, pushed open the tight barrier, her sphincter released slowly.  It wasn’t easy.


              “Ouch, that hurts.”


              “Because you’re too tense,” Martine purred in her ear. With just half of the dildo inside, she rolled Tessa on to her side. “Play with your cunt and relax.”


              Tessa’s hand went between her legs, finding the place she loved most to rub, toying with the sensuous folds as Martine pushed the fat prick deeper into her rear channel. After its initial reluctance, the tight place finally gave way completely, so that the eight long inches nestled in her ass. She sighed with relief and began to grind her rear against the invading prick.


              “Ooooo yes…” her voice trailed off.


              Martine began to pump the thick cock in and out of her roommate’s ass.


              “Oh god yes, god yes, do it more,” the fucked girl screamed, as the dildo rammed her ass vigorous thrusts, even as her hands played the clit and juicing hole.  “Damn yes… please more, Martine, don’t stop… ”


              “You bet I won’t,” Martine answered.


              Tessa was weeping, tears of pleasure running down her cheeks, her orgasm rising inside like one fierce clap of thunder rolling through her body. “Aaaarughhhhh, yeeeeesss, yeesssss.”  She clenched against the dildo and her own hand—once, twice, a half dozen times more and then fell limp against the bed, exhausted. 


              She was aware of nothing until she felt Martine stroking her bottom: her stripes, bruises and violated rear hole.  Turning Tessa onto her back, she smiled down on her with a familiar cunning grin of celebration. “You’re so easy, Tessa. The only thing you care about is your cunt, and now of course, your ass.” She hissed the word gleefully. “I was right, wasn’t I? You could take it all. Next time, I’ll strap the dildo on and ram you like a man.”         


              Tessa’s eyes were glassy, tearing still. She could hardly think, let alone reply to her scheming lover’s threat.


              “Now,” Martine smirked, slapping Tessa’s thigh with a firm whack. “If he asks, you can tell him that I had your ass first.” Martine stood up, shrugged her off and walked away to get ready for her date.


    


    


  




  

    Chapter Seven


    


    Putting the finishing touches on the display, Tessa was behind the glass bending over. Miles saw it all: the tops of her stockings, the garters, and the delicious swell of her upper thighs that would meet at her pussy. Did she realized how she looked? 


              He watched her for some time, until she became uneasy, and a little voice inside her head told her to turn around.


              “You bastard!” she mouthed to him, when she saw him on the other side of the glass display front. She motioned him to a side door behind the display, to a storeroom filled with mannequins, props, drapes and novelties still in storage.


              “Are you finished?” he asked.


              “Very close,” she asked him.


              “I want you to pose again?”


              “You mean more time away from the museum?”


              “If it can be arranged?”


              “Only after these displays are finished.”


              “How long will that take?”


              She cocked her head, mused on the thought and guessed, “Three days, maybe?” Her eyebrows knit in consternation. “I’m not really sure.”


              “Three days should do,” Miles said, “I’ll be ready for you then.”


              “Three days for what?”


              “Three days for you to finish here, and three days of preparation.”


              “What kind of preparations?”


              He didn’t answer, but gazed around the storeroom instead. He could make due here with dozens of useful props available. He started, grabbing for a length of rope. 


              “Stand still and put your hands behind you.”


              “Here? Right now?” she questioned him.


              “Yes, here. Yes, right now. No one’s going to see us—although I’m not sure you wouldn’t like that.”


              Yes, and audience would startling, but certainly not here!


                Tessa turned around and let him bind her hands behind her. “I bet you’ve been waving this nasty backside of yours all day, bending over like that.  I wonder who else got to see that fine view?”


              “No one but you,” she assured him.


               “Too bad. Though now that I’m here, I won’t waste a perfect opportunity,” he said.  From out of no where, a leather spanker appeared in his hand. 


              “What if someone hears?” she asked.


              “You won’t make a sound, Tessa. Besides, this doesn’t strike that loudly, that’s why I chose it.”


              Reaching out to her, he opened her blouse to find her studded breasts without a bra and naked. A sudden flick of his hand and the spanker landed on her right breast and then again on the left. 


              “Ooooo…no…” she gasped.  


              It wasn’t pain she felt, far from it. Her body begged for her submission; now days since their last time together, she needed this badly. He’d been with Martine the last two nights and she wondered if he still wanted her.


              The spanker snapped against her breasts a half dozen more times each side, until the white flesh was glowing red.  Then he came down with the leather on the very tips, where the skin was most tender, and the studs poked through her nipples, where it stung like crazy to have them nipped by the edge of the spanker. 


              “Oh, please!” she murmured, her face screwing up into a frightful scowl.


              His slapped her face.


              “You’ll take what I give you, Tessa. Be careful how you protest.”


              Continuing his torment, he worked her tits until they burned. Then, whipping her around, he thrust her over a saw horse conveniently standing just behind her.


              “I should have come here before, it’s inspiring what you have to work with.”  He pushed her short skirt to her waist, finding her ass clothed in a thong panty, and garter-belt.  He pulled at the thong. “Panties?” he growled.  He pulled the thong so hard it hurt, cutting her along the soft flesh it was meant to cover.


              “Please,” she whimpered.


              “And where did these come from? I thought I told you to keep this cunt of yours naked?” She said nothing, seconds later feeling the crack of leather against her ass. “Is that not what I told you,” he demanded an answer.


              “Yes, Miles.”


              “Too bad. I was planning to fuck you, spank you a little, and then fuck you.  Now I’ll have to punish you. You’ll regret this blunder.”


              She wasn’t surprised that he’d spank her ass; the leather had already heated her breasts. But now she’d angered him and worried over the consequence of her misbehavior.  


              The leather flew ferociously, striking her bottom in fast, repeated strikes. She wanted to cry, but kept her anguish to herself. She couldn’t have a janitor or curator appearing on the scene and finding her this way. She groaned deeply, and struggled with her hands—only to find the bonds becoming tighter the more she pulled against them.  


              “Please Miles, please stop, I’m so sorry,” she whispered passionately. 


              He ignored the comment and continue the blows.


              The awkward position over the wooden sawhorse was painful; and she had to spread her legs wide to keep from toppling forward. But this position only opened her cleft more lewdly and allowed the leather to strike between her rear cheeks where the cuts blistered the skin. 


              She wanted to let loose with a frantic howl, but couldn’t. 


              When Miles finally stopped, she hoped this was the end to her ordeal, but instead, she saw the man fish around the storeroom.  “This should do,” he said. 


              From the corner of her eye she saw the bamboo in his hand—a piece from an old display, tossed in a corner, no use to the museum. If she’d known what it would do to her rear, Tessa would have begged him to find something else.         


              A sizzling sound cut through the air, an instant later, the bamboo landed with a snap across both ass cheeks. 


              “Yeeeaw…” she couldn’t help the cry that surfaced, splitting the air with her instantaneous woe.


              “It hurts, doesn’t it, Tessa?” he chortled satisfied that he was cutting her more deeply than he ever had before.


              He landed another strike in the same place, and she fought to squelch the pain and the scream about to blare from her mouth. Another two strikes with the same fierce action, and sobs spilled from her gut. Soft as her cries were by necessity, they were as impassioned as a blood curdling scream. “No more please,” she wailed at Miles in a savage whisper.


              “No more what?” he said, as if he were laughing at her. Another two stripes devastated her rear.  She would have fallen forward on her head, just to get away from another, but thankfully, that wasn’t necessary. Miles pulled her up by her bound hands, and held her around the waist, whispering in her ear.


              “A good submissive anticipates her dominant’s will, and she never, ever, fails to do as she’s told.”


              Her sobbing made her body heave, made tears spill on to Miles’ arm. He waited until she had quieted body and soul, holding her, letting his forceful command consume her. Though calmer, her bottom still burned with a fierce fire tearing through the wounded flesh. 


              At last, he let go of her waist and pushed her back against the sawhorse to view the damage.  All six cuts had left cruel welts, and in two places he’d broken the skin, just slightly. Removing his handkerchief, he dabbed the specks of blood away.


              “How lovely,” he exclaimed. “I imagine these will last some time. You’d better watch yourself, Tessa, or you may never heal this tender place.”  He pulled her to her feet again.


              “I’m sorry about the panties, I wasn’t thinking,” she apologized.  


              “Don’t waste your apology.  Following my wishes is what matters.”


              “But, I wasn’t certain if you still wanted me.”


              “Why would you think that?” he asked, both annoyed and surprised by the admission.


              “Martine.”


              “Really?  Martine thought otherwise, that you were actually aroused by my screwing her.”


              “I am, but I don’t think I should be.”


              “Why’s that?”


              “I want you totally devoted to me,” she said innocently.


              “And I am. Completely.”  He was totally sincere. “Remember, Martine is not you.”


              “I know that.” She tried to smile.


                “Then trust what we have together, little captive.”  He patted her on her bare, bruised rear.        


              “I wish I had,” she confessed.


              “I would think so. And it’s too bad. Now, you’ll just have to wait for another time.”


              “Another time?”


              “For sex,” he explained.  He looked down at her exposed womanhood.  


              With her skirt still around her waist Tessa gazed down at her cunt, at the curly hair, and the soft swell where it made a mound full enough for Miles to grab with his hand.  He looked as if he wanted to change his mind, and for an instant, she was sure he’d screw her.  But instead, he simply ran his hands through her pubic hair. “I think I’ll have you shave this soon,” he informed her.  “The hair will become an obstruction to other things.  As soft as it is to touch, what’s underneath is even softer.”  He pulled at her hair as he made his point.        


              “You want me shave it for next time?” Tessa asked.


              “No, not yet. When I tell you.  Give you something to think about. Before I’m finished with you, love, your body will tell all the world what you are.”


              The very idea boggled her mind. She couldn’t even guess his thoughts, though she was particularly curious about one comment, “You’re planning to “finish” with me, as if I’m some project?” 


              He smiled. “No, my darling, there’s no real finishing, you can be certain of that. If nothing else, whipping your delicious body will keep me satisfied for a very long time.  And on that account, we’ve only begun to discover your limits.”


              His implications were threatening. But he was also reassuring. She couldn’t imagine losing him to Martine, or anyone else for that matter.  She couldn’t imagine losing the wildness, and the fine freedom he gave her each time they were together.


              “Think!” he said again. He pulled at her pubic hair with a fierce tug, as if he were going to pull it off. “Imagine how it might feel to have your naked cunt take the whip.”


              She cringed. Yet her eyes were fixed on him, and his adoring gaze kept her from letting the horror of his designs unnerve her.  Wrapped in his embrace, she could only feel protected and cared for.  


              He yanked at the thong panties, still drawn up inside her, the material burning into her the way the cuts had burned.  He pulled a pocket knife from his pants and cut them free, then pocketed the useless piece of cloth, as if she didn’t trust her with them. 


              “Three days,” he said, making quick work of the knots that still held her hands bound behind her. “The car will come by for you after work”


              Then, he was gone.  


              Her bottom ached.  The were apt reminders of his dominance over her. Her skirt rubbed against them and with every step she wanted to wince.  What could he possibly do more except wield his passions across her more tender places?


    


    


  




  

    Chapter Eight


    


    Tessa was dropped at the door of Mile’s garret on Friday night. His limousine and driver had been in front of the museum waiting for her when she left that afternoon. No Miles, just his aide, ready to whisk her away into another unknown. 


              She wondered how long this interlude from the real world would last, if she wouldn’t rather this be her entire world, reveling in bondage, surrendering to Miles’ capricious schemes. His odd carnival feast of lust made her tremble so, but she’d never been so satisfied with sex or her life.  


              For three days after his surprise visit to the museum, dizzying expectations wracked her brain. Her body was constantly hot, though there was little place to put her raging urges, since Miles still seemed more enamored with Martine than he was with her—at least when it came to having his own sexual needs satisfied.  Martine went out with him two more times, leaving the apartment each night dressed whorishly, clothes barely covering significant sexual body parts. Her ass had a splendid swish inside her tight skirts, while her breasts bobbed softly against the fabric of her stretchy tops.  


              “Do you think he’ll like it?” she asked Tessa, her wicked make-up and tousled hair were straight from the pages of a pornographic magazine.


              “I’m sure he will,” she answered evenly.  


              “He likes my ass. Squeezes it hard.” 


              “That should suit you, you’re a closet submissive, we both know that,” Tessa observed.


              “Jealous, are we?”


              “No.”  It was only half a lie.


              Martine looked down at her with sultry eyes. “You know, you’re very good being this coy.  I’d be pissed as hell if it were me.”


              “Well, I’m not you,” Tessa reminded her.


              “I know,” she replied triumphantly. “And I’ll be on his arm tonight, I’ll be in his bed, and I’ll eat breakfast from his plate in the morning,” she said, waving her ass near Tessa’s face. “Have a nice night.” She swaggered out the door, leaving traces of her spicy perfume in the air.


               The bitch returned in the morning with her face beaming, though she said little about her escapade. Tessa couldn’t be sure if that was because sex with Miles was indescribable, or disappointing. She decided that she would rather not know—especially since her body was screaming for some completion, besides what she gave herself with her own hand, and she didn’t like hearing about what she couldn’t have. 


              As Tessa climbed the long stairway toward Miles’ garret on the third floor, the only thing she could think about was how much she wanted to be spirited away into this lost world where nothing made sense, nothing was normal and nothing was logical, where everything was a function of pure carnal satisfaction. She liked thumbing her nose at rules that condemned her for her inborn desires. “Let them have their morality, and have no fun,” she would say to herself.  While the straight world was busy being desperate and unsatisfied, she realizing herself in the bosom of utter, sweet decadence.  


              Reaching the top of the stairs, she was almost out of breath. The door to the garret ajar, she pushed it open, surprised to see that the scene inside had changed, in much the same way that a theatre set changes with a new act of a play.


              There was a darker hue about the large room. The drapes no longer soft white, now deep cranberry-colored velvet. The bed on the platform, once draped in white, was now also covered by a darker shade of cloth, a bedspread with a muted paisley design. The day was overcast, so the light entering through the massive skylights was gloomy at best. And there was one distinct addition to the room: a strange apparatus hanging from the ceiling, a rope dangling from a heavy hook, with leather straps hanging down from that. She shivered know that this was for her, but her fear did not deter her excitement. 


              A quiet comforting beauty accompanied the new arrangement. She  marveled at the changes, knowing the atmosphere suited Miles’ purposes, mystical and enigmatic like Miles himself.  Her body responded with a gentle erotic rush, even though she knew that there was something ominous about this unexpected transformation.              


              Hearing a shuffling sound behind her, Tessa turned to see a strange man. Across the room opposite the bed, he was setting up a video camera and a bank of lights.


              “Hello?” she said.  She approached him cautiously.


              “Tessa?” he guessed.


              “Yes.”  


              “Hector,” he introduced himself, politely holding out his hand for a conventional handshake.


              Tessa nodded, still puzzled by his presence. She gazed about the room. “It’s changed.”  


              “Like it?” he asked.      


              “Yes, I guess I do,” she said, letting eyes drift form corner to corner to corner.  Returning her attention to the stranger and his video camera, she concluded only one thing.  “You’re going to film me?”


              “Yes he is,” Tessa heard Miles’ voice answer the question, coming from behind her in the direction of the bathroom. She turned to see him walking toward her, beaming broadly.  He was wearing a black silk shirt and pair of black pants, his hair tied neatly in a pony tail, and the ring in his ear gleamed. Oh! How she’d missed him and this garret!


              “Are you still going to sketch me?” she asked.


              “Of course.”


              “But this?” She gestured to the lights and the video camera.


              “Hector’s going to record what we do… when I want him to,” he said while wrapping an arm around Tessa’s waist and walking her to the bed.


              “But why?”


              “Isn’t the thought exciting?” 


              A little snicker crossed her face. She wondered if he was joking. “Just to excite me?”


              “It’ll be fun,” he assured her. “Then, I can watch the video and have you any time I want.”


              “But you can have me anytime you want now.” 


              “I know, but I want other people to see you too—and there’s a decent market for porn with a genuine sadistic, masochistic flavor.”


              “My God, I never thought of us that way.”


              “The rest of world does, and that’s no shame, is it now?”


              “No. I’m not ashamed at all, but you’ll sell the videos?  To strangers?”


              He shrugged. “Or give them away.  Don’t worry, the demand is limited; you won’t be in theaters across the country—or even on the Internet. Though, I should think you’d make a perfect subject for a feature film, instead of some of the drivel that’s passed off as art these days.”


              Tessa thought she could accept anything that Miles offered in their relationship, but she wondered at accepting this. Did he own her that completely? Did he have the right to display her body for all the world to see? It was a frightening thought.


              “Get out of your mind and into your cunt, my dear,” he told her, whispering in her ear.  His warm breath aroused her. “I can feel your body heat, and so can you. The very thought of making a X-rated movie is provoking all your  immoral desires.”  His hand pushed its way under her skirt and grabbed the flesh at her crotch. 


              She breathed deeply, realizing that he was right. “This is as obscene as anything I’ve ever done.”


              “Good, then you’ll love it. Don’t try to deny what you feel because I know what it is. You can’t escape anything with me.”


              That was true. 


                Miles sat down on the bed and brought her close to him. Raising her skirt, he pushed away her silky hair and began to finger her carefully. Pulling her to him, he licked the center of her sex, parting her labia to burrow deep within to her hidden clit. The hard bud protruded provocatively, now tender to touch. The way he held it open, even the air passing over it, made it sting. She jerked back, though he held her fast to his face with a firm hand planted on her sore behind. She quivered nervously, excitedly from head to toe, body seeking the satisfaction of a climax.


              Unfortunately, the brief interlude was just a tease. Miles pulled down her skirt. “I have things to do,” he said. “Be good while Hector finishes getting ready.”  He gave her a few patronizing pats on her bottom, then left the garret with Tessa standing beside the bed in stunned silence.


              “Perhaps, you’d be more comfortable if you sat down,” Hector suggested, after the photographer noticed her frozen stance.


              “Yes, I guess I would,” she replied, taking her seat on the velvety cloth that covered the bed. She felt the fabric against her legs, almost like satin would feel, inviting and sensuous. Sitting straight as a child might sit, her legs hung over the edge of the bed, not quite touching the floor. She put her hands in her lap politely, thinking that with all the lewd acts that she’d already performed in this place, she was feeling rather pristine, almost holy, like a virgin waiting to be violated by her husband for the first time.  Then again, wasn’t every sex act a virgin experience? Wasn’t every escapade an awakening to something new? 


              “Relax, girl,” Hector said. He’d been staring at her while she waited in her virtuous repose.  


              Hector was the kind of man Tessa used to fuck—playful eyes, the sparkling smile, the risqué Latin swagger in his hips. He’d be the kind to dance with her hips to hips, crotch to crotch, in lusty unison. She could get off just swaying against his protruding pouch of balls and cock. She’d feel his dick rising beneath his pants to meet her aroused mound, and they’d move on each other like lovers in bed.  


              Once, when she was in the cafe where she’d met Miles, a man like Hector, with the Hector kind of smile, unzipped his fly; and while the two were pressed together, surrounded by a crowd of frenzied dancers, he pulled her up enough to force his way inside her cunt.  They’d fucked on the dance floor until she came, and he had shot his load inside her. Her mystery man left her after he was fully spent, without even telling her his name.  But the memory of their scandalous liaison was one she’d never forget.  The only thing that might have made it better, would have been a crowd that watched—so she imagined. As it was, only Martine noticed.


              “Was he screwing you?” she’d asked her afterward.


              “He came in me,” Tessa answered.  


              “You little whore!”


              Tessa wasn’t sure why Martine thought it so obscene since it was something she would have done herself.  Maybe she was jealous.


              Hector would have screwed her in public being the kind of man who wouldn’t care who saw that pleasure was pleasure. Tessa read that in his heavy-lidded bedroom eyes.


              Now, However, Miles was the only man who really turned her on. His essence was so much more formidable than any affable gentleman, and she needed his rough, wicked sense of deviance to bring out her own. The Hectors of the world were for the novices in sex, for women who like to be wooed. Miles would never woo her, not in any traditional way.


              “So why do you do this?” she asked the man.


              Hector smiled, eyes far away for just an instant, as if he were gazing on some pleasant memory. Looking back at her, “I suppose I do it because I don’t have the guts to do what Miles is going to do to you.”     


              “And what’s he going to do?” she asked.


              “I’m not sure, I never am.”


              “Have you videoed him with other women?”


              “Half dozen, maybe.”


              “So, I’m just another in a long string?”


              “I wouldn’t say that.” 


              “Why not? Am I special?”


              He shrugged.  “Perhaps. You seem to have a lot of the qualities he’s looking for.”


              “And those are?”


              “Miles Bryce wants the perfect submissive.  He’s had a lot of women, but few match up to his demands.”          


                “And you think I will?”


              “That’s up to you,” Hector answered carefully. He would never speak for Miles, especially regarding his women. 


              “So, what was his last woman like?” 


              Hector looked at her for a moment, wondering if he should even be having this conversation. She was a charming diversion. And since Miles was gone, and he had no idea when he’d return, he had to pass the time some way. Fucking her had crossed his mind, but he never would. Not without Miles’ okay. He couldn’t risk pissing the boss off and losing the job. Miles paid too well for him to be that foolish.


              Tessa Cotille had a perfect body for a good screw, matchless curves, and a swell to her hips that made him want to grasp them in his hands and rove about their smoothness. He’d heard her nipples were pierced—a sight he couldn’t wait to see.  


              He’d have her naked before Miles returned—certainly that wouldn’t upset him. In fact, Miles would probably enjoy the picture of his submissive being photographed.


              “The last woman he screwed for the camera?” Hector remembered aloud. “Meg.”


              “Meg.”  Tessa repeated the name to herself.  “What was she like?”


              Hector laughed. “A prudish bitch—although she looked a little like you. Miles likes blondes. This one had the perfect shape, enormous tits, not better than yours, just bigger, and full lips. She probably shot them up with collagen.”


              “Were her breasts real?”


              “Yeah, they were real, real big.” Obviously the object of Hector’s admiration. 


              “What else? You said she was a prude?”


              “First class bitch. She liked looking good, but she was as cold as a whore when the money’s run out.” He chuckled to himself.


              “What happened to her?” 


              “I took about an hour’s worth of video, and Miles suddenly looks at me, and shrugs.  He was whipping her with a mild thong, and she was oooooing and ahhhhing—to a point.  Then she’d scream bloody murder, whenever he tried to make it hurt. Damn what a bitch!  She wasn’t submissive; she was like a Greek warrior, coming from the Trojan horse, ready to cut his throat. When she left, Miles was practically rolling on the floor, laughing like a hyena.”


              “A Greek, coming from the Trojan horse? Miles so vulnerable that he’d succumb to a woman like that? I can’t imagine him laughing like a hyena.”


              “He hardly succumbed to her… But hey, I’m sure I’ve said too much.  Take off your top.” 


              The sudden demand came as a shock.


              “I said, take it off, bitch,” he repeated when she didn’t respond.


              She was sorry she hadn’t complied right away, she really wanted to please him, almost as much as she wanted to please Miles. Reaching for the bottom of her black t-shirt, she pulled it over her head, at the same time pretending she was an erotic dancer doing special favors on command. 


              With the shirt off, her gold studs winked at him—which only shamed the man for being so familiar with Miles’ slut. He thought she was different than the others—except perhaps for Penny.  That broad would would have been perfect, excerpt she bolted in the middle of a damn good scene. This Tessa just might pass Miles’ thousand tests, and Hector hoped she would.  She would make them both a good bit of cash with the movies, not to mention the way she likely screw his cock. Hector was glad, he wasn’t as picky with his love life as Miles—he could never be so patient. 


              Behind the video camera, Hector focused on the gold studs as Tessa showed off her voluptuous torso like a professional. She was a natural in front of a lens, not at all shy, and not as reluctant as her earlier conversation with Miles might have indicated. Perhaps she just had to get used to the idea. After several minutes of good footage, Hector was ready for more. “Remove your skirt,” he ordered. 


              Tessa stood up, looked straight into the camera, and tugged at her mini-skirt, pushing it from her hips until it dropped to the floor at her feet and she was naked from the waist down.


              “Beautiful.” The camera whirred again while Tessa played the exotic dancer, moving her hips in a quite tango and forming a seductive pout with her lips. “That’s it… let me see your rear…”  The camera rolled as he watched through the viewer and his crotch began to tingle. Tessa looked over her shoulder, pouty, like the Playboy model’s layout and Hector’s dick turned stiff inside his jeans.


              He liked the stripes on her butt; though he almost winced himself, knowing what it took to put them there. He wasn’t fond of whips, and could never wield one thing the way Miles did. That aspect of his friend fascinated him. In fact, it was why he liked to work with Miles, recording the masterful way the man tamed this compliant kind of woman into an obedient slave.  He watched Miles challenge a woman like Tessa, who was at the edge of compliance and defiance at the same time. The dominant man feasted on that kind of confrontation, he and his submissive like two beasts facing off in the wild.  It took a very special kind of women to be his lover. 


              Hector sensed that Tessa was that kind of woman, little jewel that she was.  She’d be in pain, wrenching pain before the night was over, and loving it.


              Hector filmed her for some minutes until his own lust couldn’t take more. He’d either have to ignore the “hands off” arrangement with Miles and fuck her, or quit the video and take a break. Knowing he’d get laid before the night was over, he stopped filming, waiting for the main event.  


              “Let’s take a break,” he said. 


              This slut was disappointed, but obedient to his order, as she sat down on the bed. Again she sat demurely, hands in her lap, looking oddly self-conscious being naked and her clothes strewn across the floor.


              “I’m going for a Coke, you want something?” Hector asked.


              “No. Nothing,” she replied, as she watched Hector move to the kitchen.


              When the photographer didn’t come back right away, Tessa fell back on the bed and pulled a sheet over her bare limbs. Minutes later she was dozing, mind swirling in the middle of her rapacious sexual desires. 


              “Tessa!” She heard her name from Miles’ lips, his voice was sharp, piercing through her sleepy consciousness. “Tessa!” Hearing it again, she finally pulled up on one elbow, a languid sultry look in her eye as she gazed at her lover looking down on her impassively.  


              “Sleeping?” he inquired.


              “Yes, sir, it’s been a long week.”


              “That’s good, it’s likely to be a long night,” Miles said, as he sat next to her looking rather amiable. “Hector tells me you’re quite a tease for the camera.”


              “Oh, we were just having some fun,” she explained. 


              “And you wanted him to fuck you?” Miles asked.


              “I suppose so,” she answered. She hadn’t thought about it, even though the sexual heat between she and Hector had been building steadily as he filmed her. She’d only planned to make love to Miles, though she wouldn’t mind if she had them both.


              Pulling the blanket from her body, Miles saw her nude, the wet juices of her cunt beginning to form on the inside of her legs.  He reached between them and began to stroke her thighs, a finger quickly penetrated her vagina, pounding briskly in the wet opening. She leaned back against a pillow and let him have her.  With the languid warmth in the room, sleep still clouding her mind, and Miles’ earnest probing of her cunt, she was ripe for a quick climax.


              Yet, before she came, he ripped his hand away, rose from the bed, and walked to the back of the room. 


              Tessa gazed around adjusting her eyes to the light. It seemed the room was even smaller now that the sun had set and there was nothing but starlight coming in through the skylight. While she’d slept, there had been more changes—Oriental screens had been placed around the platform making her bed even more like a stage.


              When Miles returned he had a key in hand, and was reaching overhead to where the strange apparatus was hanging. Tessa watched him unlock the wrist cuffs, and felt a wild sweep of desire as he grasped her wrists inside the cuffs and locked them so that only his key would free her. She was more a captive, in a literal sense, than she’d ever been, and the effect was frightening—even as her cunt gave away her desire, leaking its fragrant sexual nectar. Sitting tall inside her bonds, her breasts protruded from her chest like ornaments, and her nipples stood on end as the chilly air turned them into proud knots.


              Hearing a humming sound from somewhere in the room, she fought to recognize it, until it dawned on her that Hector was filming her again. She turned toward him, seeing the lens focused directly on her breasts, the nipples, and the gold studs.


              “Think of the eyes that will be watching you,” Miles whispered in her ear. “How much my friends will enjoy the beauty of your submission.” He turned to Hector. “What do you think? Another set of studs to match these. Her nipples are easily large enough to handle another piercing.”


              “I prefer rings myself,” Hector replied.


              “Rings, of course,” Miles agreed. “Two sets perhaps, different sizes, more to pull on.”  He tweaked the studded nipples with his fingers, and watched her pained response…detecting the sensuous pleasure behind the pain. 


              Backing off to the side, he admired her torso with her arms stretched overhead. He could gaze at her for hours, think of the ways he’d mark her, of the trinkets that would decorate her body.            


              Grabbing a pulley attached to her bonds, he tugged at the ropes so that she was forced to rise from the bed. Though he allowed her time to move, she had to scamper quickly to the edge where her feet landed on the floor and she was pulled up tighter still, her hands and arms high above her head. She was stretched until she was standing on tiptoe. The camera recorded it all, the way she wanted to tug against the ropes, the way she was stretched taut, the way Miles didn’t stop pulling until she was exactly as he wanted her.


              Seeing Tessa restrained excited both men, which was duly registered in their crotches. They gazed at her for several minutes, seeing the look of frightened anguish cross her face as she wondered what would happen next. 


              “Spread your legs,” Miles ordered her. He tied off the ropes, to secure her confinement, while Tessa struggled obey his order.          


              “I can’t!” she finally pleaded, trying to wriggle away.


              “You’re not trying, my dear,” Miles countered calmly. 


              Her struggling made it worse; relaxing, she found her attempt less painful, as if the leather and ropes stretched to accommodate her need.


              “I’d suggest you get used to this pose. I like it so much, I suspect I’ll keep you here as long as is physically possible.”


              “Perhaps the spreader bar Miles?” Hector interjected.


              “Maybe, let’s see how well she holds up. She’s a little more compliant now; if she behaves, I won’t need to use it.” 


              For some minutes the camera whirred, and Miles’ sketch pen flew across a sheet of paper at his easel. Both men captured Tessa’s taut and yielding form, her head bowed to one side in a look of perfect resignation.


              Of course she was resigned; Tessa had no choice but to relent. And after some moments, both body and mind succumbed, a full flood of warmth flowed through her. Her cunt moistened readily, and she knew, after Miles was finished with his sketching, that she’d feel some sort of lash against her skin. She could easily wait; getting used to this level of submission took some time.  She was thankful he was so absorbed with his work, since it gave her time to adjust.


              It didn’t take long for Miles to finish the black and white sketch. “There,” he announced as he laid on the last stroke. His voice shook her back to reality, and she opened her eyes to see a lovely picture of herself. The lines of her body were drawn with bold, angular motions, the pout on her lips was seductive. Did she look that aroused? Or was this Miles’ interpretation of her. 


              Miles moved the easel to a corner out of the way. And after putting away his pencils and wiping his hands, he proceeded to the trunk, standing there for some seconds perusing the chest full of wicked implements. Her chose two, as he had before, one to warm her and one to cut. Although this time, both implements were longer than the ones he’d previously used, as he intended to stand some distance away when he punished her—a dramatic distance particularly suited for the videotape.        


              Approaching his submissive, a savage scowl crossed his face, as though he was angry with her. Was he punishing her as he had in the museum days before?  It was the same nasty scowl, the same wrinkled brow, and the same gleam in his dark eyes.        


              “So soft and delicate,” he said, as his hand tenderly touched her cunt. He massaged her there, lovingly.  “So juicy.”  He smeared the wetness over the mound, then felt her from front to back, parting her labia, and moving a finger along the moistened cleft. “You really love this don’t you?” he asked.


              “Yes,” she whispered so softly that he couldn’t hear.


              “What was that you said?”


              “Yes, I love it,” she answered respectfully.


              She gasped as he fingered her, each small touch sending more spasms through her wanting body. It would take little to make her cum; but Tessa was not so naive to think that he’d allow an orgasm so soon.


              Instead, her artful Dominant backed away and picked up his weapon, one with three-foot long thongs dangling from the large handle. The other implement dropped out of sight before Tessa could see it clearly.


              The sounds, the whooshing noise of the leather against air filled Tessa’s ears, and her body bucked as the first blow hit just below her waist with the thongs reaching across her entire abdomen to the top of her thigh.


              “Ah!” she gasped, body tingling pleasurably.


              The next blow struck higher, across her breasts.


              “Oh, oh, oooo,” she whimpered softly. This was more intense. 


              The flogging continued, from her breasts to her thighs, then back to her breasts. Lashes covered her everywhere, the thongs reaching around to bite against her tender sides, then hitting her breasts and cunt straight on.


              “Oh, please!” she finally gasped, as the thongs lapped her body like waves lapping on the shore. “Oh, oh my … ah yes.” It was seduction, and pleasure, and a biting sting, and then just the most perfect rush of sensation. How sweet the pain! 


              The camera whirred unemotionally at its measured distance, capturing every blow with unfailing accuracy.  Neither Tessa nor Miles paid any attention, as both were too enthralled with each other—Tessa with the whip that struck her, Miles with the ecstatic rush that ripped through him as he laid on the sensuous punishment.


              Once he had her entire front side blushing pink, he turned her around, and began in earnest on her back.  


              “Oooooo ouch, oh my,” her sultry voice answered each stroke.  Each blow was a little piece of lighting against her skin, just a hairsbreadth from painful. The flogging warmed her with a fire that spread beyond the blows, taking her to a near orgasmic bliss. But Miles was not about to leave her without a more remarkable reminder of her submission. He’d thought about it for days, the way he’d finally mark her abdomen and her thighs. He’d imagined it, especially when he would gaze at the sketches he’d drawn of her.  He could clearly see the marks in his mind.       


              “Hummmmm, yesss,” she purred like a cat, her eyes glimmering when he looked at her. There were demons shining there and it was time to turn her pleasure into agony.


              He laid down the whip and let her wriggling body rest, then turned her around so that he could inspect her chest and belly. Already, the pink blush had faded away, and there was little trace of the whip’s blows. He stroked her as she jerked. “Oh god, Sir, I could come,” she gasped.


              “I’m sure you could, but not yet.” He caressed her thighs. “You won’t even have to look in the mirror to see your stripes; when I’m finished, all you’ll need to do is look at your belly to see the impressions.”  


              She looked down at her creamy skin, wondering what it would look like to wear marks of his dominance in such an obvious place.  Would it thrill her the way the ones on her bottom had?


              “These.” He was stroking her breasts, admiring the soft round orbs and the studs at her nipples. “Perhaps I’ll mark these too. Then when I’m finished, we’ll find some appropriate way to show them off.” 


              She was simmering on the edge of fear, but not so frightened that she didn’t want him to proceed.          


              The second implement would be nothing like the teasing thongs that had seduced her.  This crop was three feet long, made of pliable leather; the shaft was firm, though it would bend when it was unleashed. The last few inches were quite soft, but only in looks. Two separate thin thongs dangled off the end and were tied together at the tip. With the proper snap of the crop, they would land with a ferocious cut against her skin.  


              “You’ll be happy to know, Tessa … this building is empty, except for the three of us. Your screams will be heard by no one but Hector and me.” He offered this chilling piece of trivia with a sly smirk on his smiling face.


              Like the bamboo days before, and the buggy whip before that, Miles’ instrument split the air with an unnerving hiss, and it landed against Tessa’s belly at the top of her pubic hair.


              “Gawd no!” she screamed, when the pain from the savage cut registered in her head. She went limp against her bonds; and the next cut landed at the top of her thigh, the tassel snapping nastily against her outer labia.


              “GOD NO!” she shrieked again and she tried to turn away.


              “Stand up, Tessa! Turn to me!” Miles ordered. 


              She was so frightened of the next cut that she could hardly move, managing to turn back only just the slightest bit.


              “Look at me!” Miles shot out.


              Trembling, she pulled herself up and looked her Dom in the eye.  


              Miles turned to Hector. “You see the look on her face?” he asked the photographer.


              “Terror,” Hector said. He’d seen it before, in other submissive targets of Miles’ dominance, but never was it so breathtaking to behold. Despite the pain, there was a fire in her eyes and she matched Miles’ fierce persona. This, both men admired.


              “Can you record that?” Miles asked.


              “Perfectly,” Hector answered.


              Taking Tessa off guard, Miles let the whip fly, its sharp edge catching her abdomen, extending its punishment down to the softer places on her cunt.


              “Yeeeeahhhhh!”  Her cry of woe lifted into the air, as the only reply she could fashion. There was no way to get away from the lash and its cutting tassel.  She didn’t dare look below, for fear of seeing blood where he’d cut the skin.


              Another three devastating cuts sizzled on the night breeze, landing in erratic fashion against her most vulnerable places. There was only one place more tender, and Miles was moving dangerously close to that target, though it was still tucked away and unavailable. 


              “Aaaauuugh, nooooooooo, aaaaaaaaaugghhh!” she screamed as the worst of the cuts seared her skin. The pain shot through her like an arrow, penetrating deeper than her skin.  The sound of her voice was the only sweet relief she could savor.


              It was eerily quiet when Miles finally stopped. Tessa waited for another blow with eyes closed, not realizing that Miles had already put the implement down and was simply staring at her.


              “How beautiful,” he murmured, gazing at the distinctive marks.


              Tessa opened her eyes seeing the same red welts. To her surprise, the skin was not broken; although the stripes were as distinct and raw as anything he’d laid across her backside. The two waited while Hector moved in closer, filming the mesmerizing streaks in all their colorful glory.


              When Miles reached out to touch them, Tessa winced. “Ouch!” she cried, though she was not in pain. The heat from the wounds was firing her, just as it had those times before., “Yes, yes.”


              Miles’ fingers traced each thin red line, watching her jerk as he touched the sensitive spot. Then his hand slowly moved from her abdomen to between her legs, where he fingered her labia and clitoris.  


              “Oh, my yes please,” she cried, joy sweeping through her body with wildly brilliant spasms. “Ah! yes!”  She threw her head back in ecstasy


              When Miles’ hand began to penetrate her cunt, she panted urgently, as he began with three, and then four fingers, and continued until he was forcing his whole fist into the lubricated opening.  


              “Ah, yessss!” she hissed. She couldn’t imagine that he’d fit his entire hand inside her, but she wanted it there, and her cunt expanded to receive him. Just as full fist was at the door about to push its way over the threshold, he pulled out, moving further back along her cleft and smearing her juices against her anal hole. Just as he’d done with her cunt, he began prodding one finger after another into her anus. She took a deep breath, scared, but still wanting him there.


              “Relax, my love,” he murmured in her ear.


              She sighed deeply.


              “You’ve been taken here before?” he asked.


              She remembered well that day with her roommate. “Once,” she replied, not wanting to explain Martine’s rape of her ass.


              “By whom?” Miles asked.


              “Ah, that feels like…” she ignored the question.


              “By whom?” Miles prodded.     


              “Does it really matter?”


              “I want an answer.”


              “Martine,” she replied, rocking against his hand. “Ah, yes, Sir!”


              “So, the bitch has had you here, I’d like to see that.”


              Tessa twisted against his hand, wondering how far it would go inside her ass.  


              “Yes, I’d like to see that,” Miles repeated. “Perhaps we could capture it on film.”  He turned toward Hector.


              “Perhaps a strap-on dildo,” Hector suggested.


              “Perfect,” he decided as his hand pushed further, Tessa’s sphincter releasing a little more with each thrust.


              “I’m sure she’d accommodate you anytime,” Tessa quipped sassily, though the flippant retort was ill-advised.


              “Yes, I’m sure she will,” Miles answered, taking her chin in his free hand and forcing her to look him in the eye. The verbal and physical probing were becoming more intense, as his fingers pushed into her anus, and as his eyes darkened with resolve. “If I allow her to have you, she’ll have you, Tessa, whether you like it or not. Do you understand?”  He punctuated his message with a vicious thrust of his hand, as his four fingers forced their way beyond her tight sphincter. The chastisement elicited another guttural cry.


              “Do you understand?” he repeated himself. 


              “Yes, Sir!” Tessa answered back as the searing pain made her eyes well with tears.


              Miles finally backed off. 


              Resuming a more pleasurable probing of her backside with one hand, he began playing with her cunt with his other, making it feel as if she had two cocks inside her. The climax was close, her body about to spasm, and yet, she was quick to realize that any orgasm Miles might allow was a long way off. He had other things in mind.


              Confident that she was ready for him, he withdrew his hands and turned her around so that the camera would have a clear shot of the anal entry.


              “It might be better if took her to the bed,” the photographer suggested.


              “Of course it would, but then it wouldn’t be much of a challenge for any of us,” Miles answered smiling.


              Hector was used to Miles’ demands, just “a submissive photographer slut,” he called himself, when he was pressed to do the job the man wanted. But it was worth it, an unparalleled experience photographing nasty smut. Besides, he could sense his own participation would soon be required and his dick was getting hard in anticipation. 


              Miles stripped himself of his clothes, leaning into Tessa’s back and feeling her silky skin against his. 


              “Relax, relax,” he whispered softly, as he stroked his erection and pressed it between her rear cheeks. 


              A few feet away, Hector captured the slow deliberate entry as Miles’ cock remained poised at the brink of Tessa’s anus, and then with a steady push was forced.


              She squirmed and held her breath.


              “Relax and it won’t hurt.”          


              She knew that was true, even though the idea of his cock inside her seemed impossible. This was much different than Martine’s fake prick—alive, pulsing, human, urgent and responsive. 


              As his hands reached around and grabbed her hips, the head of his penis pushed harder and she released, allowing more of his thick shaft inside her ass. There was not a whimper, not a cry at all, and he was proud of her, so proud that he toyed with her clit as a reward and listened to the sweet sound of her sensuous reply.


              “Such a good slut,” he whispered in her ear.  


              Hector followed with his camera, from the penetration to the gradual building thrusts and jerks to the expressions of half pain, half pleasure on their faces. He’d never a made a video quite like this one.


              “Hector, now,” Miles said at last.  


              With his cock still in her ass, he lifted her so she could relax her limbs.


              “Uncuff her,” he ordered.


              Hector responded quickly—he didn’t like seeing her stung up that long. Loosening the pulleys, he then unlocked the cuffs so Miles could carry her to bed.


              Yet, when Miles withdrew from her ass, it was torture—she wanted him to orgasm inside her, fuck with the passion and fervor she could feel present in his hungering body, to fuck her harder than Martine had with the dildo, to open her widely and demand her complete submission.


              “On the bottom man,” Miles ordered the photographer, “take her cunt.”            


              Hector returned the camera to the tripod and scampered to the bed. Pushing his pants from his hips, his stiff dick was ready. Tessa grabbed it lustily, not thinking of pain anymore, only of the heady lust that inspired the moment. Taking the enormous purple head between her lips, her tongue swirled about the head, while her nostrils breathed in the pungent fragrance of her lover.


              “God, yes, you slutty whore!” She ran her tongue along the sensitive rim and listened to him gasp, “Damn yes!”


              Miles pulled the two apart, pushing Hector to the bed and Tessa over his hips. She dangled her breasts against his chest, then over his face where he buried his nose between the fleshy orbs and smelled the sweat and perfume that lingered there. He kissed her, his mouth devouring the surfaces of her skin as if they were rare delicacies.


              A moment later, Hector’s cock thrust up and forward, finding the succulent opening of her cunt, while she relaxed down on him, wiggling against his groin with a little-girl giggle.


              “Ooo, so big,” she purred, as she squeezed the shaft with her inner muscles.


              He thrust deeper still, “You’ll see just how big,” he warned her. He was beginning to rock against the bed, slamming himself into her, in seconds, the two frantically screwing to a hip-banging end.


              “Not yet,” Miles ordered before they could climax.


              “Ah, Miles, you’re torturing me,” Tessa protested. She eased for a moment, churning languidly on Hector’s prick, while Miles climbed in behind her thighs and positioned his erection against the opening of her anus.  


              “My gawd, it won’t fit!” 


              But he proved her wrong, as his tumescent organ slid into her well-worked hole. 


              “Yeeeeahhhhhh!” It was not so much painful, as it was overwhelming, split in two—not like she’d been split by the whip or the bamboo—but spilt in the deepest part of her body; filled full, impaled, ripped, as if she’d be rent in two by these two lovers.


              The cocks moved in a cautious unison. It was a fragile entry for them both; the wrong move and one would be suddenly withdrawn.


              “Aaaaaahhhhhh yes,” Tessa moaned as she managed them both. “Ohmigod, yessssssssssssssssssss! Goddam, fuck meeeee! Fuck, dammit fuck!”  


              She wiggled, she squirmed, she let them ride her nasty until they were on the brink of cumming. Hector came first; his cock detonating inside her while Miles held off waiting. The friction of one against the other tore her to the fibers of her being, requiring every bit of her strength and concentration to focus.


              “Goddam, you nasty bitch fuck me!” the photographer screamed as pain and ecstasy leapt across his face in an impassioned scowl, and he exploded. Tessa responded, bearing down to milk the cum from him. 


              A sassy look of gaiety filled her face, as she saw Hector’s grimace and listened to the wails of pleasure that rose to greet her ears in an unending stream of four letter exclamations.


              “Damn fuck meeeee!” he ordered her one more time, and she bore down harder until his body finally went limp beneath her. Remaining where he was, the photographer enjoyed the sensuous aftermath of orgasm, while Miles began to move in earnest inside Tessa’s ass.


              “Ahhhhhh…Ah, ah, ah!” she panted, feeling an unexpected sensation grip her entire body. Raped in the rear with a cock in her cunt, she thought her body would break. “God yes, you ass!” she screamed.


              Miles’ cock moved with incredible ease inside her bottom. She would never have thought she’d be so open, accepting, willing, encouraging of this vile taking. He came quickly, groaning from the pit of his stomach as he spasmed and the tight channel milked him dry in seconds. Finished, he collapsed heavily against her. 


              For an instant there was a strange quiet in the garret—no moans, no cries, no pleasured exclamations. In Tessa’s cunt, a gentle rain of spasms echoed through her body. She moved her hips as best she could. The two cocks spasmed—aftershocks.


              She jerked and jerked again, and a dozen times more on the way to her climax. Her mind was elsewhere, beyond the room, on her way to sexual heaven perhaps. But lost, only the sensation mattered, only the cocks in her crotch, and the delicate and savage sensations that alternated there.


              Unexpectedly, Miles withdrew from her and she felt his absence as pain—and a nasty interruption of her finish. “Please don’t leave,” she cried, though she was already collapsing into the dark sheets next to Hector’s hairy body.


              The photographer reached to her cunt and began to play, while Miles reached deep with his fingers to where his cock had been. They knew she had not yet peaked, that her body was clamoring against the sheets, against anything that would finally bring her off. And within seconds a long rolling finish commenced, her body tightened and relaxed, tightened and relaxed again, until she languished into a gentle unthinking calm.


              She awoke with Miles lapping at her earlobes.  


              Her body ached. For a time she couldn’t understand why her arms and chest were so terribly sore. But as Miles began to massage her upper body, she remembered with vivid accuracy that she’d been strung up nearly an hour, maybe more. She couldn’t be sure since she’d lost track of time.


              “I want to film you again,” Hector told her. His face beamed at her lovingly. For a man she hardly knew, she felt incredibly close to him. He played with her nipples affectionately, without pinching, pulling or twisting the studs. Tessa was grateful.


              When Hector climbed off the bed, he took the camera from the tripod and began filming again, close up, aiming the camera directly on Tessa and Miles for several minutes, recording the quiet ending to an unquiet venture.


              “I could do her often,” Miles said, still pushing his finger at her asshole.


              “Ouch no!” she was quickly filled with a burning sensation that wasn’t arousing at all.


              “No more for now, Tessa, you can recuperate. In fact, I think you need a bath. He slapped her ass playfully, sending her on her way.


              Tessa listened from the bathroom while the two men talked—she would be the object of more video work and that pleased her. At least to some degree, her relationship with Miles would continue. It often seemed so tenuous, as intricate and fragile as a spider’s web. Caught in Miles dark lair, she was worried that the winds of his changing nature would blow too strongly, and she would land elsewhere, without him.


    


    


  




  

    Chapter Nine


    


    In the tranquil aftermath of her hot bath, Tessa watched Miles as he sent Hector away, then fiddled with the leather apparatus hanging limp near the bed. When he finished, he looked down on her as she played a game of possum, pretending to have suddenly fallen asleep. He stared mostly at her abdomen, admiring the stripes of red set off by the background of her white skin.


              “They’ll be gone too soon,” he said.


              “Hummm?” Tessa murmured as if she hadn’t heard him.


              “You heard me; I know you’re awake.”


              She opened her eyes and smiled. “You said they’ll be gone too soon?”


              “You shouldn’t be without a sign of your devotion to me,” he said.


              Tessa wanted to make love to him again, without Hector, just the two of them moving together in impassioned embrace. He must have read her secret thoughts—perhaps they weren’t secret at all, but written all over her face.


              “Not now, Tessa,” he said.  


              She looked disappointed.


              “But… perhaps a friend, to keep you company for the night?” he posed.  “To remind you of tonight?”


              “I don’t think I’ll ever forget tonight,” she said.


              “Well this will be a particularly fine reminder.”


              He walked to the trunk and pulled out a belt, and straps, and a flexible dildo.  On closer inspection she could see it was a double dildo.


              “You think you can handle it all night?” he asked, with a whimsical expression on his face. 


              She stared at the dildos, petrified by their size. 


              “Let’s try.”


              On her feet, he fixed the belt around her waist, and then with a slow steady push, he shoved the twin pronged dildo inside her cunt and ass, so that they sunk deep inside the well-worked holes. She felt as full as she’d been earlier.   


              The dildos were attached with straps to the belt, and thus lodged inside her, where they would remain until Miles chose to pull them from her.  To secure her captive loins, he locked the straps to the belt with a tiny gold lock that fastened behind her, then he pocketed the key, speculating, “Perhaps, after a night impaled, you’ll have had enough of such things?” 


              He was amused by her flustered expression; and as he walked out the door, Tessa sat back on the bed, bewildered by her captivity. She wanted Miles, not the dildos; but apparently that was all she’d have of him, at least for now. She wondered what she had to do to keep the man with her for an entire night.


              The straps and dildos were only a burden for a short time. The worst was the leather that cut across her belly, rubbing against the raw flesh, but a little cold cream she found in the bathroom soothed the skin so that she could finally relax. Settling down on the bed, with memory of the extraordinary night still fresh in her mind, she drifted off to sleep.


    


    ***


    


    “Don’t move!”


              Tessa opened her eyes to see Miles staring down at her. It was morning, the sun streaming through the skylight. He’d pulled back the sheet, so he could see her with the dildos still tightly inside her.


              Tessa said nothing, staring up at him with sleepy eyes.


              Sketchpad in hand, he began to draw her. And once begun, she couldn’t move. What pain! Every muscle in her body seemed to ache: her arms, her chest, her wrists, her belly where the whip had cut her, and even her thighs, that were, as everything else, stretched to extremes the night before. To add to her woe, she had to pee, and found it almost impossible to hold back the call of nature while Miles worked. She spent twenty minutes in passive agony before he finally pushed the easel away.


              “Come here, Tessa,” he said.


              Negotiating the distance between them awkwardly, she waited anxiously as Miles undid the lock and she scampered to the bath where she alleviated the pressure bearing down on her. Unfortunately, the sweet relief of peeing did nothing to ease the pressure deep between her legs where an immense sexual longing begged for release.


              When she returned to Miles, he made her wash the dildos in hot soapy water. Then she wiped the leather straps clean until the surface shone. Bringing them to her nose, she could smell the fragrance of cowhide and female cunt mingling in a strange aromatic blend. Miles took them from her and began the binding ritual again, replacing the straps and the dildos where they’d made their home. “Think of these as my cock,” he told her, his eyes were fired with the dark aspect that she loved so much, “and remember, there’s not a place I cannot penetrate you. You’ll feel my presence everywhere inside you. You don’t have to seek me, I’m here every moment. Trust me, the more you make these your lover, the more I will have conquered you.” 


              He made her sit primly on a high stool with her feet dangling, not touching the floor. The dildos pressed into her as tightly as they could go, and there was no relief from the intense sensations.


              He sketched her again, creating another perfect rendering of her body, adding to the several dozen sketches that he’d already done in his collection of artistic pornography.


              “What are you going to do with these?” she asked, as he helped her from the stool to a blanket lying on the floor. 


              “I’ve done several books of such sketches, though never just one subject. This will be a first for me—one of you alone.”


              That pleased her. “And someone will actually buy it?”
            “Connoisseurs of smut. Just think, your picture might end up on the private walls of some great decadent palace. You, my Tessa, my little slave.”  His eyes twinkled. “Now lay down on your back.”       


              Following his instructions, Tessa waited for him as he gathered leather straps from the closet. Returning to her, he lifted her feet to her hands and tied them together, then attached the ropes to a hook hanging from a pulley above. He certainly could have strung her like so much raw meat, but being kind, he allowed her back to rest against the floor while her limbs remained tautly stretched. Standing back, he inspected his work. Satisfied, he took out his sketchpad and began to work. 


              In this position, the dildos shifted uncomfortably inside Tessa’s body; and when she squirmed, it only made the discomfort worse. Miles, unconcerned with her plight, remained completely fascinated by the beautiful line of her extended legs, and the curious rods that opened wide her holes and stretched the skin to its maximum degree.


              When he finally completed the drawing, he undid the bonds and Tessa collapsed into an unattractive heap, wincing from the soreness in her legs and aching arms.


              When Miles showed her the sketch she gasped with surprise. It looked as if she’d been suspended in the air—her head flung back, her mouth filled full with a gag, the look of her supreme submission in her passive expression.


              “Your imagination? Why didn’t you just bind me this way?”  


              “Some things in our imaginations are more possible than others,” he mused. “I did consider the dildo in your mouth, except that you were so good at being quiet, I decided that I could easily imagine one there. What do you think?”  


              “It’s amazing, a little surreal. But it is me.”


              “So, how are you feeling now?” he asked.


              “Better, much better.”  


              “Good, then you can remain this way until I get back. Just remember, these are my cocks.” He pressed his hand between her legs, and shoved the double rods deeper.


              Once Miles left, Tessa fell on the bed and slept a long while, unaware of how tired she’d become. Every muscle in her body ached, and yet, her submission had become a cocoon of joy that colored her life with satisfaction straight from her finest dreams. If only there were something to satisfy the aching deep in her cunt, she would have been content and rested well.     


              When Tessa woke from her nap, she was still alone. There was no clock in the garret, no radio, or TV, so she had to assume from the angle of the sunlight coming in through the skylights, that it was afternoon. The sexual ache inside her had become a vibrant pulsing, and the dildo in her cunt was now coated with sex juices. Unfortunately, there was no way to finger herself with the tight leather straps covering her cunt.   


              It was no use trying to push the straps aside; her fingers had no room to play, and her pussy little way to respond. She rubbed against the leather, but it was drawn too tightly into her crotch to move with any kind of pleasing sensation. Perhaps this was exactly as Miles wanted her—aroused but unable to find the satisfaction she sought. 


              Rather than torture herself more, Tessa rose from the bed and wandered the garret. Her curiosity piqued, she inspected several groups of paintings stacked against the walls, careful not to disturb their order. Each painting was erotic in some way; even those that looked like flowers or fruit mimicked the female sexual anatomy, or male genitalia. Miles was a clever even amusing painter, Tessa surmised.


              Apparently, he was successful, too—his buyers being some of the most well known people in the city. Miles Bryce was known to be a raunchy bohemian with tastes so obscure and out of the ordinary as to shock people; though he’d developed such a reputation that his offbeat proclivities were considered eccentric, to the point he’d become a celebrity to be courted, not shunned.  


              To be his most recent trinket was a distinction not to be taken lightly.  


              Tessa could see from his work, and the numerous sketchpads filled with his visions of naked women, that no one had been sketched by him in quite the ways that she was being rendered. One particular painting of a bound woman did catch her eye. If the painting told the truth, the woman depicted was a voluptuous redhead with magnificent breasts, a bold hairy red cunt, and a willingness to have her portrait painted while her arms were bound above her.  Her plump flesh was further tied with ropes about her thighs. Tessa wondered if the ropes were just Miles imagination, the way the gag in her mouth had been. She hoped otherwise; at least the redhead would have been a sister in bondage, curiously beautiful, graceful and content. 


              Tessa wondered if she looked so content when she was bound. Recalling the sketches that Miles had made of her, she remembered raw lust, not serenity.  Did this make the redhead a better subject than she? Or was Tessa’s erotic chaos as worthy as the redhead’s peace?


              Running her hand along the surface of the canvas, she wondered why Miles had not yet painted her in oils? Maybe he had sketched the redhead a couple of hundred times too, before he began this more permanent piece. And why, she wondered, was this painting buried here, the canvas lost amid some half-finished others and ones no doubt ready for the junk heap? Was the redhead as forgotten in Miles’ mind as the painting of her was?  Had the two had made love? Was she a passing fancy? Or a submissive like herself who spent hours in captivity, prisoner in this garret?  Was she nothing more than his “trinket of the month?”  Was she, when the excitement of her faded and Miles’ inspiration gone, sent away, the beauty of her captured in this picture the only reminder that she was ever here? Did she matter so little that even this portrait of her was now abandoned, cast in a corner of the garret filled with other past and fading flings?                  


              Tessa quit her explorations. The forsaken redhead made her feel too sad to go on. Perhaps she, too, would become little more than an image on canvas, or worse yet just a smudged sketch on wrinkled newsprint. 


              Tessa had planned to look through the sketches Miles had made of her, but she changed her mind.  Instead, she wandered toward the kitchen, the dildos making her journey uncomfortable, but not impossible. With every step she took, both rods massaged her deep inside, as if Miles himself were manipulating them. She was reminded of Martine’s crude assault days before, reminded that she thrived on this horrendous kind of pleasure, knowing that her roommate was as wicked and deviant as Miles himself.


              Finding the kitchen, Tessa plucked an apple from a basket of fruit and took an enormous bite. She hadn’t realized how hungry she was; she hadn’t eaten in hours. With no way to relieve herself, she didn’t want to fill up on food and drink.  But the apple tasted so good that she polished it off quickly and returned to the bed.


    


    


  




  

    Chapter Ten


    


    The sunlight in the room was nearly gone by the time Hector arrived. Alone, Tessa had wrapped herself in pleasant thoughts, her imagination taking flight in twisted ways as she knew her fate with Miles was to go deeper into his web, performing more outrageous acts as she submitted to this confounding lover. Each act had driven her deeper into submission, making her feel all the more his, as if she were his property.


              When Hector popped in the door, he interrupted her disquieting reverie. He had another camera bag flung over his shoulder. Would it be another night of videos?


              She was glad for the company; seeing his face, hers lit up.  Sometimes it was difficult being by herself with her thoughts; her imagination turned dark and wild. Hector brought her back to reality. 


              Unfortunately, he wasn’t in his usual cheerful mood.  At least to begin with, he refused to speak, grunting his way through the innocuous conversation, much like Miles might have done. He did let her have some time in the bathroom without the dildos. But when she finished, he dutifully replaced them as they had been, and left her to begin working on his video equipment.        


              Standing near him, watching his careful preparations, she finally asked, “Is Miles is coming soon?”


              He shrugged. “Perhaps.”


              “Doesn’t he tell you these things?” she asked.


              “He tells me what I need to know.” 


              “Hummmm. You seem as much at his beck and call as I am,” she observed, silently wondering if this was why he was so moody.


              “Sometimes I feel that way, but then again I’m free to go, you… well?” Hector stared at her nakedness clothed in the garments of bondage, and said no more.


              She blushed. “I suppose there is a difference.”


              “Yes, there is. And he pays me, does he pay you?”


              “Of course not! That would make me a whore.”


              “Yes it would,” he said raising his eyebrows, his face still glowered darkly.  “But tell mem Tessa, don’t you feel like one anyway, the way he violates you at will?”


              “I don’t know how a whore feels,” she replied. “And I’ve never made the comparison.”  


              “Used, whores feel used, at least the ones I’ve met do,” Hector informed her, as he carefully attached the camera to the tripod. This time he also had a smaller video camera that looked more suited to the close-up shots he’d been doing the night before.


              “No. I don’t feel used,” she replied.


              “Really?  That surprises me; usually women in your position thrive on feeling used.  When they make a choice like you’ve made, they tell me that’s their greatest thrill.”


              Tessa considered his assertion thoughtfully. He might well be right. “I think it’s more like being selfless,” Tessa finally replied. “At least for me. You see I do get a great deal back, if you’ll remember last night?”


              “He was being easy on you. But then, maybe that’s because you were performing so well.” He shook his head in admiration. “You did make one hell of a video; not much editing required. It should bring a hefty price from a collector; Miles was even talking about selling it to a distributor.”


              “You know he’ll sell it?”


              “He has every other one I’ve made.”


              “And you’ve made a lot of videos for Miles?”


              “Six, maybe seven.”


              “And were they like mine?”


              “No, not exactly, each one’s different.”


              “So was I the best?” Tessa wondered, a question as innocent as the rest. 


              Hector laughed. “You know, you sluts are all alike.” His grin was genuine. “I suppose it depends on what you want. For pure S M, yours was pretty good—though it’s not as hard-core as some of the private collectors want.  If he gets inspired to do something really extreme, I’d be careful—it might take you weeks to get over the pain.”


              Tessa knew what he meant, but replied, “I don’t think he’d be that cruel to me.”


              Hector eyed her pensively for a moment. “No, you’re probably right about that.”


              “So, may I see the video you made last night?” 


              “That’s up to Miles.”                 


              Tessa was disappointed and turned away. 


              After a time, she gazed at Hector again, watching him complete his preparations. So fussy about camera angles and the light in the room—he took a half dozen test shots of the bed without Tessa there, and then checked them on the viewer. She wasn’t allow to see.


              “Do you think he’ll sell my movies to a private collector?”


              “He could,” Hector answered.


              “Do you know these people?”


              “Yes, they’re friends of Miles.”


              Wandering to the bed, she sat down; elbows on knees, leaning over, head in hands, eyes drifting toward the floor. Looking back at her photographer, she realized that the camera was aimed at her, and she gave the lens a coquettish smile, then a flirtatious grin, then sitting up, a kittenish pose—sexy and sweet. Hector did his test shots; though these were of her.


              “What are his friends like?”


              Hector smirked; his dour mood seemed to be fading. “They aren’t monsters with horns and tails, if that’s what you think.  Some of them are names you’d know, others you wouldn’t. They’re just people who share the same passion for whips, and chains, and nasty dungeons.”


              “But you don’t seem to be one of them.”


              “Only in a passing. S M is fascinating, but then, I find filming any sex act fascinating.  What I like about Miles is that he pays me well, and he gives me a piece of the action.”


              “A very pleasant piece,” Tessa suggested, saucily, flipping her blonde hair back with her hand. She moved then to her hands and knees, wiggling her ass in the air, dildos and all.  Looking over her shoulder, she smiled at him seductively.


              “You must have had quite a time after I left last night,” Hector ventured. He left the camera running while he adjusted Tessa’s body in the position he wanted. She liked the warm feel of his hands on her flesh.  For good measure, the man pressed his hand against the dildos and pushed them just as Miles had done earlier in the day. 


              “Ouch! That’s dreadfully deep!”


              “But you like it,” he replied, giving them a forceful shove. He was becoming aroused.     


              She wished that Hector would act on his urges—just the touch of his hand on her ass reminded her how horny she was. The past hours of subdued tranquility hadn’t squelched the flames, they’d only masked them enough to survive. Now, she was wiggling her hips in the air, in an amorous dance for Hector’s greedy eyes. Would that he’d just take her, unlock the straps and dildos, and ram his steely erection into her cunt.


              To her dismay, the seduction and the fantasy were cut short when Miles, with Martine clinging to his arm, moved through the door. Seeing the two, Tessa fell to her side on the bed—unsure if Miles would approve of the impromptu performance. To her relief, the pair took no notice of her, or Hector. They were all over each other, in the throes of a sexual moment.           


              “Ooooo, yes,” Martine purred, as Miles’ hands traveled over the bitch’s body, her blouse practically off her naked torso. His one hand was under Martine’s short skirt, squeezing her ass with a firm grasp, grabbing at her flesh like it was bread dough to be kneaded. In turn, Martine was cooing, purring, ooing and aaahing in the man’s ear. 


              The sound of her almost cumming was familiar. As Miles pushed her to the wall, he tore away her clothes, leaving her naked except stockings and garters. He pressed his mouth to hers, his hands roving her responsive body, finally settling in on her juicing cunt.


              “Oh, god yes, you bastard, rub me harder.”


              He grunted, lowered his pants and pulled out his throbbing organ. Then lifting her by the hips, he held her to the wall as his shaft speared her open cunt. Martine, leaned in to him, wrapping her legs around Miles’ waist as he thrust his dick into her sloshy cunt.


              While the two fucked, Hector and Tessa looked on, keeping their silence. The scene was so mesmerizing that neither one could say a word as they watched the two beat on each other like two animals in heat.        


              They practically creamed in tandem; their fucking language could hardly be told apart as it came from the same deep source.


              “Damnnn asshole, fuck me!” Martine’s voice rose on its own.


              “Damn, damn, fuuuucck,” Miles bellowed his reply.


              Somewhere in he middle of their screams, the two came. Only then did Hector and Tessa sigh with relief; as if they’d held their breath the entire time.


              Martine remained pressed against the wall, as Miles’ body held her there. Neither moved for several minutes, until Martine finally found her voice again.  “Damn, my back, put me down!” Backing off, Miles set her on her feet, and they fell into each other’s arms, worn out.   


              When they finally broke apart, Miles and Martine were suddenly laughing uproariously, as if the whole scene had been a fine joke. Turning to her audience, Martine sported a cunning smile, looking collected—so abruptly cold and stern, like her conniving self again, she gazed triumphantly at her roommate—noting the double dildo with curious fascination.   


              Finally, Martine approached her, as Miles excused himself to the bathroom.       


              “So, what have we here?” she purred noxiously. Pulling one of the straps attached to the dildo below, she let go and let it snap back against her skin.


              “Good evening Martine,” Tessa said.  She was trying to be polite for Miles’ benefit, certainly not her roommate’s. She couldn’t think of anyone she least wanted to see in this garret, let alone fucking her Dom.     


              “He wears me out, you know?” Martine said tiredly, though she didn’t look exhausted at all.


              “I guess so, too bad Hector didn’t record your show.”


              “Oh that’s right!” she exclaimed, “you’re making a porno film!”  Martine turned to Hector, “And my old friend, how are you?” She stared at the photographer with a broad grin.


              “I don’t change much Martine,” Hector replied evenly.


              “But, you’re charming as ever.” 


              “Is that a compliment?” he asked.


              “Of course, dahling.”


              “I never know with you,” Hector replied. “So what keeps you busy, beside screwing the boss? Any more movies?”


              “Not for a couple of years, not since the little tramp and I have been together.”  She turned to Tessa. “You did know that I did some porn of my own a few years ago?”


              “No, I didn’t know that,” Tessa said. She couldn’t mask the sarcasm in her voice. The scene minutes ago had raised her hackles as well as her sexual heat. Tessa would have given anything to have been in Martine’s place against the wall.


              “Hector here did quite a job,” she said, joining the photographer at the camera, fondling his groin. “Damn, you’re hard down here, did we make you that hot?”


              “I suppose, but then, Tessa already had me hard before you showed up.”          


              This was not a pleasant reunion—so Tessa guessed. No doubt, her roommate had used her typical ball busting tactics and he’d gotten pissed—no man could put up with her for long. 


              “Can I help you out?” Martine ran her hands along Hector’s pants. “Tessa hasn’t taken very good care of you.” She laughed. “But then, how could she, all locked up?”


              “You like her bondage?” Miles asked. He’d returned to the room, listening to the strained babble between his house guests.


              “I think it’s lovely, wish I’d thought of it.”  Martine pulled away from Hector and focused her attention on Tessa. Returning to the bed, she pulled at Tessa’s straps again—just hard enough for the leather to cut into the sensitive creases of her flesh, constricting the already tight bonds even more. She tried twisting the leather in her hand.


              “Stop it! Damn you!” Tessa seethed.


              Miles whipped around, glaring at his insubordinate submissive. 


              “What was that?” he asked.


              “The bitch is cutting me!” Tessa cried.


              Miles moved forward and gave her ass a stinging smack. “Don’t argue with my guest.”


              She could have spit in his eye, but did dare.


              He snacked her again. “And wipe that look off your face or I’ll string you up like I didn’t do yesterday.” 


              Two pairs of eyes smoldered, just one spark away from a full-blown conflagration. Wisely, Tessa backed down, taking a deep breath and nursing the sting on her ass with the palm of her hand.


              Letting go of Tessa’s straps, Martine grinned. “Quite clever. How long have they been there?”


              Miles nodded for Tessa to answer.


              “Almost twenty-four hours,” she replied, “except for when Hector let me go to the bathroom.”


              “She looks good in them. I see you haven’t forgotten her ass.”


              “And neither have you,” Miles answered. “I understand you fucked her there.”


              “She should have been violated there a long time ago; it makes her more compliant, something in her spirit really takes to this kind of surrender. In the ass is so demeaning, don’t you think?”   


              “She seemed to enjoy it last night,” Miles agreed.


              “Oh, of course she did. That’s what’s so perfect about our Tessa. The little tramp would have done anything when I shoved that dildo in her.”


              Miles observed his accomplice carefully—appreciating her manipulative disposition. He had plans for Martine as the perfect Fem/dom for his slave. Their animosity sparked such desire. As long as the bitch remembered who was in control, the two would make a vintage piece of porn.


              Hearing the conversation, Tessa pulled back, frightened.  


              “Don’t worry my dear, there’s only one person in charge here,” he assured her. “Martine is as much under my thumb as you are.”


              “Yes, that’s what he thinks,” Martine purred at her lover, at which Miles pinched the bitch’s tit with a nasty twist. “Stop that!” She pulled away.


              Miles chuckled, then walked to a closet where he retrieved a robe.  “Here,” he said throwing it at Martine.


              She put it on, while Miles slumped down in his overstuffed chair with a glass of German beer. Pulling up a creaky rocking chair, Martine joined him at his side, the two staring at the nervous submissive.


              On the other side of the room, Hector was busy with the camera, for a time recording the scene—though he was far more interested in what was to follow.   


              Martine was an unpleasant surprise, even though he still found himself aroused by the sexy slut. Five years before, she’d been one of the most nauseating models he’d ever used. She was crass and crude—his biggest problem getting her to shut up. He didn’t see much change in her since he dumped her. But she’d be perfect for the scene Miles planned. Her heartless, glacial cunning would offset Tessa’s sensuous compliance.  


              “So what do you want to do to her?” Miles asked the roommate.


              “I’ve been thinking about that,” Martine mused. “You’ve filled her so well, it’s impressive, inspiring even. But what really inspires me are those stripes on her belly.”


              “Oh?”


              “You know what I’ve always wanted to do?” she went on.


              “What?”


              “Whip her cunt.”


              Tessa cringed. 


              “I want to mark her right between her legs, while she’s spread wide, wield a lash against all that bastion of femininity.”


              “My, you are sadistic,” Miles exclaimed.


              “Maybe,” Martine considered. “It’s a compelling fantasy.  Ever since I read The Story of O, when “O” is whipped by the woman while she’s tied to the pillars… I’ve always known which part I wanted to play. And Tessa? She’s been the center of that fantasy for years. What do you think of that?” Martine called to her roommate.


              Tessa didn’t reply.


              “What do you think of yourself being laid open, your pussy being whipped?” Miles demanded an answer.


              Tessa fidgeted with the leather bindings, trying to put off her answer.  She found no words to authorize such brutality on her own body, even though the idea had been one that had often appeared from out of now where in her mind. In any event, Tessa knew the arrangements had been made. The only thing she wondered… had it been a spontaneous suggestion, or had they planned it in advance? Was it a flash of inspiration, or part of a larger, devious plot?  


              “Answer me, Tessa,” Miles spoke sharply. His eyes were brimming with darkness—in fact, it seemed at that very moment, the lights in garret dimmed appreciably.  Tessa was amazed by the strange coincidence, even though it could be easily explained, with Hector standing next to the switches on the wall adjusting the lighting.  


              Suddenly, there were but two lights lit, and both were glaring at Tessa, blinding her vision. She could still make out the glimmer on Miles’ face, but it was as shadowy as if he were a ghost just materializing.


              “Answer me,” he repeated.


              “It would be another sign of my enslavement to you,” she finally replied.


              “How true,” he agreed, “but how would it make you feel to have you have your pussy whipped?”


              She didn’t know. “I imagine it would excite me.”


              “Eventually,” Miles said, “and before that?”


              Tessa’s eyes flashed angrily as she felt his words prodding at her for something more. “It would make me scream in agony,” she blurted out, “is that what you want me to say?”


              “I only want you to admit the truth.”


              “If you want me in agony now, be assured I’m there.”


              “And no doubt wet between your legs,” Martine guessed.


              “No doubt,” Tessa snapped at her.


              “And, if it’s Martine that wields the lash against your pussy…” Miles asked.


              “I’d hate it,” she quipped almost before Miles finished the question.


              He smiled. “That’s good. This way—with Martine brandishing the implement—you won’t have the advantage of some affection getting in the way.”


              “I’m sure I wouldn’t,” Tessa declared.


              “You two must think I’m a totally ruthless bitch,” Martine objected, though her objection was only in fun. She had every intention of being rough on her roommate; to have free reign with the little tramp was a dream come true.


              Miles took Martine’s hand in his, affectionately stroking the skin. “Your temperament is perfect for what I have in mind. It’s perfect for what Tessa needs. I told her I’d give her trip down the wicked path of her nasty passions—that’s exactly what I intend to do.”      


              Martine admired him. Though she didn’t like admiring any man, this one was so much like herself that she couldn’t help it. One day, she’d hate him, probably because he’d choose Tessa over her, but she was used to that. Martine didn’t want men the way most women do.  She wanted challenge, a good contest, risk, intrigue—and Bryce was certainly giving her that.


              “Besides, this is going to be one helluva video tape,” Miles continued. “I know several collectors and dealers who will pay dearly to own it.  Each little jerk of the female cunt in abject pain makes some dicks crazy.”


              “Then I’ll really make the lash sizzle, Sir.” Martine’s voice darkened like her dark eyes, into something of a sexy growl. She was ready to begin.


              Cowering on the bed, Tessa wanted to run. She was nothing in their eyes—just flesh, limbs, cunt, nothing more. A body to be used. That was Hector’s word. Used like a whore. Was she just an unpaid commodity for Miles’ use, to pad his bank account and impress his friends?                                                                                                           


              Tessa fumed. The straps of the dildo device cut more keenly into her skin. All the pulling and the posing made the device uncomfortable. And, there was that ever-present gnawing sensation in her belly—lust, desire, body-hunger. She hated that fact.   


              “God, if they’d only get on with it,” she brooded to herself. “Do anything you want with me, just do it!” she wanted to scream. Her body crawled with anxiety, was prickly hot with sexual energy rolling through the deepest recesses with nowhere to go.


              And still, she had no voice, no permission to speak. She waited, looking a bit like a little trapped animal, a gentle, anxious lamb awaiting the claw of a lion to strike her down.


    


    ***


              


    Miles pulled Tessa to her feet, turned her around and unfastened the lock that held her bonds. Releasing the dildos, she almost flooded the floor with pee.


              “Go the bathroom and clean yourself, quickly,” he ordered. Tessa padded off, feeling even more naked without the rods and straps.  


              She felt oddly empty.  Relieving herself, she realized the same noxious passions that were igniting her all day long were returning with a fierce zeal.  Her mind was consumed by what would happen next.  The whip.  Martine.  Her pussy flogged like “O”, in that classic tale of surrender. Could she handle it as well as that fictional submissive? Tessa finished her brief bathing and returned to the room feeling scared, fretful and curiously stirred. 


              “You look frightened,” Martine oiled her way to Tessa’s side with a snide smirk on her face, to which Tessa remained mute. “Oh, you are good, so docile, so calm before what you face.” Shrugging off the silence submissive, Martine turned to Miles. “Just one small thing before we begin.” 


              “What’s that?” he asked. 


              “I’d like her pussy shaved.” The woman looked down at the silky hair covering Tessa’s sexual triangle, and gloated triumphantly. 


              “She’ll be more vulnerable to the pain that way,” Miles agreed. “With no protection, that pretty cunt will be as striped as her belly and ass.”


              “That’s the idea.” Martine was utterly without compassion, as the very worst of her sexual nature blossomed before all their eyes.


              “She’s your slave now, Martine,” Miles said, “do what you want with her.”


              “You have a razor?


              “With a fresh blade.”  


              Reaching out the petulant woman took Tessa’s pussy hair in her fist and yanked. 


              “Ouch!” 


              Martine slapped her face. “Take care of it slut. The more naked you are, the more it will hurt, the more you’ll get the message that you’re nothing but a slutty, slavey whore.”  


              Tessa’s eyes spat out enmity so deep that even Miles shuddered.           “Do what you’re told,” he shot out in an icy voice.   


              Without another word, Tessa turned away from the watchful eyes and trotted to the bathroom.


              “Hurry up, slut!” Martine called, just to annoy her.


              She had spoken with Miles about shaving her pussy—thinking the act would be a dutiful gesture of surrender, another milestone in her training, a ritual performed lovingly for him. But now the act seemed tarnished and all the pretty pictures vanished.


              “Don’t take too long,” she heard Martine’s voice again.


              Tessa grabbed the razor from the medicine cabinet and splashed warm water against her crotch. Applying a generous amount of shaving cream, she began a hurried excursion about her pussy with the fresh razor blade. It didn’t take long to have the obvious hair removed as the razor cut each lock away, and she could see more of her bare skin beneath. She didn’t stop with the outer hair, but opened wide her pussy lips and ran the razor along the tender flesh on either side of her clit. Then bending over, she reached back even further still, shaving away the hair from her entire cleft, to the few remaining wisps around her rear hole.


              As the hair disappeared, she felt the soft flesh remaining, finding the experience peculiarly arousing. But suddenly hearing Martine’s raspy voice bark, Tessa stopped, splashed herself with warm water, and watched in the mirror as the shaving cream disappeared to reveal her naked mound. The opening between her labia looked so childlike and innocent, even though the purpose for it was not. But she had only seconds to wonder what horror would greet her before she was compelled to move on. Shivering from head to toe as she replaced the razor in the cabinet, she returned to the others, blushing.


              “Ooo my, how nice,” Martine purred, as she admired the clean, bare skin, running her hand along the smooth flesh. She pried Tessa’s labia apart, feeling softness from her vagina to her asshole, impressed by how well Tessa had completed the task. Sticking her finger into Tessa’s cunt, she pulled out the soaked digit and presented it to the submissive’s mouth. “Lick it slut.” 


              Tessa recognized the musky smell of her own sex.


              “If I were you, Miles, I wouldn’t let her grow it back,” Martine said smiling, with a trace of affection in her voice. Then quickly dispensing with the niceties, she moved on.            “Let’s get on with it, my arm is getting itchy for a little battle.” 


              Miles led his compliant submissive to the large wardrobe at the side of the room, while Martine moved off to one corner behind an Oriental screen where she would change clothes into something suitable for the scene.


              Opening the wardrobe, Miles revealed a closet full of lacy lingerie, costumes and exotic looking dresses. “Let’s see—we need something soft and sensuously submissive.”  As he rummaged through the closet, he looked at several things, then went on to others, apparently searching for something in particular. Gazing at all the finery, Tessa wondered who had worn these interesting garments and how had Miles come to collect such a selection of women’s clothes?  These were nothing like the things that he’d wanted her to wear for him; at least not until now.  


              What he finally pulled out was an old fashioned corset  made of mauve-colored satin—the color of her skin between her labia—trimmed with black lace. Tessa looked at corset warily, thinking how she’d expected some nasty leather piece, instead of this more traditional symbol of submission. A whimsical expression flashed across her face. “Reminds me of something a harlot would wear in a brothel,” she quaked with delight.


              “Then it’s very fitting,” Miles replied.


              “And just think, I’ll look so pretty with the lace, matching the stripes on my privates,” she added with a surprising degree of sarcasm—aimed more specifically at Martine.


              “Don’t get testy. You wouldn’t want me to punish you now,” Miles warned. “That would only double your agony tonight.”            


    She answered with a sassy pout, but said no more, as Miles pushed her toward the mirror. “Put it on.”  


              Tessa padded to the full-length mirror and began to dress.


              “Hector,” Miles called to the photographer, “start filming.”


              Tessa’s first look in the mirror was a shock. She’d almost forgotten her shaved pussy, and for several moments, she just stared in wonder, thinking how virtuous she looked without the symbol of her womanhood, the silky hairs that glistened with her female dew. But there was more than just this first impression—a strange seductive quality appeared before her, as if her body was winking at her naughtily, reminding her of its feminine power. The message was mixed, but the eroticism potent, and the pleasant reverie almost made her forget her anger.


              The corset fit perfectly around her waist, as if Miles had it designed expressly for her. Heavy metal stays held her torso firmly in place, and it was joined at the back with crisscrossing laces. As Tessa closed the hooks in front, she could feel the growing constriction.


              “Needs to be tighter, love,” Miles said as he came up behind her and grabbing the laces firmly gave them a hearty yank.


              “Yikes! I can’t breath,” she cried.


              “Relax, of course you can,” he said gently.  He pulled on the ribbons with a steady tug, until they were so tight she thought she would surely burst.  “It will take some time to get used to, but I think you’ll like the effect. Now look at yourself.”


              Tessa turned back to the mirror, blushing as the image of Scarlett O’Hara came to mind—that sassy tart pulling herself into a tiny-waisted ball gown. The hourglass of her own design was breathtaking to behold. The unsuspecting submissive was instantly transported into another time and place, that Victorian era of cruel discipline, and high-spirited antics of schoolgirl like erotic trainings.  She had a dozen books of such adventures hidden under her mattress, for lonely nights by herself with her loins on fire and her imagination flying.


              Seeing her breasts spill over the edges of the corset, she viewed herself as the voluptuous innocent, being instructed and disciplined in the fine art of submissive behavior.  Seeing her hips swell at the bottom of the garment, and her cunt framed by the dangling garters, she knew how it might feel to be the pure young maiden, about to be raped by a cruel but deliciously inventive, wizened patriarch—and his accomplices.  It was proving to be a fun excursion into fantasyland, if the reality of the moment hadn’t descended on her.


              “Here, your stockings,” Miles said.


              With the corset so restricting, Tessa could hardly bend over to put them on. But she had no choice with Miles and Hector standing off to the side, watching her in her awkward task, ready to pounce if she faltered. She managed to pull the first rose-colored stocking over her leg and attach it to the garters front and back.  Taking the second, she put it on, too, and then turned back to the mirror to get another look at herself.  The impression of those old Victorian novels hadn’t faded away; it only seemed to become more vivid in her mind.  


              Turning away from the mirror, she looked at the rest of the room, noticing that the choice of furnishings had transformed once again; this time, into the period that she recalled in her mind. Certainly Miles and Hector deliberately planned it that way.  The dark drapery and the antique Oriental screens made perfect sense. A glowing stained glass lamp added just the right touch of period authenticity.  Had she not been the center of attention, she might have been fascinated by the scene that the two artists were creating. Tessa had a flippant remark about that fact right on the tip of her tongue; but it fluttered away with the appearance of Martine, coming out from behind the screen.


              Tessa stood stock still, marveling at what she saw. She’d never seen her roommate looking so ravishing! She was dressed in what looked liked a Victorian ball gown: a flowing garment, with a bodice so low that her pinched-up breasts were almost completely exposed.  Indeed, Tessa could see the edges of her aureoles peeking out, though her full nipples were pressed tightly into place.


              In turn, Martine looked at Tessa taking note of her attire.  “This is quite a mood you’re setting Miles,” she observed. It was a noncommittal statement—no one knew if she was happy with his choice of clothes, or annoyed.  


              To Tessa, it seemed an unusual choice. Martine was the kind of woman she always envisioned in tight fitting leather. She looked so perfect in modern mistress garb, that this dress seemed too genteel and refined. But then, what a contrast it would be!  Perhaps that was why the Victorian period was such an interesting background for such ruthless schemes. It appeared on the surface so elegant and civilized, while underneath, there was a simmering debauchery to shock even the most practiced modern day sadomasochistic devotees.


              Martine viewed herself in the full-length mirror, side by side with Tessa, as a stunning picture of opposites—dominant and submissive reflected back to them.


              On close inspection, Tessa could tell that Martine’s dress was a period “fake”.  No doubt it was specifically designed for this occasion made of transparent lace from the bodice to the hem, with no concealing sheath underneath. As it flowed to Martine’s ankles, her bare skin peeked through, so that it hid, but did not completely conceal. It would tease the untrained eye, and be a pleasant revelation to the astute observer.  On one side of the dress there was a deep slit, and when Martine walked, it opened so everything below her waist was dangerously close to being exposed.  


              To add to the drama, Martine wore long, black gloves and a pair of shiny, patent ankle boots.  Her generous brunette hair was piled atop her head in a bun, completing the picture of some mistress from another place and time.


              “The first day I met Martine in the lobby of your building,” Miles said, “I decided then, that she would look perfect in this dress. You remember?  Her hair was fixed this way, like a genteel nineteenth century lady—I think a perfect clue to her true nature.”  


              Miles stepped behind the two women, towering ominously over them both, while Hector continued capturing the preparations on film—the banter, the preening, every nuance of this strange trio as they began the transition to the next dramatic scene.


              “Her true nature?”  Tessa whipped around to look both Miles and Martine in the eye. “You knew that day? Why you hardly talked.” 


              “I knew instantaneously she was right for the part,” he said. Tessa was speechless. “Shall we get on with things?” 


              Moving out of their way, Miles ushered the two women past him, pushing Tessa to the platform bed. Martine was given silent commands, and Tessa was powerless to change anything, captive to a woman she hated more than she loved.  


              “Lie on your back,” Martine ordered her in the same effusive, sultry tones she often used when making love. It was not what Tessa expected, but these welcome niceties soothed her. She wondered why Martine suddenly was so kind.  Perhaps the dress and the surroundings had altered her disposition?  Or perhaps she was just taking her time before she would pounce with cat claws.


              As Tessa approached the platform, she saw that instead of the bed, which had been pushed into another corner of the room, there was a antique lounging settee in its place.  The ancient piece of furniture was covered in a paisley brocade to match the period of their reenactment. Sitting on the edge of the couch, she then lay back against the cool, smooth surface shivering with a chill so deep she wondered if any warmth would return to her at all. She was deathly afraid of what was to follow, of a Martine who scared her, and the lash the woman was about to wield in a more harrowing form than she’d ever experienced. 


              “Bind her hands,” Martine ordered. Miles responded—as if he were a dutiful servant—drawing Tessa’s hands above her head and pulling them tight, binding them with ropes that he then fastened to some unseen device behind her.  Tessa’s rear was at the edge of the couch, her legs dangling down to touch the floor.


              Martine stood over her with cold eyes flashing.  The terms of endearment that she’d uttered before did not appear in her next speech.  For that she became the heartless bitch that Tessa expected. “I’m going to whip your pussy, slut. Count yourself lucky to have my attention at all. Every submissive like yourself should revel in this bliss at least once. You deserve this kind of satisfaction; you deserve the bite and sting and the abuse. It will show Miles that you’re willing to do anything for him, to suffer any kind of correction, no matter how severe.”


              Martine walked around the bound Tessa, inspecting her, a severe scowl on the hard womans’ face as if she despised her gentle roommate. Tessa stared back with eyes wide and frightened, then watched as Martine dropped to one knee at her side. Taking her chin in her hand, Martine’s eyes bore into the slave with a scorching heat.


              “I’m going to whip you Tessa,” she whispered, “because sometimes it’s all that I can think about.  With your lithe little figure traipsing about the apartment, flirting with me, sometimes I want to brutalize this fragrant thing of yours.”  She grabbed Tessa’s cunt with her free hand. “You’re a shameless tramp, a brazen, shameless tramp.”  


              Tessa breathed deeply, trying to hold back a host of vile things she was thinking.  How could Martine talk this way?  What had she possibly done to deserve so much malice?  Had they not made love a dozen times?  Had she not given herself to Martine, almost without question? Had they not called each other friend?


              “And you know my little tramp?” Martine continued, “I believe you want me to take you this way, but you’re too cowardly to ask. Isn’t that true?”


              “No. It’s not true!” she snarled her reply. 


              Martine laughed. “I knew you’d say that, you little floozy.  But guess what?”  Tessa tried to pull from her grasp, but the bitch held her tight. “You will admit it to me before I’m finished with you.”


              Tessa wanted to shout, “NEVER!”  But it was a dangerous assertion that she was smart enough to keep to herself.


              Martine let go of her chin and stood up, glaring contemptuously at her slave.


              “A pillow under her ass,” she said as she turned away.   


              Miles was enthralled by the performance, his crotch aching, tortured with desire—though the scene had only begun. Following the orders of the mistress in charge, he took a pillow from the head of the bed and shoved it under Tessa’s hips, lifting her cunt to the precise height that suited her Domme.  


              “Perfect,” the bitch cooed.


              Tessa’s exposed cunt dangled over the edge of the settee so that nothing was bared from view, and nothing would be protected from the whip.


              “Tie her legs open,” Martine ordered, “I don’t want her squirming away.”


              “Please no,” Tessa pleaded.


              Miles ignored her protestation. Taking several lengths of rope, he tied her feet to the legs of the couch, and then tied her knees open wide. Finished, he leaned over her bound body and kissed her cheek gently.  “You’re doing this for me and for yourself, ” he whispered quietly, then backed away.  


              Tessa’s attention was quickly diverted to Martine.  The bitch stood to one side of her with a witch-like face and a triumphant grin. Behind the mockery in her eye, there was a hypnotic beauty about her haughty appearance—something Tessa had seen before, something that attracted to her the woman, at the same mystifying her. Seeing her beauty now made her less afraid, as if she was acknowledging a bond between them that she hadn’t wanted to accept before. Accepting it now, her surrender to Martine seemed fated.


              Martine held the buggy whip in her hand—the same one Miles used to mark her ass. She whispered softly, “Remember what I said—you will confess your desire before I’m through.”  Stepping off the platform, she took her place in front and began.


              Thwack!  The whip cut quickly through the air, landing on high on Tessa’s inner thigh. The wounded submissive shrieked, just as the next cut sizzled exactly as the first, though this one landed on her plump pink labia.


              “Gaaaawwwd noooooo!” Tessa tried to buck her hips away from the next strike, but the bonds held her fast.


              Thwack! Thwack!  Martine picked up speed.  There was no time between cuts for Tessa to relax.  She howled in pain, as each cut added such a horrid sensation, she feared she would pass out from pain. Seeing Tessa’s agony, Martine abruptly stopped the beating for a moment.       


              “Calm yourself, little one, I’ve only begun.” Martine waltzed about Tessa’s recuperating body. “You’ll take much more of this before you’re through.”


              She began again, peeling off a steady stream of cuts, aimed at the centerpiece of Tessa’s life, her cunt—not particularly planning any specific assault, but letting each blow land at will on the tender inner thighs, on the reddening labia, and even on the tip of a clitoris that peeked out between the protective flaps of flesh.  


              “Oh gawwwd, nooooooo, pleassssse, noooooooo, auuuuugg!”  she tried to twist away, with no success—squirming, she barely moved an inch. The pain continued to mount, even though Martine paused now and again to allow her submissive a moment to get used to the next level of intensity.


              “Let it take you away, tramp, that’s what you want,” she asserted with a snarling scowl.


              Thwack!


              “Oh gawwwwwwd nooooooo,” the bound beauty wailed frantically.


              Pain began to swim over her, a hellish aphrodisiac. As much as each cut hurt her to the core, she became resigned to its ruthless result—resigned to the horrendous arousal. Her body rose to each new burning bite, as if she wanted to feel the cruel cut of the buggy whip imprint her with the message that she craved the pain it would bring.


              Her cries became moans, gasps of willingness. The “oh pleeeese,” in her voice urging Martine to continue.  


              Martine, whose dominance had suddenly burst forth in such overt fashion, was possessed. The power she wielded charged her with such passion, she thought she would cum simply from the act. And yet, to her surprise there was an unexpected feeling running in tandem with her lust.  By some bizarre twist of fate, she discovered herself respecting Tessa and her submissiveness at the mercy of her whip. She was in awe of her inner strength.  


              She struck her swollen cunt, not to hurt her lover as she thought she would, but to pleasure them both. Each lashing cut descended on the vulnerable cunt to entice her.  Some cuts were soft, some more harsh; but behind them all was the clear understanding, that at some point she would have to stop.  She, Martine, would have to judge the moment when Tessa had reached her limit; and she, Martine, would have to demonstrate the grace required to end painful ordeal. 


              The Domme’s cunt burned hot with need—each cut inspired her zealous loins with passion, until she could take no more.  She could not endure another scream, or the sight of Tessa’s muscles clenched taut, or the way her own cunt responded so joyously to Tessa’s torture—even if the submissive woman was in ecstasy.


              Dropping the buggy whip, Martine flew to the bound maiden, flinging her legs over the settee, so that her own bare cunt was at Tessa’s face. “Lick me now, love,” she demanded. 


              Tessa responded quickly, her tongue reaching out to fondle the moistened cunt, sucking the dear bud of the clitoris she knew so well, with a tenderness Martine had never shown her. It was a pleasure to hear Martine sob with joy, as an orgasm claimed her, and her juices spilled out over Tessa’s face. When she was finished, the bitch looked down on the exhausted submissive.


                “Was I right? You wanted me to do this, didn’t you?” There was no haughtiness in her delivery.


              Feeling the throbbing in her loins like a cannon going off, Tessa murmured, “Yes,” admitting the truth so that everyone heard. All she needed now was a moment of her own. Her body clamored for release; and so to accommodate her need, Martine dropped between her legs, licking the aching flesh of Tessa’s cunt until she began to shudder. The bonds, though still holding her fast, could not hold back the thunderous quake of climax.


    


    


  




  

    Chapter Eleven


    


    It was so quiet in the morning that Tessa could hear the birds singing outside Miles’ loft.  She hadn’t expected their song ringing in her ears, not in the middle of the city.  


              Rising, she found herself alone. Calling for Miles, he didn’t respond. He must have left in the night. She remembered being exhausted after the ordeal with Martine. She remembered being freed from the bonds, and carried in Miles’ arms from the settee to the bed. She remembered drifting off to dreams on the gentleness of his touch, and his soft words spoken in her ear. Apparently, she had given him everything he wanted, because he asked no more of her, not the use of her mouth, her ass or her cunt. Even Hector didn’t have her—poor Hector, he likely had to satisfy himself with Martine, or nothing at all. Now, the garret was bright with sunlight.  Tessa could see the blue sky beyond the windows. Grabbing a robe that had been thrown at the bottom of the bed, she tossed it over her shoulders and walked along an unexplored corridor, finding a door she’d not seen before. Opening it, she discovered a rooftop patio bathed in sunshine. And there, as if it had been waiting for her, was a lounge—the perfect place to sit for her morning coffee.  She scooted back inside and made herself a quick cup, then grabbed a plum in her other hand and returned to the patio. 


              Making quick work of her plans, she ignored the freestanding mirror, avoided even touching the sore place between her legs, and though she walked, wincing, she wasn’t yet ready to face the damage, or the feelings that had arisen the night before. In the clear bright morning it was easy to forget darker things.


              Lying back on the chaise lounge, she let the robe fall off her body, the sun’s rays hitting her with its generous, cheerful warmth. She was refreshed and smiling to herself, even though she was frequently reminded of the scars and wounds between her legs.


              Her mind traveled back and forth on an easy path between the night before and the present.  She felt herself juice, though the sticky dampness evaporated with the sun’s heat. Finding her cunt deliciously aroused, she pulled her labia apart so that the hard bud between them was as heated as the rest of her. She moved against her hands forgetting any pain. Indeed, the little pains from the wounds made her flinch, but only for an instant as the sharp sensations blended with every other vibrant feeling of sexual heat taking over her body.


              Her cunt roared quickly, climaxing, with female nectar pouring out over her hands.


              When she relaxed, the sun did its bidding again, almost instantaneously, a rush of tingling sensations surfaced in her again. She hadn’t time to come down from the first climax before a second was on its way.  She bucked against her hands—her thighs burned; Her groin reached toward the heavens as if getting closer would bring her to a heavenly end.  


              She gasped—tiny, petal soft gasps rose into the wisp of a breeze that teased her body.  


              Tessa might have continued for a third time, but when her eyes fluttered open, she saw Miles standing over her. She jerked up in surprise.


              “Having your morning’s pleasure without me?” he asked.
            “Oh, with you Miles. You’re in my thoughts constantly,” she flirted, hoping he wasn’t displeased.


              “How long have you been here?” he asked, sitting down on a small sliver of the lounge beside her naked thigh.


              “A half hour, perhaps. How long have you been looking at me?”


              “I saw you climax.”


              “Just the second one, or the first as well?”


              “Two?” he queried, impressed.


              “I’m often like this after a night like last night.”


              “Ah, I see. You mean that was a commonplace adventure for you?”


              “Oh no!  But when I’ve been so filled with sexual energy like last night, sometimes it doesn’t get completely spent in a single orgasm.”


              “Then perhaps you should continue,” he suggested.  His hand traced its way along her thighs, bringing back the same feelings that had claimed her twice before. She pushed herself towards his wandering fingers, seeking more. He teased her, running fingers along her thighs between her legs, about the entrance to her love hole and lower toward her taut anus. 


              “Ah, yes,” she hissed under her breath as his palm rolled over her throbbing clit.


              “Yes, yes, bring me off!” she coax him more. 


              Miles laughed. “Bring yourself off, slut, you do it so well.”


              She bucked wildly—even the slightest sensation, the slightest breeze tickled her sensitive flesh.


              “Ah, yes please.”


              “Reach for it, Tessa.”


              She jerked, mad with need, as if she hadn’t come in weeks. Miles’ presence was like a booster rocket attached to the burning in her abdomen.


              “Ah! Ah! Yes.”  She panted in oblivious staccato gasps, until she screamed, letting her voice rise with its lascivious gibberish.


              Finally, she jerked toward his hand as it came down on her cunt, with his fingers instantly penetrating both her holes. Her muscles squeezed against the invasion, as heaving spasms crashed through belly and she came again. 


              When she finally relaxed, her body stopped its incessant twitching. Miles was still looking down on her; his expression questioning.  Was she finished yet?


              “I get off so much more vividly when you’re here,” she said.


              “That’s the way it’s suppose to be,” he said. “Can you stop long enough for me to take you home?”


              “Home, my god why?”  She abruptly turned into a brazen vamp, her lips and eyes pouting coyly, her hands reaching to find where he was hard between his legs. “Don’t you want me to stay?”


              He pushed her hands away.


              “I think you might want to get back to your life?” he said.


              “Isn’t this my life?” 


              “I’d hoped you’d feel that way, but I have obligations and so do you.”


              “But I have more time, you asked for several days. Are you reneging? Haven’t I pleased you?” She gushed on until her interrupted her.


              “Shush. I don’t think you have that to worry about. I was referring to other obligations you have to me.”


              “Oh, and what are those?”


              “You’ll see. Right now you need to get dressed.”


              Miles looked down at her legs, this time noticing the welts that Martine had left.


              “How nice,” he observed. “Just as I had hoped.”


              “I haven’t seen them,” Tessa admitted.


              “Avoiding the truth?”


              “I suppose.”


              “Then you’d better get your ass inside and see what your roommate thinks of you.”


              Reminded of Martine, Tessa shivered coldly, the sun choosing that very instant to find a cloud to hide behind, as if that impassioned orb could actually read her thoughts. Pulling herself reluctantly from the lounge, she hastily rushed toward the garret with Miles following closely on her tail.


              Before the mirror, Tessa looked to see the lines of pain between her legs, surprised at how remarkably lovely they looked. They appeared to have been put there by a tender lover, helping her seek some rare ecstasy through the refining fire of pain.  She had never thought of Martine as that kind of lover, but there was no escaping the memory of the night before, when the bitch had reached inside her soul with the buggy whip, finding a level of submission so unexpected that it had taken her by surprise. To be that willing with a woman she sometimes loved, sometimes despised, astonished her. Yet, the fact remained, she willingly allowed herself to be punished by Martine and her own body encouraged the act.


              “Martine punished you with remarkable affection,” Miles observed.


              “Yes, she did” Tessa admitted.


              “So, perhaps you two can take off your guns and holsters and enjoy each other?”


              “We did last night … eventually,” Tessa smiles.


              “It was good for you both.”


              Tessa had to agree.


              “Now get dressed, love, we have places to go.”


              The two wound about the city streets, stopping for a brief moment at a small deli, where Miles picked up bagels and juice for breakfast. They ate in the car, chatting about normal things, like a normal couple, until he pulled up in front of Maya’s shop.


              The moment Tessa saw the salon, she knew what was going to happen.  “I’ve earned more?” 


              “Your willingness last night, the whipping, your yielding—yes, you’ve earned more.”      


              “It’s going to hurt, isn’t it?” she asked nervously.


              “It could. But less so if you’re relaxed, let’s not have a repeat of the past.”  His reply sounded more like a threat than assurance. She would have preferred that he phrase the thought in a more soothing vein.            


              It was clear from the outset, however, that this would not be a repeat of her initial session with Maya. First, Tessa felt very different. Just walking in the door, she noticed how much she’d changed. She was hardly the innocent initiate any more, and that realization comforted her.  The very idea of having her nether regions pierced as her nipples had been was an idea that made her cunt respond instantly.  Taking something that was once just fantasy into the real world was much less threatening than it had been in the past. Besides her internal changes, there were other differences between this time and the first.  While the shop itself was much as it had been before, upon entering, Miles immediately took her to a back room behind the outer salon. The atmosphere in this closed dark place was almost sinister, the way incense burned and candles glowed, and there was a heavy, mysterious feel around her. The mood was more intriguing, but also more frightening.  


              Even Miles changed. His once friendly demeanor vanished, replaced by a coldness Tessa knew well. He brusquely placed her in Maya’s hands as if she was so much merchandize to be dispensed with.


              “Pierce her cunt, above her clitoris,” he said, “and place rings through her inner labia.  I want them to hang down noticeably.”


              “A little showpiece,” Maya suggested, quite delighted with the prospect of Miles’ proposal.


              “Will Vincent be here to do her?” Miles asked.


              “Soon. I expect him back shortly. You don’t plan to watch?”


              “No, I have an appointment. When you’re finished, let her rest. I’ll pick her up when I’m ready.  And Maya,” he added sarcastically, “don’t make it too painful, remember how delicate she is.” 


              Tessa wondered if his quick mood change was a show for Maya, or for her. Or whether it might be his former exasperation with her in the salon suddenly surfacing again.  Either way, he left without saying anything to her, making her feel like a piece of clothing, left for alterations.


              “Vincent will like the color of her pussy,” Maya reminded Miles, as he was almost out the door.


              Miles remained expressionless. “Then let him have it,” he said. Without another word, he was gone.


              Turning back to the frightened submissive, Maya grinned triumphantly. “Well, my little trinket, we’ll be adorning your cunt this time.” She tugged the short skirt Tessa was wearing until it was bunched around her waist.  “A little glitter will do this pale skin good.” She inspected her more carefully. “Oh, my!  Look at those stripes! Only a good whip would do them so deeply.” She ran a long black finger against the sensitive skin.            “And I like this, no hair. All the better to show off your new jewelry.”


              Tessa remained silent as the black woman pawed her freely, and then pulled down the shirt Tessa was wearing to see the studs at her nipples.  


              “Ah! Yes,” she exclaimed delighted. “I’ll give you another pair. Nice rings, just above these,” she said, tugging at one of the studs.


              “He didn’t say that,” Tessa objected.


              “But he won’t object, will he?”


              The woman was in control and it was pointless to argue with her. Maya seemed as sure of her plans as Miles was of his.


              “Who’s Vincent?” Tessa asked.


              “My husband. He does pussy, it’s his specialty.” Tessa wasn’t sure she was referring to fucking her or piercing; probably both she decided, witnessing the expression on Maya’s face.  “You’ll have to wait until he comes.”


              “When will that be?”


              “Hour or two, you’ll wait here, I have things to do.”  Maya shoved her into the small cubicle and proceeded to affix cuffs to her wrists, attaching them to a hook above her head. She’d spent too many hours in the last forty eight stretched out this way, and her arms instantly ached. And then, as if that were not enough, Maya pulled her legs apart and bound them, too. Her cunt was forced by the awkward position, into the rough fabric of the upholstery where it scratched her already tender flesh.


              “Please, anything, just not above my head,” Tessa pleaded.


              Maya flashed her a reprimanding glance, then ignored her plea.  Once done, she left Tessa by herself, closing the door after her.


              As it turned out, what might have seemed like hours to Tessa was only a few minutes; though each aching moment with her arms suspended, only enhanced her fear.  


              When the door snapped opened, a blaring light blinded her eyes, and she was unable to see who was staring at her from the doorway.  She craned her neck to get a better glance; but only when the intruder moved inside the room could she see who was eyeing her so carefully. The pale skinned black man who appeared out the blinding light must have been nearly 6’5”, towering over her diminutive frame. She’d often pictured Miles looming ominously above her, the way this man did; gut the black man was even more imposing, no doubt because he didn’t have the tender sensibilities that Miles had for her. There was no affection in his eyes, or smile on his broad black face.


              “Vincent,” he introduced himself once he shut the door. 


    Tessa was speechless, and thankfully, he wasn’t interested in conversation.  


              Lowering her arms, he left her hands bound and resting gently in her lap. The aching in her shoulders slowly ceased.


              “Maya goes to extremes,” he said coolly, as if that was adequate explanation.


              “Thank you, my arms were very sore.”


              Vincent sat down on a black stool—the kind with wheels found in a doctor’s examination room. Moving closer, they were nearly at eye level.


              “So, we’re piercing you today?” he said. He even sounded like a doctor.


              “As Miles wishes,” Tessa answered.


              “Ah, you belong to Miles,” he said as if he didn’t know. His mouth broadened momentarily into a smile, then quickly returned to the blank expression he’d worn before.


              Turning on the lamp behind him, Vincent shined the light on Tessa’s breasts, while he examined her nipples with a physician gentle care. Her pulled her blouse down further—though with her hands still tied and in her lap, he couldn’t remove the shirt without cutting it away. Finding scissors in the credenza, he clipped the shoulders straps and pushed the material down.


              “These too, Maya says,” the black man remarked, referring to her nipples.


              “Miles didn’t ask for that,” Tessa informed him. She wasn’t sure why it was important that he knew—if it had been Miles wish, it wouldn’t have mattered to her having another set of piercings through her nipples. As it was, she thought Vincent should know that these extra ones were Maya’s idea.


              As she expected, Vincent ignored her comment.  “Let’s see you below,” he said, “lean back.”  Tessa allowed the man to ease her down so she was lying on the bench. She couldn’t help but think that his professional manner indicated that Vincent was a doctor, performing such simple rituals with patients everyday. To make it easier, he untied her feet; though he quickly pulled stirrups from the corners of the table and secured her legs so that they were spread wide. The table raised and lowered with the touch of a button, and she was rapidly at height he wanted. 


              Shining the light on her spread cunt, he noticed the obvious marks. “Last night?” he guessed, “these are fresh.”


              “Yes.”


              “Miles?”


              “No.”


              “Who?”


              “A woman.”


              “Humph! It’s a fallacy that women crack a meaner whip than men, though this one must have given you quite a wealth of pain; the welts are deep.”


              “She knew what she was doing.”


              His fingers played with the sensitive slips of skin, her clit and the inner labia that were to be pierced. Though he performed his job under the guise of examination, he took some satisfaction from the act, watching carefully as she jolted each time he touched in a spot that ached with either pain or pleasure. Her arousal from the morning had not yet subsided; in fact, she was raw with sides, even with this distant stranger.


              “You’re aroused,” he noted


              She didn’t respond.


              “Answer me,” he raised his voice.


              “Yes, Sir,” she promptly replied. 


              Standing, Vincent was waist level to her cunt—her intuition wasn’t wrong. 


              She was about to be fucked!


              He fingered her hole as he was letting down his zipper; then pulling his cock from his pants, he thrust it deep between her legs into her waiting, wanting hole. His generous size stunned her, until she found a way to relax inside the awesome sensation. Vincent screwed her with passionate grace, as if it were in time to some music he was hearing in his head. Not having her enough, he pulled her ass up from the bench, lifting it into his groin, where he pounded her repeatedly, groaning in a low, consistent monotone.


              “Ahhhhhhhhhh! Gawwwwwd,” she her voice lifted into the air. In this tiny room it seemed too loud, though it was not as loud as the fierce groan that rippled behind hers: the one that proceeded from Vincent as smashed his black cock deep into the creamy palace.


              Tessa thought he was about to come; she was about to come herself. But he pulled out of her, and came to her head, pushing his dripping cock in her face, expecting her to take it in her mouth. Picking up where he left off, he pumped himself down her throat with rigorous strokes, then pulled out just enough to let the cum spew across her face, until it was dripping down her chin. 


              Finished, he tapped the side of her face with his receding member, depositing the last of his cum there. Then finding a towel in the credenza, he cleaned himself and restored his cock inside his pants.


              “You didn’t come,” he suggested, when he finally turned back to her.


              “No,” she whispered. She wanted it, but she held her breath, afraid he wouldn’t let her release. But to her relief, he played with her briefly until she was climaxing with soft rippling surges making her tremble gratefully.


              Except that her face was still covered with his cum, the scene was restored to the task at hand, and Vincent again became the detached professional he’d earlier been.


              “Miles wants one here,” he said, tugging gently at the hood of her clit. She shrunk back as he touched the sensitive spot.


              “I’ll have to tie you down,” he warned, “I can’t have you jumping like a fish out of water.”


              Good to his word, he used leather straps across her waist and abdomen to hold her torso in place, then lowered her legs in the stirrups, enough so he could tie them to the edge of the bench.  For good measure, he pulled her arms above her again; though this time they didn’t dangle in the air, they were merely tied over her head, so that her hands wouldn’t get in the way.


              He swabbed her cunt with something cold, smelling medicinal—alcohol.


              “You’ve been through this before,” he said, “keep it clean and you’ll have no problems with the pierce.”


              Perhaps, not seeing him at his work was better for her, because the quick pokes of the needle didn’t hurt as much as she expected them to.  There was only a sudden, sharp sting and it was over. The ring hung heavily on her clit, generating a lush feeling that would remain a constant reminder of her master’s mark. That done, Vincent continued with her labia, tugging on the flaps of flesh, creating a sharp throbbing in her crotch, and leaving a similar sensation of heaviness when the each ring was finally threaded through the new hole. She wanted to touch herself between her legs and feel the jewelry for herself. Most of all she wanted to gaze in the mirror at the result. Each ring bound her to Miles, an imprint of his dominance.  


              “That’s done,” Vincent announced, “now the nipples.” Rising from the stool, he towered over her again as he showed her two small rings.  “These will go above the studs. Once the piercings are healed, we can improvise some more unusual jewelry.


              Tessa had no idea what he meant by improvise; the thought sounded alarming. Even to, her body was swimming with energy, her brain woozy and disconnected from reality. The needles, the stabbing, the sensations were obsessions—she wanted more, but then there was the remembrance of Maya in her salon and her horrid fear that first time. Despite her longing, she cringed with fear—perhaps she shouldn’t look.


              “I hear you faltered last time,” Vincent said—Maya must have told him. “Don’t be foolish,” he warned, “I’m not as naturally kind as my wife.”  Tessa didn’t believe that; he already displayed more kindness in his cold manner than she’d experienced from Maya. But he obviously had a reason for his warning.             


              Swabbing her nipples with the cold disinfectant, he then took needle and rings in hand, swiftly shocking her system in a matter of seconds. The sensation was stunning, ripping through her as it had before… but this time was different. She was in an altered state, her mind tripped out as if she were stoned, drunk with sexual lust, wishing Vincent would use her again just to ease the mounting desire.


              He didn’t accommodate her this time.


              Instead, he finished with her in the same style that he’d begun. Except for the torrid fuck, he’d been perfectly decorous in his attitude, the exemplary professional. She would have to ask Miles about the reason for his impeccable bedside manner.


              Once her body settled enough so that she could get up, Vincent removd the straps and untied her hands.


              “You’ll want to rub your wrists when they are bound like that to get the circulation going. I’ll have to talk to Maya—she tied them too tightly.  He stood over her, making eye contact one last time, then lowered the bench to its normal height, and finally left the room.


              When Miles came to pick her up, Maya gave her a long scarf to tie around her bodice, replacing the torn blouse. To Tessa’s surprise, Miles didn’t bother to examine her new jewelry. Apparently he was too busy to rush through what she hoped would be a thorough examination. As he promised earlier, he took her home.


    


    


  




  

    Chapter Twelve


    


     Miles called Tessa several days later to arrange a lunch date.


              “Wear the scarf that Maya gave you,” he told her.


              “Tied as it was?”


              “I like the way it looks on you… and wear the black leather skirt. And yes, tell me, how’s the new jewelry?” 


              In the days since Vincent pierced her, the tenderness in her cunt had diminished, but not the crude sensations of pleasure that accompanied every move she made. 


              “Trite though it may sound, I can’t get you out of my mind,” Tessa replied.  “The little chains you attached to the labia rings tickle my thighs constantly, and the ring on the hood of my clitoris hangs there heavily.”


              “Goading you?” he asked.


              “That’s a good way to put it.”


              She could almost hear a chuckle issue from him.  “Then my purpose is fulfilled. You can test yourself in public—something we can both look forward to.”


              “What kind of gathering did you say this was?”


              “Something casual, a new exhibit opening.  Lots of notable people who like to be seen with artists, no matter how obscene we are.”


              “I heard one patron of the museum describe your nudes as filth,” Tessa said.      


              “Really?” he  replied, “That’s good. “I wouldn’t want to slander my reputation with anything wholesome.”


              “Then I suppose that my wearing gold, leather and silk will maintain your notoriety.” 


              “I’m glad you think the way I do. I’m sure you’ll have quite a time this afternoon.”


              By the time they arrived at the luncheon, there were already at least a hundred people in the room, milling about, drinking cocktails before the sit-down luncheon. Tessa’s expectations of the event were quickly shattered, as she looked about the crowd of people chattering gaily.


              “I think I’m under dressed,” she whispered in Miles’ ear, as she peered at dozens of women in pastel business suits with long skirts and baggy slacks and high collared blouses, dripping gold, their noses high in the air, ready to look down in well-practiced amazement at any slut like her.    


              “You look ravishing,” Miles whispered back, “that scarf’s worth a few hundred dollars, you’re hardly dressing down to anyone. Besides, if you looked like one of the bitches here, I wouldn’t have you.” He eyed the prudish matrons around him with contempt.


              “Then why are we here?” Tessa asked.


              “Politics, good politics.”            


              “Politics?”  That was a word she hadn’t expected to hear from his lips.


              “Sometimes I have to make an appearance, especially if it’s my own opening.”  


              “Your own opening?  You didn’t tell me that.”


              “It’s not all that important, but I do have to be here; there’s positioning in the art world, you have to be in the right place at the right time.”


              “I didn’t think that things like that would influence you,” Tessa commented. It seemed odd to her that Miles would let anyone dictate what he should or shouldn’t do.


              “I may not like this kind of event, but I do want to sell my work. If nothing else, it’s a necessity from a financial perspective.”  The two were strolling about, Miles nodding to acquaintances, while he whispered to Tessa. “Besides, we’ll have some fun with this,” he added looking delightfully devilish.


              Tessa hated this kind of ostentatious show.  Fully resolved that she wouldn’t put herself in this kind of milieu for any reason, after many such occasions for the museum, she was displeased to find herself in the middle of another congregation of arrogance.  The only thing that didn’t displease her was the infrequent glances at her bosom.  Men, mostly men, noticed the bumps about her breasts where the jewelry pierced her.  The silk did little to hide the obvious.  The women were especially interesting, the way they gave her sidelong glances, and whispered to each other like Siamese cats while staring at her chest.  


              It didn’t take long before Tessa felt like little more than a trinket for Miles to show off—she was as much a part of the exhibit as his paintings on the wall.  To her surprise, there was even one painting of her, one she wasn’t aware that Miles had done. It shocked her to see the image of her rounded buttocks, asshole included, shimmering in oils. The blond mop of hair was a dead giveaway, though there was likely not enough of her own physique to make the identity of the model obvious to anyone but Tessa and Miles. Still, she moved away from it quickly, not sure how she’d handle curious comparisons.


              Miles came and left her side several times, while the two drank iced tea laced with some liquor. It was delicious, and made her head just fuzzy enough to appreciate the finer points of sticking out so blatantly in the crowd. Usually, she did her exhibiting among friends with sentiments and tastes in clothes similar to her own. With just a little help from the potion in her hand, this exhibition was becoming most intriguing.  


              It was clearly fascinating to Miles, too.


              When he went off to chat with some notable person, he’d gaze back at her, and draw the patron’s attention her way. She was greeted with appreciative smiles and waves several times. She wondered why he didn’t just put her on a pedestal for all to see, a living model. Take the clothes from her body and let everyone see what was underneath them, what lovely gold dripped from her pierced places.


              “Tessa, I want you to meet Damien,” Miles said, escorting a gentleman and lady to her side.  “This is Adelle, his wife.”


              She shook their hands graciously. Was this the Damien, of Damien’s Ball? she wondered to herself.


              “This is the girl you told me about?”  Damien was a graying man, likely in his early sixties, though his robust manner suggested a virile “Cary Grant.” His charm glimmered in his eyes; and there was a genuine kindness that Tessa hadn’t seen yet that day.  


              “Yes, she’s the one,” Miles said.


              “Dear, this is the girl in the movie,” Damien told his wife.  The woman was a carbon copy of all the other woman at the luncheon. Her nose was so pinched, it looked as if she’d just removed a clothespin from it. Her nostrils flared slightly when she spoke, and she reminded Tessa of a cartoon character, but she could quite remember which one.


              “Really?” the woman said, her eyebrows raised in glee, as if she couldn’t wait to get on her gossipy way, telling the rest of the manicured crones, who Miles’ slut really was.  “Such an interesting work of art that movie,” she said, “not my taste, Damien has such depraved inclinations, though I figure that’s his prerogative at his age.”


              “What a strange thing to say,” Tessa spoke her feelings aloud.


              The woman smiled obliquely. “You’re quite charming, my dear,” the woman continued. “But I do have to run now.”


              “I’d like to see her butt whipped,” Tessa said under her breath.


              “Please don’t mind her, my dear, she appreciates your art, she just doesn’t quite understand it,” Damien said.


              “Maybe she’s afraid of it,” Tessa said. “Seeing all these ridiculously groomed bitches here, I wonder why any of them are feasting on Miles’ porn if it weren’t for their own secret fascination with it.”


              “You have a point, but even try to get one of these woman naked, and you’ll have a fight on your hands,” Damien noted.


              Tessa shook her head.  “Then why bother with them, if they’re frgid in bed, what good are they?”


              Damien didn’t reply, though he noted Tessa’s spunk with a slight smile.


              “Really Tessa, you might want to suck up to Damien,” Miles told her, “he has paid me well for the videos.” 


              “I didn’t know you already sold them.”


              “Actually, they were commissioned.”


              “Commissioned?”  


              “Damien has an ever increasing interest in S M.”


              “Unusual and very original S M,” the man qualified. “I’m not looking for mindless flagellation and heartless dominance. Miles manages to provide something more.”


              “I’m glad you like what we did,” Tessa replied, though she was suspicious of the man.  To add to her misgivings, there was something guarded in both men’s manner, something they were not telling her. “I didn’t realize that Miles had done other films like mine.”


              “I haven’t, Tessa,” Miles answered.


              “No, not to the depths you two traversed in the last one—the one with the dark haired vamp,” Damien agreed.


              “That was hardly a week ago,” Tessa said.


              “Humph! Then your stripes have probably not faded,” Damien surmised.


              “Most have, but not all.” 


              “I’d like to have her now.”  Damien turned to Miles, his softness vanishing with the turn of his head, replaced by a familiar darkness that she’d seen often in her master.


              “By all means,” Miles graciously said, then he turned to his submissive saying, “Accommodate him, Tessa, whatever he asks.”


              This twist in the plot was ominous; Tessa could tell by the way she shivered at the sound of Miles words, and the way her nether jewelry suddenly felt heavier than it had felt before.


              With a sly smile on his face, Damien led Tessa through the halls of the ageing Victorian mansion turned Art Gallery, stopping just inside a round drawing room. “I hope you won’t mind,” Damien said, “you’ll likely miss the poached salmon and crepe suzettes.”


              “No, I don’t mind missing lunch,” Tessa replied warily.


              “Good, that’s very good.”  He was smiling, but not as warmly as he had been when Miles introduced them. She detected something devious in the works. The man was unsettling, his eyes beguiling and changeable—hard to read—turning from sly to sweet, from sweet to chilling.


              “Take off your scarf,” he ordered her.


              Not used to taking orders from someone other than Miles, Tessa hesitated. She shouldn’t have been surprised by the request, but still the whole experience was incongruous with her expectations for the day.


              “Now!” Damien snapped. He glared at her and tugged at the scarf.


              Tessa finished the job, pushing the scarf to her waist, releasing her breasts from the binding. The flesh jiggled, almost glad for a breath of fresh air, while her double-pierced nipples glowed in the dim light.  


              From out of nowhere, the man drew what looked like a conductor’s baton and prodded her tits. Raising them from underneath he viewed them with a judgmental eye, as if he were inspecting something he intended to purchase.


              “He told me they were even more exquisite with the second piercing,” Damien commented. His eyes were incredibly cold. “You know, the movies hardly do you justice, though Miles has captured you quite well in some of the sketches.”


              Tessa didn’t see any need for conversation. She let his comments go unanswered; though his careful inspection of her was arousing. “Raise your skirt,” he ordered next.


              As they stood in the midst of the elegant room, they were like two divergent views of life—Tessa looking quite out of place. She felt like the used woman, like the whore that Hector spoke of.  She was fulfilling Miles’ wishes, and wouldn’t have dared deny this man whatever pleasure he wanted. It was a nasty business being a slut, allowing the whole world to see her exactly as she was. As Miles’ trinket to give away, his pleasure became hers; doing his bidding was like a soothing ride down the territory of her own desires; and she couldn’t imagine being anything but what she was.  


              Unfortunately, events like the luncheon today, reminded her that the rest of the world wasn’t like her at all. Indeed the normal world judged her harshly, a fact she’d have to get used to.


              Almost as a statement of defiance to the gathering down the hall, Tessa raised her skirt.  Wouldn’t it have been lovely to flaunt her naked bottom before them?


              “Open your thighs,” Damien commanded.


              Tessa obeyed as Damien eyed her carefully, seeing her pussy with its glittering jewelry. A look of pure admiration—a wave of utter satisfaction crossed his face as he saw her cunt appearing with its treasures dangling before his eyes. He reached down and pulled at the ring over her clitoris. “It hurts, doesn’t it?”


              “When you pull it hard, yes, sir.”


              “I like to see what depths of pain women can take.  I should like to whip your body until you scream—your agony would make me mad with joy.”  


              The man was mad, crazy mad, Tessa thought. His face made another of its unexpected shifts, almost glaring with a evil glow. Then the chilling visage turned to loathing, a scowl walking across his brow, chin and cheeks. He changed masks in seconds. For all the mesmerizing, demonic, lusty, wicked faces that had been cast her way, never had this one appeared to her.


              She was about to panic when the baton came down against her naked breasts. On another occasion she might cried out, but she was too scared. Strangely, the punishing cut calmed her, forcing her away from her fears. She was staring at the slice against her white breast where a thin red line was rising, when Damien brought the baton down another three times across her tits. Each time the same result occurred; her breasts instantly reflected the unleashed passion with a distinct line etched into her skin.      


              “Some things, my dear Tessa, I like to see for myself first hand,” he explained as he finished.


              Tessa remained silent. She liked this less than she liked the scene with Martine.  But again she was foiled by her own physical response; like some brazen whore, she was juicing between her legs.    


              “Miles said your passions for perversion were limitless,” Damien said, pressing his hand to her cunt. His expression was pure admiration. Tessa wondered now, if there had been any reason to be frightened of him at all—she could handle hard cocks and lust with little effort.


              Bending her over the back of a chair, Damien spread wide her legs and pushed his cock deep into her cunt. She squeezed down on him instinctively, and he groaned delighted. While snapping the baton against her naked bottom, he pummeled her cunt with sharp, quick thrusts, to which she moaned in reply—though not so loudly that their fucking could be heard outside the room. Even so, right in the middle of their screw, the door opened noisily and two women from the luncheon walked inside the room.


              “It’s Miles’ slut and Damien,” a coifed woman, announced to her escort, as the two stood stock still in the doorway ogling the scene before them with ecstatic expressions.


              “Do you see that!  She’s pierced!” 


              The two didn’t bother to leave, they didn’t even bother to close the door. Instead, they watched the fucking as if it were a performance.


              “I wish he’d take her in the ass,” the woman said.


              Lost in the pleasure of his mounting climax, Damien didn’t seem to care that anyone watched. He didn’t even take notice of the audience, which had quickly expanded to a half-dozen unsuspecting guests. He fucked her hard, while Tessa was too hot and wet to worry about embarrassment. Yet, as Damien came with a truncated bellow issuing from his mouth, the door slowly closed and for some curious reason the audience retreated. Perhaps the voyeurs were too embarrassed by the intimacy of the final act and the awkwardness that would no doubt follow.


              When Damien pulled out her, he was stone, cold dominant, his sperm dripping out on Tessa’s behind and down her leg.


              “Don’t wipe it up,” he told her. “Let it dry.  I’d like Miles to see it. I’m sure he’ll appreciate the gift.” He brought the baton down on her ass cheeks, first the right, then the left, then in the center along the crease of her ass.  She wanted to scream, just as she wanted to scream when he laid the baton across her breasts; but she remained as silent as a mouse to keep her agony from being discovered.  It occurred to her, in one brief respite from the blows, that anyone from the luncheon could open the door and find her being whipped—especially if the ones who had watched her earlier and shared their discovery with the other guests. Thankfully, however, the two remained alone until he ordered her to stand.


              She was shaky at first. So much had happened so quickly she could hardly get her bearings. An empty stomach, a strange concoction of liquor, an audience, a punishment, a rabid fucking, and more punishment. She almost collapsed, her knees weak, her lungs out of breath.


              “Stand up, Tessa, and behave yourself.”  The languishing submissive was surprised to hear Miles’ voice behind her. Stumbling, she turned around and caught herself on the chair.


              There were three women behind him in the doorway, watching too.


              “This is the woman in the paintings,” he told them. There she stood with the silk scarf and leather skirt both bunched around her waist, realizing that all her finest attributes were there to behold. The women stared at her in wonder. Their complementary pastel knit suits—looking so like they’d come from a designer salon of Saks—made Tessa feel smutty and torn in comparison.


              “Has she given you any trouble?” Miles asked.


              “She’s testing well,” Damien replied.


              “Why don’t you use the baton on her pussy, that faltering shouldn’t go unpunished,” he said coldly.


              “Can we watch?” one of the women asked.


              “I’m afraid not,” Miles told them turning around to usher them out, “perhaps another time.”


              Tessa was relieved, though not for long. When the door was closed again, Damien pulled out a stool and made her lie back with her legs open.


              “The cuts the bitch gave you hardly show,” he observed, looking down at her exposed pussy. He slashed her hard against her pierced labia.


              “Aaaaeessshhhhhhhhh,” she whimpered.


              The baton sizzled again, and hit her on the other side, just catching the side of her clit, where the ring appeared to protect her this time. Another cut was laid directly in the crease of her groin, on flesh so tender that she couldn’t help the biting cry that rose from her mouth.  


              “Ahh, ah ah noooooooo!” she exclaimed aloud.


              Another cut found its target on the tip of her clit. This time she shrieked vociferously.  Her hips bucked angrily against the stool—she wanted nothing more than to bolt from the room and Damien’s nasty baton; but she knew that would bring Miles’ wrath on her in ways far worse than this thrashing.  “I’m doing this for Miles”, she repeated to herself. There was no reason she would endure this on her own—the pain and humiliation were far too cruel to engage her lust.


              The final cut from the baton landed viciously across her tits.  Surprising her, she tumbled off the stool, landing clumsily on the floor. She felt like a fool, forgetting all her submissive training, and looking up at Damien wondered what reaction would ensue. He didn’t seem bothered by her deportment.  Perhaps he knew how much he hurt her and that was excuse enough.  


              “I’m sure Miles will want you in the dining room,” he finally said, staring at her coldly. “I’d suggest you not tarry with your primping. There’s a private bath through that door.”  He pointed to the side of the room, then nodded to her as he collapsed the baton and replaced it in his suit pocket.  Without so much as another glance, he left the room.


              Before Tessa had a chance to rise, Miles entered, this time alone.  He looked at her miserable, trembling body. “My, look at this; he’s replaced Martine’s faded cuts.”


              “It hurts like hell,” she said, her annoyance surfacing.


              “You do look a bit worse for wear, Tessa,” Miles remarked.  It was actually a friendly comment, though Tessa wasn’t in a friendly mood.         


              “And I should be,” she blurted out.


              “Rattled?” he asked.


              “This is the most absurd thing I’ve ever seen,” she charged at him.  “These people are like ghouls, watching as if I were some sort of bauble being brutalized for art’s sake, and their perverted pleasures. Is this what I am?” she asked angrily.


              “Is it?  You tell me. What are you today that you weren’t yesterday?”


              “I didn’t like it at all Miles,” Tessa ignored his implication. “Your friend is creepy.”


              “Creepy!” he laughed.


              “Odd, strange, bizarre,” she fought for another adjective.


              “Bizarre? Yes. But he’s harmless.”


              “Not with those eyes, or with that baton.”


              “There are women would have given anything for the pleasure you had from Damien today.”


              “And what makes him so special?”


              “Only what you believe makes him special.  If temporal power is important to you, he owns a great deal of that.”


              “I don’t give a shit about who he is,” Tessa said.  Her anger was only beginning to quell. “Besides it wasn’t just him, it was those fiendish women. I’d rather have Martine dominating me any day, than those bitches hovering around me as though I were their pet.”


              “I wasn’t asking you to like it, Tessa.”


              “Then what’s the purpose?”


              He looked at her with a comical grin. “To shock them.”


              “That you certainly did,” she agreed.


              “Ah. Not as much as I would have liked.” He almost sounded disappointed.  “Some were expecting your antics.”


              “Antics!  My punishment, my defilement a simple antic for your company’s pleasure?  Is that all I am, entertainment, a trinket for whatever you desire?”


              “Sometimes that’s all you are, and you know it,” Miles spoke truthfully. “Because, that’s all you want to be.”  He looked at her with a wise expression. His knowledge of her was so complete that she couldn’t dismiss anything he had to say. “So now, Tessa, you tell me, why are you so pissed off?”


              She pouted for a moment. “I don’t know, I’ll have to think about it.” She was standing now, still in complete disarray, with her skirt and silk still askew about her middle. Miles gently placed his hand on her cunt and felt the softness there, and the jewelry, and the wetness she couldn’t refute. “Frankly, Tessa, I think you’re lying to me.”


              “Lying, never!”


              “Then you’ll have to tell your body to quit giving you away.”


              “My body reacts, it’s all physical,” she contended. “If my mind’s not there, how can I have any pleasure?


              “Be a little more honest with yourself, sweetheart,” he said, “If you plan to stay with me, there will be more days like today, and I’ll expect a better showing from you.”


              “What I went through was not enough?”


              “Just a taste, just a taste.”


              He took the knotted scarf from around her waist, and pulled it away.  Then he pushed the leather skirt back over her hips, so that it was straight around her body. After shaking out the wrinkled silk, he then wrapped it around her again with a flourish to match the way Maya had fashioned it. 


              “There, you almost look presentable, go fix your hair, but not too tidy. I like it mussed.”


              He was being so affectionate, and incredibly sweet, a side of him that made her feel magical inside. She let his gentle eyes caress her for a minute, then she retreated to the bath to fix her hair and makeup.


              Tessa wondered as she stared at herself in the mirror, why this place, and Damien, and the women—those ghastly women—had so upset her.  


              One thing she knew for certain, she was horny.  She felt as if there were a thousand hungry dragons crashing through her on a rampage.  She wished that Miles had just flung her down and screwed her, but she hadn’t words to ask the favor; and likely, he wouldn’t have granted her the pleasure.


              When she returned to him, she still had no answer to his question about her anger. As it was, Miles was too preoccupied with returning to his gathering to talk to her about it. He did offer one word of advice, as they were leaving the room. “It’s a grand joke Tessa, that’s all it is. Treat it like one and you’ll have a much better time.”


              “That’s how you see this afternoon, a joke?”


              “Yes,” he answered. “Frankly, I hadn’t planned that you and Damien would be interrupted. It began as just a friendly sharing between friends, an initiation that you needed to endure, for reasons that will become clear in time. But the others, they were interesting accidents, comical ones at that.”  Seeing the twinkle in his eye, she could tell he was sincere.


              A joke? Comical? Was that so ridiculous?  Perhaps all the anger was for nothing. Had she passed a test, or failed one? Only time would tell. 


              Resuming her place on Miles’ arm, the returned to the dining room where lunch was just being finished. Having had nothing to eat herself, Miles stopped at a tray of unserved plates of food; and with some curious onlookers stealing glances at them, he fed her with his fingers. She laughed at the mess he made, as pieces of poached salmon and crepe suzettes stuck to her mouth. 


              Her earlier upset seemed incredibly silly in this light, and she felt foolish for being so angered. 


              After wiping her face on a napkin, she strolled with Miles to where Damien and his prissy wife, Adelle, were shaking hands with other art patrons.


              “I hope you enjoyed yourself,” Tessa said boldly.


              Damien nodded at her coolly. Ah! That impeccable cool!  Men like him would never be rattled, or taken off guard. But that wasn’t the point. She had the satisfaction of satisfying the man in a way that his little woman never could.


              Lust like hers made her an uncommon piece of art.


    


    


  




  

    Chapter Thirteen


    


    “Where did he take you?” Martine asked. She was leaning against a display case that Tessa was arranging with artifacts from the Mesopotamian Era. Martine’s slit skirt was rising high on her hips.  


              “A luncheon,” Tessa replied.


              “Ah.” Her friend nodded.


              “Haven’t you seen him lately?” Tessa asked.


              “Not for a week.” 


              “Ooooo, you think he’s lost interest?”


              “No,” she answered indignantly.


              “Well, he’s left me for a week at a time, I suppose it’s within his standard operating procedure,” Tessa admitted, as she tried hiding the pleasure in Martine’s abandonment, if that’s what it was.


              “So how was the luncheon?” Martine asked.


              Tessa spent some moments considering a reply.  Exactly how much did she want to reveal about her afternoon with Miles?  Her relationship with Martine had always had its prickly side; they never seemed to want to get along, and yet, they did have some of the best sex ever.  Perhaps it was time for a truce. 


              “Enlightening,” Tessa finally admitted.


              “How so?” her roommate asked. Tessa had been carefully fixing her artifacts with a precision that annoyed Martine.  It was like everything else with Tessa. Perfect, it had to be perfect.


              “Oh, a roomful of his stuffy art patrons, and then there was me, dressed in a leather skirt and silk scarf like some art patron from the fiery dungeons. At least that’s the way I must have looked to them.” She said it with an amused smile. “Unfortunately, I didn’t appreciate the humor of it, right off. Miles had to point it out to me, after I faltered a bit giving his Mr. Big Bucks the show he wanted.


              “Mr. Big Bucks?”


              “The guy who buys the videos.”


              “Oh, that’s interesting, what’s he like?”


              “Old, distinguished and definitely weird.” 


              “Weird? How?”


              “I don’t know,” she thought back. “I guess it was his eyes; they were really queer, in the old sense of the word.”


              “Sounds like something right up your alley.”


              “Not really, not like that.  He made me feel weird.” 


              Martine shifted her stance, raising a foot to rest against a foot high stool Tessa had used to reach the top of a display case.  Her skirt was rising even higher on her leg.  It wouldn’t have taken much to bend down and see Martine’s cunt peeking out from underneath.  “Did Miles pierce you again?” Martine asked abruptly.


              The question came like lightening, out of the clear blue, just as Tessa was almost enjoying a good old-fashioned woman-to-woman moment. She hedged a little, trying not to look Martine in the eye.


              “C’mon bitch, tell me. He did, didn’t he?”


              “So what if he did?”


              “I want to see,” she said. Martine was horny—she was practically rubbing her hips against the display case. All the usual signs were there, including the manner of nasty dominance that normally appeared when she wanted Tessa to submit to her.


              “When we get home,” Tessa offered.


              “No. Here. Now.”


              “I’m working now, and you should be, too.”


              “Oh, don’t give me lectures about your job responsibilities, you who fly off with Miles at the drop of a hat.”


              “I work independently, you know that. Right now, I have a five o’clock deadline on this exhibit.”


              “That’s okay, it won’t take but a minute to please me, oh precious one.”


              Tessa was annoyed. Here it was again, the choice to fight or surrender to Martine. This time however, there was a little voice inside her head that began to speak in tandem with all the thoughts that would object to Martine’s command.  It was a simple reminder of the night they’d spent together, Tessa under Martine’s lash.  The point of the night was all too apparent before it was over. Miles, in his inimitably, crafty way had led her to the undeniable truth, that she really desired Martine’s dominance, nearly as much as she desired his. Reminded of that now, how could she refuse her?


              “Lift up your skirt,” Martine commanded, impatiently.  She didn’t share Tessa’s interminable quandaries.


              “Right here?”


              “Yes, there’s no one around.”


              “But someone could come around the corner in seconds.”


              “Then you’ll be embarrassed at worst, at best titillated. Raise that skirt. It’s only four fuckin’ inches.”


              Tessa would never have hesitated this way in front of Miles. He would have punished her ass hard if she’d resisted him even the slightest bit. Still, Martine was not Miles. Finally deciding to obey, Tessa glanced around one more time and then tugged her skirt up at the center before Martine’s watchful eyes. The three rings sparkled in the light.


              “My God, they’re beautiful, Vincent do these?”


              “How do you know Vincent?”  Tessa asked.


              “He did the dragon tattoo on my thigh a few years back. Miles and I thought it was an interesting coincidence.”


              “Did he screw you, too?” Tessa asked.


              “Did he screw you?” Martine asked, as if she was offended by the question.


              Tessa pushed her skirt back down and shrugged. “So, we don’t tell each other everything,” she quipped.


                Martine chuckled.  “He did, didn’t he?” she said, reading Tessa’s mind. She didn’t need an answer.  “He was always one of my favorite fucks,” Martine offered.  


              “More than once?” Tessa inquired curiously.


              “Gawd yes.  We had quite an affair, but he kept trying to poke my body with a bunch of holes like yours.”


              “I’m surprised you haven’t pierced yourself.” 


              “It doesn’t suit my style, I think of it as something that submissive women do.”


              “And Vincent wanted you to be submissive?”


              “Oh, he never really tried.  What really broke us apart was his bitch.  I couldn’t stand her.”


              “Maya?”


              “I quit seeing him when she rolled around, we didn’t get along.”  Martine punctuated her comments with a snarl.


              “I think they’re married,” Tessa said.


              “That’s too bad, the streets could use a good one like Vincent. He’s so civil while he’d pummeling you, so decent.”


              “That’s an interesting judgment. Surprising, coming from you. I didn’t think being decent was important in your world. “You’ve never been very particular about the men you fuck.”


              “Oh, and you are?  You’re only a little more particular than me.”


              “You’re probably right about that,” Tessa conceded. “Except for now.  I think Miles is changing me.”


              There they were again, Tessa thought, at one of those almost tender moments where they were connecting as friends.  


              “That’s what I mean, Tessa. The thing with Vincent, it’s like Miles. He’s decent, really decent, a scoundrel, a pervert, a real nasty scene maker; but he respects you and me. Isn’t that why we like him?”


              “I suppose it is,” Tessa mused. Strange the two of them agreeing on something.  “You can even see where he’s vulnerable—the little chinks in his armor.”


              “All men are vulnerable,” Martine offered as if she knew them all. 


              She would know, Tessa thought, since she was an expect at finding a man’s weakness.              


              Lest the moment be too sweet and friendly, the bitch changed on a dime. “Raise it again, slut, I want it now,” she ordered.


              This time she didn’t give Tessa a choice, her hand reached in and pulled the skirt up, finding its way to the rings. She yanked on the clit ring so hard it brought a muffled cry from her victim. Tessa tried not to move, or make the slightest peep. Though she knew that it would only be moments before Martine would have her panting, begging to come; she might as well give in.


              Martine’s fingers continued to play, one finger poking its way inside Tessa’s cunt. “This canyon of yours is like a raging river,” she observed.


              “How poetically stated,” Tessa replied, as she felt stabs of need rise inside her belly, orgasmic waves beginning to roll through her, “you really shouldn’t be doing this here.”


              “Oh, but it’s so fun wondering if you’re going to get caught. Wouldn’t you love to see the curator’s face right now, his beady little eyes staring into your lust. He’d know for sure what a naughty little whore you really are. I’m sure he’s wondered, the way you flaunt your private parts around here like they were just another display.”


              Tessa wanted to remind Martine that she was just as much a slut, but she couldn’t find the words. The way her pussy wanted to cum, she was losing touch with anything but the shrill shiver of desire attacking every nerve.


              “That’s it cunt,” Martine purred at her. She leaned in closer so she could whisper in her ear.  Inserting three fingers in the sopping pussy, she rammed them like a cock, and Tessa widened her stance to accommodate the intrusion. She was at the edge, unable to keep herself from thrusting her groin into Martine’s fist. “I’ll have it all in here next time slut, I’ll fuck you with my fist.”


              Tessa reacted to the threat with her hips, moving in lusty unison with the pounding hand, wishing she Martine would fuck her harder still. 


              “You want it now, don’t you?” Martine murmured.


              “But please not here.”


              “There’s no one around, let’s try.”


              “No, please, not now.”


              “You want it slut, admit it. You want my whole hand up your little whoring cunt, jamming its way to the center of your belly.”


              “No, please, no.” She denied the desire with little conviction.


              “Admit it bitch,” Martine seethed, her mouth against Tessa’s ear, so the submissive could not ignore the order. “Admit it, or I’ll raise a ruckus, and bring out the posse.”


              “Martine, no.”


              “Admit it!” she hissed again.


              “Yes, I want your fist inside me,” Tessa gasped. Their bodies were so close that their hot breath mixed, the slightly stale smell of smoke on Martine’s, a hint of mint from a lozenge still lingering in Tessa’s mouth. They were close, but not close enough—Martine backed off.


              “Raise your leg so I can get the right angle,” she ordered.  


              With her foot now resting on the stool where Martine’s once had been, her skirt was hiked so high that even her butt showed from behind—from the direction that she would be discovered, if she were discovered. They had to be quick, but she wanted it now, wanted Martine fully fist inside her. Her cunt opened like the petals of a flower, the nectar of her female center dripping over her roommate’s hand to coat the path. Tessa was too far gone to stop, even if someone happened round the corner.


              Dropping to her knees on the floor between Tessa’s legs, so she could get the proper angle with her hand, Martine’s three fingers in her cunt became four, and then her slim, wet hand slipped inside all the way, filling her expanded cavity. Fuller than Miles filled her, fuller than Vincent had, fuller than any of the dozens of cocks that had widened her cunt over time. She tensed, feeling Martine’s fingers come together inside her to make a fist.  The brutal reality of her submission hadn’t escaped her, but it wasn’t time to consider that. She was moving rapidly to orgasm, each thrust of the rude fist taking her quickly to a climax. She collapsed forward against Martine’s smaller but firmly set body and the two worked in unison as Tessa’s body tensed and eased and tensed again, and finally waves of orgasm set her murmuring softly, “Aaaaaaaahhhhhhh, yessssss.” Her inner muscles squeezed the offending fist just as they might tighten around a cock.          


              “Yes baby, that’s right, you love it, Tessa, yes you do,” Martine urged her friend.


              “Aaaaaaahh, yessssssssssssss,” she exclaimed in return, finally falling limply against her roommate’s shoulder.


              As Martine withdrew her hand, she brought it to Tessa’s lips, “Lick it darling, think of it as my nectar.” Dutifully, Tessa’s lips lapped the wet fist. Her only thought was how empty she felt, how large and open and empty.


              “See, there was no one to interrupt you,” Martine reminded Tessa. They exchanged places, Tessa sitting down on the stool; she was too weak to stand.


              “Why do you do these things to me?” 


              “Because you love them, and so do I. You’d better plan on getting your ass fucked tonight. I bought a strap-on this morning.”  She picked up her purse and rummaged around inside its wide girth, finally pulling out a pink dildo attached to straps, and a harness to fit around her waist.


              “Put that thing away!”


              “Oh, now you’re going to get proper again?” she giggled.


              “We may run out of luck.”


              “Well look at it for a minute, slut, just think of me ramming it down your tight, dark hole after you’ve sucked me off a few times. I figure you really owe me at least a dozen good comes—I’ve been treating you so well lately.”


              Tessa looked at her; had to smile seeing Martine’s serious expression. “You really have an interesting way of putting things,” she said. She was feeling the life return to her limbs.


              “You just have to accept it, Tessa, you’ll be a lot happier when you do.”


              “I don’t know. Somehow with you, it’s never easy.”


              “I know, but think about the sex. You love it.” In her own way, she was trying to be kind.


              Tessa didn’t know what to say. 


              “So, where’s he taking you next?” Martine asked.


              “Miles?”


              “Of course Miles.”


              “I don’t know.”


              “To Damien’s soiree?”


              “He won’t tell me,” Tessa admitted. 


              “Really?”  Martine looked surprised, “humm, he’s taking me.” She stood with her bag, stuffing the pink dildo and harness inside before she strolled away. 


              “The bitch,” Tessa thought, “she’s laying me away again.” She thought again, “Gotta get a hold of the jealousy. I can’t let Miles know.


    


    


  




  

    Chapter Fourteen


    


    How could Miles take Martine and not take her! Tessa fumed.


              The event of the season, the one whispered, gossiped and rumored about for weeks before and after the main event. Tessa’s sources, however, never really knew when the party took place, or where, or who was actually there and not just making up stories. Still, that didn’t matter, fantasies about decadent parties were Tessa’s specialty, even though she’d never donned leather, or worn chains, or had a studded collar around her neck.  She regularly got off on the idea, imaging a perfect night of submissive bliss with Miles and his friends. As time passed, however, the graphic scenes in her imagination were not enough.  She had to experience it for herself. 


              Was she imagining it right? Did she really understand what happened at these affairs? As Miles’ submissive, did she look and feel and breathe the part of a submissive with the right sort of depth and attitude? Sometimes she felt terribly defiant for a submissive, though that was something Miles didn’t complain about. 


              Miles would tell her that soirees aren’t important; what was between the two of them was all that mattered. That was the truth; all the pleasure she was getting from him should be enough to last forever, just the way it was.  How could she ask for more?         


              But then, there was her bottled up curiosity. She was having a devil of a time handling life without a good clear glimpse of a hundred men and women parading through a ballroom in latex and leather, preparing themselves for sex play in dreary dungeons, or on a public stage. She hoped there would be feathers, masks—she loved masks, even though Miles would find them both confining and dishonest. His strict values required ultimate honesty.  He wouldn’t want to cloak her, even for the perceived mystery …


              Damien’s Ball was an obsession. Thoughts of it rambled through her head, even as she and Miles drove through downtown traffic on their way to dinner.            


              They rode in silence; while Tessa was considering her unmet desires, Miles was still considering Tessa. Not just whether he would take her to the soiree; he was considering her from a more substantial point of view.  He’d taken a dozen submissives to this annual soiree over the years, some on the drop of the hat, little pawing submissive twits whose affections hardly amounted to a decent orgasm when it was all over.


              Tessa had been different from the beginning, and nothing that transpired over the last few months had changed his initial impression of her. She was not a typical submissive. She was prone to talk too much, and question things that no decent sub would consider questioning. But then, she hadn’t been schooled in the proper decorum and that had been his job. If she wasn’t progressing, it was as much his fault as hers.


              The only problem was, he didn’t really want to train her the way she should be trained.


              As far as taking her the soiree, there was a selfish inclination to hold on to her for himself.  He knew she wouldn’t change her mind about him, and suddenly fly off with another Dominant. It was pure and simple a selfish desire in him to keep her bound to him and him alone. The other side of his dilemma—he couldn’t risk bridling her so tightly that when he did release her, she’d bolt away.  These were stupid musings and he knew it, but they troubled him nonetheless.


              Certainly he thought about her too much—her changeable nature, the half priss, half flagrant slut who craved attention and abandonment and everything else in-between—all at the same time. She was insatiable. Could he be enough for her?


              She made him laugh. She made him want to stare at her for hours—paint, draw, sculpt her face in its hundred expressions.


              Her hold on him was getting stronger—and probably why he was fucking Martine every time his loins got hot.  It was a protection against loving Tessa too much, making her think too much of herself. The fact that she was always rattled by her rather predictable roommate worked in his favor. 


              Their pair waited at an intersection for some time; the three-colored signal changed three times before they inched forward enough to make it through the left turn, away from the jumbled mass of humanity at this ungodly hour.


              Miles was lost in his thoughts of Tessa when she spoke, and her voice lifted him from a glowering reverie, jerking him out of a silence that was becoming uncomfortable for her.


              “You know, Miles, I’ve always wanted to be the belle of the ball,” she ventured carefully.


              He glanced at her suspiciously. “You’re asking about the soiree again, aren’t you?


              “Yes, I suppose,” she admitted.


              “You know what that means, don’t you?”


              “Leather, whips, my rings. They should do. The marks, the bondage, aren’t they enough to prove my readiness? I can’t go on forever imagining this wild, horrid orgy of self-indulgence and not have it.”


              “Of course you can, if that’s what pleases me.”


              “Miles,” she was exasperated, sighing heavily. “You’ve whipped me silly, shown me off, given me to Damien and Martine….”


              “Quit whining, slut.” He cut her off. “It’s more than those things.”  He was exasperated too, mostly exasperated with not having made a decision since he was not an indecisive man.


              “I just thought that this was what you were training me for?


              “I’m training you for me, no one else.”  He emphasized the me.


              “But isn’t the big scene the place to be in S M society?”
            “Sometimes. But I’m not committed to anything.”


              “How about those pictures you have hidden the closet?” she ventured warily.


              “You’ve been through my closets?”


              “I’m very snoopy.”


              “I guess you are,” he scowled, “I should paddle your butt for that.” Though he didn’t sound all that upset.


              “Okay,” she agreed smiling. “But what about the pictures—those dark, black and whites, the costumes, they make me soak my underwear.”


              “Underwear?” he asked.


              “If I wore them,” she corrected herself.


              “Those pictures were from another time.”


              “A time that’s past?” 


              “I don’t do those anymore, art evolves; and you are the evolvement of my art.”


              She smiled, liking what he said, but she couldn’t drop the matter of the soiree. “So, you’re not taking me, then.”


              “I didn’t say that.”  He clammed up. With his mouth shut tight, she wouldn’t get another word from him about it for days.


    


    


  




  

    Chapter Fifteen


              


    A week later, Miles and Tessa arrived in front of an old brick home, just as the sun was setting. Tessa gazed in awe at the spooky sight that greeted her; the strange yellow/orange glow in the sky was an ominous sign of the dark things to come. The night was made even more portentous by Miles’ attitude. He was cold and brooding, as he’d been for nearly two weeks.  As many times as his coldness had made her shudder, she was still unaccustomed to the effect, and it scared her.


              The limo pulled into the circular drive in front of the mansion. This was not as expansive a place as Tessa imagined it might be; yet it was large and imposing, wedged between other antiquated houses in a neighborhood of the wealthy. Quite oddly, the lights inside the house glowed with the same ochre hue as the setting sun.


              “Damien will be with you shortly,” they were told by a curt, efficient maid as she let them into the house.


              “Is this the soiree?” Tessa whispered to Miles.


              “No,” he answered. 


              “Then what?” she asked.


              “Quit asking questions,” he replied as he held her hand tightly on his arm.


              Tessa wished they would sit down—the high heels Miles insisted on hurt her feet even if they gave her legs the shape Miles loved. At the moment, though, her feet were aching and she thought it was a little too much to ask that she negotiate her way in shoes so high.


              When the door opened, they were greeted by a cloud of cigar smoke billowing from the room beyond.  The smell was pungent, but sweet.


              “Please come in,” another maid said.  She held the massive oak door open for them.


              Miles dropped Tessa’s hand and let her walk behind him into Damien’s study.  It was a pleasantly gracious room for the kind of man that liked to drink and smoke and read, and do whatever men do long into the night.  With a half dozen overstuffed chairs, and a worn leather couch appropriately arranged, it could easily accommodate quite a gathering of men.  Gazing about the room, Tessa noticed five men, including Damien, not one woman other than herself.


              Tessa was bewildered by the group, as their purpose for being there was not obvious to her.  Her presence on Miles arm caused little more than a ripple through the other guests.  Damien himself was sitting behind his desk at one end of the room, smoking a cigar.  Tessa thought he looked different than he had weeks before when she met him.  That didn’t surprise her, considering the rapid transformations he’d made during their inglorious session together. On this occasion, he was cruder than he appeared before. His hair was mussed and he wore his tan sweater with the sleeves pushed to the elbows. Perhaps his earlier refinement was for the women at the luncheon; now among men, he took on a typically masculine attitude, with little polish or gleam. Frankly, he was more appealing to Tessa this way.


              “You wanted to see her,” Miles addressed Damien.  He looked up from some papers, as Miles walked Tessa through the middle of a heated conversation.  


              “Good evening Miles,” one gentleman said, interrupting his harangue long enough to greet his friend.  


              “G’d evening Miles.”


              “G’d evening.”  


              The one salutation triggered another, which triggered another, but the idle small talk was brief.  Once Tessa and Miles were standing in front of Damien’ desk, the other men returned to their chatter about stock prices.


              There was something odd in Miles manner; but Tessa had little time to consider it, since she was quickly the focus of both men’s attention.


              “I was unimpressed with your little trinket,” Damien began, “I was surprised you were still keeping her around.  When you mentioned the soiree, I thought we should talk.”


              “You weren’t unimpressed with the movies,” Miles reminded him. “But frankly Damien, I don’t really care about your considerations. Take it or leave it, she doesn’t have to be at the party.”


              Tessa was surprised to hear Miles talk so sharply to his “major patron.”


              “I’m sure something can be worked out,” Damien assured him a little more kindly.


              He leaned back in his chair and stared her.  Despite his more consistent attitude this time, he was still unsettling. His eyes bore into her with a ghastly intensity that made her want to turn and run from the room. Anticipating her trepidation, Miles grabbed her arm and held her fast, just for good measure.


              “Actually Miles, I wanted to see how I’d use her,” he said.  “Unfortunately, I didn’t get a good look at her at the luncheon.  Not good enough anyway.  She is the kind that requires a good bit of thought.  Is she trained on a leash?” he asked.


              “No, and I don’t plan to, at least not before the soiree.”


              “Really?” Damien replied in wonder.  “You’ll have to tell me your reasoning on that.”


              “Anytime,” Miles said, “anytime but now.”


              Damien nodded at him, respecting his wishes.  “So, if I collar her, what will that mean?” Damien asked.  “Will I have a petulant little bitch on my hands all night, or will I be able to use her as I wish.”


              “I can’t say Damien, but Tessa learns quickly, I imagine she’ll handle the collar well, after all she’s wanted one around her neck for some time.”  


              “And you’ve denied her, how interesting.” 


              “I don’t tell you how to train your servants or your sluts, you don’t tell me how to train mine.”


              The tension between the two men frightened Tessa. This sparring had a darker side she didn’t like; there was obviously much they weren’t telling her.  Though she knew her position was to surrender unconditionally, she still had a healthy dose of curiosity that wanted to jump right in with a dozen questions for them both. Wisely, she kept her mouth shut.


              “Miss Cotille, or shall I call you Trinket?  I rather like that name for you.”


              Tessa didn’t reply, rather nodding to him as he addressed her.


              “Remove your clothes, all but your stockings and your shoes.


              Taken off guard by his demand, she didn’t respond immediately.


              “Tessa,” Miles said sharply, when she didn’t reply.


              Jerked awake by the command, Tessa reached behind her to the zipper on her skirt.  It came down quickly, the slip of material dropping easily to the floor.  She briskly unbuttoned the sheer black fabric of her blouse and tossed it to her side on a chair.


              It was just that simple.  She was sure Miles was pleased with her quick disrobing.  Standing in nothing but black gartered stockings and twinkling gold, she was stunning, stunning enough to quiet the men behind them, who now turned to gaze at her nakedness.


              “Great ass,” one man exclaimed.  “Can I have her Damien?” he called out in a drunken bellow.


              “Not tonight friend.”  Damien calmed him with his definitive voice. 


              The men stared at the scene in silence, letting Damien hold court in his own way.  Everyone could see by his kingly bearing, the pomposity in this voice, and the arrogance on his face, that he called all the shots.  He expected the others, including Miles, to shut up.  Why these men bowed to Damien wasn’t clear, it was simply a given.  Tessa couldn’t see why he would have that kind of power.  It must have been money that he held over their heads.


              While the others behind her might have been lusting for her body, Damien was incredibly cold and matter of fact.  He could easily win points from Vincent.  For that matter, maybe he’d taught the doctor his detached style.


              “I want another piercing,” Damien finally announced, after what seemed an interminable time.  Tessa, for all her nakedness, was sweating, little beads forming between her breasts.  Her hands were cold and clammy, and if she was honest with herself, she would have recognized that she was growing wet between her legs.


              “Another?” Miles questioned.


              “Something high on her pubic mound.  I want her labia pulled wide.”


              “A spreader would handle it,” Miles said.


              “I want this more permanent.  She’s too damned sassy for her own good.  A bar, some kind of gold rod to hold apart her labia, fixed with studs on the end through that plump flesh of hers.  It will remind her of her place.  She’s not nearly humble enough to suit me.”


              Miles met eye to eye with his mentor/patron. The stark contrast between the two was impressive. Damien icy, Miles passionately cold.  Damien a man of power and financial worth, Miles a man of infinite soul and artistic inspiration. But in this place, Damien had cards in his hand that were not Miles’ to play.  The two were not comfortable with poker faces.  Their “eye to eye” was tortuous to watch.  So much was going on beneath the surface of their confrontation.  Tessa could feel it, like another burning fire in her belly; though she didn’t wholly understand what was separating the two.


              “I’m sure Vincent can fashion something suitable,” Damien broke the silence.


              “I’m sure,” Miles replied.


              “Just be sure she’s trained with a collar when she comes, or she’ll have a much rougher time than any of us will enjoy.”


              “I have great faith in his one.  She’ll not disappoint you,” Miles said.


              “Humph.”  It was all the reply Damien would utter.  He waved them off, and rose from his chair to join his watchful companions.


              “A game of poker?” he suggested to them.


              The group moved to an elegant felt covered card table at the other end of the room.


              “Will you join us Miles?” Damien surprisingly suggested.


              “I think I will,” Miles promptly replied.


              Tessa was surprised that Miles agreed to stay, the natural rhythm of the night would have dictated a brusque retreat.  Instead, he pulled up a chair with the others, leaving Tessa standing alone, with no clothes and no instructions.  When he finally motioned for her, it was to point to a chair in the corner, opposite him.  


              Tessa sat in the high-backed velvet chair for nearly three hours, fighting off the urge to sneeze from the fumes of cigar smoke.  She waited on the men, bringing them drinks as they instructed her.  Otherwise, she was ignored by them all, including Miles, who assumed a visage as icy as Damien’s.  Only an occasional glance suggested that a couple of the men deliberately restrained their urge to play with her.


              Tessa decided early on that this humbling interlude was a gesture by Miles to Damien: a message to him perhaps, that his submissive was indeed up to the task of compliant service.  With that in mind, she played the part carefully, making certain not to falter at any point, for any reason.


              When they left, Miles continued his vacant, icy manner.  Where Tessa had hoped they would be together for a night, she was disappointed to find him dropping her at her apartment with no further sexual escapades.  She would have begged to have him whip her raw, if only he would display some of the passion beneath the surface of his wintry cold.  This ice was horrid to endure.


              “I’ll be arranging things with Vincent,” he announced, as the apartment elevator came to a stop with a sudden jerk.


              “For when?”


              “Now how would I know that now?” he snapped.


              “I guess I’m anxious,” Tessa offered.


              “Much too anxious,” he replied.


              Tessa entered the elevator and was on her way, without any inkling of affection from the man she loved. 


    


    


  




  

    Chapter Sixteen


              


    Tessa’s doorbell blared its obnoxious noise until it woke her. “Sleeping in” was cut short.  Glancing at the clock it was ten a.m.. She pulled herself from bed and threw a robe around her, dashing out of the room. The bell still buzzed offensively, and it did so until she finally opened the door.


              With a broad smile and fitful laughing, Martine pushed her way past Tessa, with Miles and Vincent trailing.


              “Why didn’t you use your key?” was on the tip of Tessa’s tongue to say, but she was too surprised by the men to speak at all.


              “What’s going on?” she asked.


              “Why I’d think you’d have that all figured out,” Miles said, cheerfully.  His mood was one hundred and eighty degrees opposite what it had been two nights before, when he’d left her at the elevator.  His quick changes always took her off guard.


              Tessa had suspected that Miles and Martine were spending the night together when her roommate slipped out of the apartment the night before, with that typically vague smile of lust written on her arrogant face.  


              “We just had breakfast,” she announced, looking at Tessa haughtily.  “Then we grabbed Vincent to come along.  I’ve been dying to see you pierced, my love.  I’ve always wondered what it would look like seeing a needle poke through your unwilling flesh.”


              “You are horrible,” Tessa said.


              The three plopped down in the living room with an unabashed insouciance.  Tessa had never seen Miles so exuberant.


              “I suppose, if you’ve had breakfast, I don’t need to make you coffee?” she asked.


              “Do you have any beer?” Miles asked.


              “In the morning?” Tessa countered.


              “It’s almost noon,” he said.


              “It is not!” she snapped back—to her surprise and theirs.


              Miles didn’t seem to care what she said, or how she said it; though he did look as if he was keeping count of all her faults for later.


              “C’mere,” he said, motioning her to him, “C’mere.”  She hesitated, but he was patient.  


              Her robe had fallen open because she hadn’t taken the time to tie it.  But she didn’t bother covering anything. Why should she be modest, when they’d all had a thorough knowledge of her body, sex and all?


              Presenting herself to Miles with a pout on her face amused him.  His expression was positively wicked, and though she knew what was likely to follow, she wondered what bizarre scheme he’d cooked up to accompany the ritual.  The three of them looked much too inspired to have some mundane ceremony in mind. Martine was looking as amused as Miles, and Vincent was eyeing Tessa with a studied interest that sent a quick chill through her from head to toe.


              Tessa stood to Miles’ left side as he lounged in a chair looking up at her.  She realized that this was one of the few times that he’d been in her apartment.  Unlike times before, he was planning to stay.  Why here? Why now? she wondered. Why not pierce her in the dark confines of Maya’s salon, or the created theatre of the garret?  Her apartment was bright and cheerful with sunlight streaming through the half closed blinds, hardly the place for decadent piercing rituals.


              Miles fingered her nether jewelry as he looked at her face.  She was aroused by his play, and though she remained placid, she gave herself away with the nectar seeping from her pussy.


              “So, you’re ready to have yourself pierced again?” he asked.


              “I guess so.” This must be the rod Damien had ordered for her.


              Miles amusement didn’t cease, nor did Tessa’s worry over his strangeness.  His eyes danced lightning hot, the more he stared at her, the more intense they became. She was breathing hard, her heart pounding in her temples. She looked down to see her breasts moving rhythmically, sexually as the excitement in her body increased. What had begun as a startling invasion of her morning was quickly becoming a rush so overwhelming that she could hardly stay on her feet. 


              The longer Miles stared at her, the more his eyes darkened. As always, the environment around him followed his mood, and this day was no different.  The sun, though it did not hide behind clouds, nor was it swallowed up by some descending spaceship, suddenly seemed less shrill; the rays of light that bathed the room softened to make their surroundings as warm and succulent as her pussy was feeling, as mysterious as Miles’ aura.  


              The three: Miles, Martine and Vincent, moved in unison, rising to surround their waiting submissive. Martine, standing right in front of her, pulled the robe from her body with a gentle tug, and then leaned in and kissed her mouth, while Vincent from behind drew Tessa’s hands above her and fastened them securely in wrist cuffs. 


              The low, marble coffee table between the living room couches was quickly cleared, and Miles led her there.  He gently eased her down to its glacial surface and laid her back as if it were an alter.  Her hands were stretched over her head and tied by ropes to the legs of the table.  Her legs were spread as wide as they would go, Vincent carefully adjusted them exactly were he wanted them.  He bound her ankles with ropes and secured them in their awkward pose, so that her pussy was open wide. Once Miles buckled a leather strap around her waist, and tied it down tightly against the table, she was secured against any movement.  Only her head was still free to roam from side to side, as she watched the silent ritual of her bondage.


              Martine attached clamps and chains to Tessa’s gold nipple rings—the chains like reins for Martine to pull, each tug startling her immobile body.


              “Humm, so juicy,” Martine murmured, as she knelt between Tessa’s bound legs and pushed her fingers into her cunt. “Squeeze,” she told Tessa and her submissive roommate  squeezed the cock-like fullness inside her, moaning softly as she did.


              Martine bent over her crotch and licked her clit, winding her tongue around the jewelry, and parting her labia so that she could make a quick journey into the interior of Tessa’s slippery cunt. The surrendering Tessa tried to squirm as the pleasure mounted; but there was no way to move, no physical response possible equal to the exquisite feelings that were moving through her.


              Vincent knelt beside Martine and pushed a fat pillow under Tessa’s hips.  Her cunt stood out prominently now, the jewels gleaming, dragging her inner lips and hood of her clit like weights. Often, they felt heavy, tugging at her as if they were to remind her where all her thoughts should remain.


              “He wants her open,” Vincent stated in his typical cool reserve.  He pulled a gold bar from his pocket and showed it to them. Like its predecessors, this piece of jewelry reflected back the shiny gold of its earthy color.  It was three inches long, smooth and round on the ends, so that it would not cut her skin. Welded rigidly at either end of the rod there were posts that would soon pierce her pubic lips and be held fast with tiny screws.


              “I worked it especially for her, I trust it fits, Vincent said.  The fact that it might be too big for her labia to handle filled the next moment with rightful suspense. Four pairs of eyes stared at the simple decoration in baited anticipation. 


              Though Martine had continued to play with Tessa and her toys, she finally backed away when Vincent was ready.  Moving off, she still hung on to the chains attached to Tessa’s pierced nipples, tugging at them enough so that her bound slave wouldn’t forget the pain.  Tessa tried to wriggle against it, but her movements were pointless, and she knew it.


              For some moments, they all watched as Vincent pushed Tessa’s outer labia back, opening her cunt wide.


              “Here?” he asked Miles.


              “I should think that would do. How does it fit?”  


              “I’m not often wrong in my estimations, and I wasn’t wrong this time.  It will be a little uncomfortable at first, but then, that is the point, isn’t it?” he stated coldly.  “She’ll get used to it.”


              Miles nodded.  He had wanted this for her; he had imagined it many times.  He knew Tessa would wear the bar not just because he wanted her to, but because it fit her unorthodox personality.  He wasn’t completely happy that Damien had insisted on this so soon.  He had other plans in mind for this addition to Tessa’s anatomy.  But then, perhaps he was being too cautious with her. Looking down on her now, he was glad he hadn’t waited.  His little lamb of a submissive was so deliciously spread out for them, he couldn’t keep his cock from responding, and he wouldn’t want to.


              “It fits perfectly,” Vincent said, showing him how the bar would be wedged high between her labia and held with studs.  Her cunt could not close unless the rod was removed.


              As she was poked, prodded, tugged and pinched, she lay back in her forced surrender, wondering if she would wear this ornament forever.  What her captors seemed to have in mind was something as enduring as the color of her eyes or the shape of her nose.


              “My God, that’s perfect Miles,” Martine gasped.  “What a fine badge of submission!  Knowing my roommate, she’ll never stop being horny. She hardly has a off day, ever; but now, it’s almost as good as if you’d branded her with fire.”


              Miles agreed. “Do it,” he ordered, and standing back, he watched as Vincent worked, admiring the skill of the man’s fingers as they began their task.  


              Martine stroked Tessa face, her eyes looking into Tessa’s eyes. 


              “It’s going to hurt,” Tessa exclaimed, as her body tensed anxiously.  


              “Just let it turn you on,” Martine purred sweetly, tugging at the nipple rings, as if that pain would somehow ease the one down below. As Tessa cringed in reply, the heavy needle pierced her flesh.


              “Noooooooooo,” she screamed as a searing sensation ripped her nerves. She tried to twist away, without success.  “Gawwwwd, nooooo,” the woeful sound of Tessa’s voice smashed nastily into their ears, though it didn’t worry the others as much as it pleased them. They saw the effect, and that was remarkable.   


              Her cunt throbbed in ways it never had.  If only she could release some of the terrible tension that made her so afraid.  But she couldn’t move. “Nooooooo, please no more,” she pleaded.


              “It’s done,” Vincent announced, to her surprise.


              “Done?” She looked up to verify his words.


              “It’s done.  But perhaps you can’t see it from your position,” he noted, “there’s a little blood, but we’ll watch it carefully.”  He dabbed at her sore cunt for some moments with a cool ointment that eased the immediate sting.


              With the piercing over, the three in choreographed unison backed away, leaving Tessa on her alter without a hand to comfort her.  They moved to the other side of the room where Tessa could not hear them speak.  That was okay with her, she was getting used to the feelings in her pussy. The rod had been cold when she first felt it, though now, the metal was beginning to heat from the warmth of her own body. Still, that was little consolation.  The foreign presence splaying her open was defilement far more sobering than any of the other studs and rings had been. They were sassy decorations, statements of submission perhaps, but this was equal to being bound, permanently.  


              With the rod in place, her splayed pubic lips exposed her clitoris and vagina to any sunshine or breath of air that crossed them; it made her whole cunt twitch and the opening between her lips spasm involuntarily.


              “So, my love,” Miles voice brought her out of her reverie. He was looking down on her, moving closer, reaching low enough to pick up the chains.  He tugged them as Martine had done. “How does it feel?”


              “Strange.”


              He nodded, the answer acceptable.


              “You’re ready then for Damien’s Ball.  At least your body is ready.  Match your mind to the state of your cunt and you’ll have a successful soiree.  Otherwise, you’ll hate it.”  The way he spoke to her sounded as if he doubted her fitness for the role.  Though even more disturbing was the hint of mockery in his voice.  It challenged her to remember the moments when his warmth embraced her, the times he’d said “I love you” clear out of the blue, the instants of pure bliss when it seemed that they were inextricably one in their crazed sexual desires.  Now, the icy chill was so profound, she wondered if she’d misread him all these months.  


              “So, she’s mine,” Martine said, slithering up to Miles’ side.  Her hand met his crotch in front, her fingers fondling what looked to be a stiff dick.


              Miles pushed the woman down to her knees, while his eyes remained on Tessa. Opening the fly of his jeans, Martine pulled out the long shaft, and opened her mouth to take the purple head.


              Tessa turned her eyes away.


              “Look at me, Tessa,” he ordered her.


              She didn’t want to see Martine satisfy him, and she was bold enough to defy him, at least for an instant.


              Seeing her eyes retreat, Miles pushed Martine aside and bent over his recalcitrant submissive, pulling at the chains so hard she thought her nipples would be ripped off.


              “Yeeeeseeeesh,” she squealed as she watched her breasts and nipples stretched out tight.  He wouldn’t stop.


              “Are you going to defy me bitch?” he asked.  He knelt beside her, his face in her face.


              “Pleeeeese,” she was beginning to cry.


              “What is it?” he demanded, unmoved by her tears.


              “Please, no.”  She was desperate, she could hardly think through the pain.  “Please, I’m sorry.”


              “You damn well better be,” he said, releasing the chains for an instant, then tugging them again.


              “Oh gawd,” she cried.  He grabbed her chin and forced her eyes on him.


              “You watch us, slut.  You watch her take my cock.  Don’t you dare take your eyes off of us for a second; you hear me?”


              “Yes.”  Her frightened eyes were fixed on him.


              He eased his grasp on the chains, though he didn’t drop them.  Standing again, Martine resumed the blowjob, taking the thick prick inside her mouth with a pleasure she would not often show any man. Throwing the facts in her roommate’s face was motivation enough.  She bobbed up and down on Miles shaft, and then feeling him about to explode, she backed away, and let his cum spew out on her face for Tessa to see. 


              Miles groaned lustily as he looked down at his bound slave and tugged the chain again.


              “Maybe you’re not ready for Damien’s Ball,” he remarked when he put his cock back inside his pants. “Untie her,” he ordered Martine. “Let this sub sulk for awhile, if that’s what she needs; let her think about being submissive. She’s a far cry from the good little whore she needs to be.”


              He left with a look of disgust on his face. Vincent had left earlier, so Tessa was left alone with her roommate.


              “I would have liked to have sucked this pussy of yours so prettily laid out, but you don’t deserve it,” Martine said, swaggering about as arrogantly as Miles.


              She undid Tessa’s bonds: her wrists, ankles, knees, and the strap around her waist.  But she didn’t bother to help Tessa from the table. Over an hour under the strain of the ropes had left her weak.  She felt her wrists, which were sore and marked where the cuffs had cut into her flesh. She must have strained more than she realized and she needed to rub them to restore any feeling.  Her legs ached; they’d stiffened into their strained, awkward positions. Worst of all was the bar at her cunt, which stretched her flesh as she sat against the hard surface of the coffee table. Its presence would be an obsessive nagging complaint until she got used to it, until her flesh conformed to the way it was unnaturally pulled; that is, if she ever got used to it.


              Tessa expected this piece of submissive garb to excite her; but at the moment it was only a flaming annoyance.  She was glad that Miles and Vincent had left, glad that Martine was ignoring her, off in the kitchen somewhere. Pulling to her feet, she quietly retreated to her bedroom.


    


    


  




  

    Chapter Seventeen


    


    Tessa danced. She threw herself into a savage abandon, jostled and jolted by a throng of dancers around her.  


              The handsome fellow who whisked her onto the dance floor was hypnotized by her undulating groin, the way it pulsed against his when they were close, and the way it swayed lasciviously as he watched.  


              She was gorgeous. He didn’t know her name, but the moment she walked in the door of the club, he knew she was the woman he’d hit on. She was hot, the kind of nasty slut who’d last the night. The more she danced the more she turned him on.  Her long blonde hair moved sensuously as her upper moved to the music; he couldn’t wait to run his hands through her soft curls.  Her mini skirt was riding so high on her thighs that he could see the lacy tops of her black stockings.  She had smooth hips, firm legs and the hint of a very fine crotch at the bottom of it all.  And, if he wasn’t mistaken, her nipples were pierced.  He could see the hint of her jewelry through the lacy bra beneath her sheer blouse; and in just the right light, he could see the dark shades of her aureoles, the erect buds, and a glint of gold winking through the creamy fabric.


              He’d sleep with her. After all, he was the hottest stud in the club on any night.  The best dancer, he wooed women with easy self-assurance, and he made love like Casanova.


              He found her provocative smirk amusing; her body making his dick hard. What a tease this chick could be. She’d be a hellion in bed, fuck for hours, suck cock, maybe even take it in between her sweet ass cheeks.  “Yes, that’s what I want,” he thought to himself, “that tight little ass, Oh man, what a score he’d make tonight.”


              Her hips seemed to confound physics the way they moved. With a hand on the edge of her of her mini skirt, she teased his voyeuring eyes, pretending to pull it up. ‘Gawd, yes, do it babe, show me that cunt,’ he whispered to himself. His eyes were ready to explode from their sockets, as little by little the skirt rose higher on her hips, until he could see a little flesh at the bottom of her smooth, shaved pussy.  ’Gawd, she’d shaved!’ He reached in-between her legs and felt the moist wet skin. Planting his lips on hers, he pushed his tongue between them, mimicking what he wanted to do with his cock.


              She backed away, her lips glistening from the wet kiss. She was showing him more.  ’My god! The little slut’s gonna show me her puss right there on the dance floor!’  She raised the center of her skirt. ‘Goddam! she’s pierced!’ he exclaimed silently.  A little more and her pussy was practically bared for his eyes, ‘What the hell, there’s a bar pierced into her pubic mounds, holding her pussy lips wide open!  Damn what a slut!’”  His cock was erect, pre-cum seeping all over his jockeys.  


              She flashed him a wickedly, amused smile; her nostrils flared. Then, she lowered her skirt just enough so she was decent again, though he could still catch peeks at her naked flesh when she danced in front of him. Moving on his crotch with hers, they danced groin to groin mimicking the act of sex.


              He thought he’d died and was jetting to heaven … though heaven would soon vanish, even more quickly than it had appeared.


              As music played and the slut writhed in front of him, Young Casanova caught a glimpse of a man from the corner of his eye. Behind the blonde, his figure loomed darkly—a man of means and some years. His slicked back black hair was tied into a ponytail, and wearing a black shirt, black jeans and black cowboy boots, he looked like some creature from hell, a fashionable hell perhaps, but with a nasty accompanying expression on his face. He was no one to tangle with.


              Her boyfriend perhaps.  “Damn just my luck,” he groaned to himself.


              Moving in behind the blonde, the dark man whispered in the woman’s ear. She answered and he grabbed her by the arm. Young Casanova watched his gorgeous temptress disappear into the crowd, only a brief wave of her hand and the wink of an eye to remain in his memory as a memento of what he might have had that night.


              His limousine was waiting for them. 


              The sudden change happened so fast, her head was spinning with confusion.


              She’d heard his voice in her ear, just as she was showing off her lusty jewelry to a peach of guy, with tight buns and a terrific sense of rhythm. She was having fun. “And why not?” she thought to herself.  Hibernating in her apartment for three days, nursing the agony of the bar in her cunt made her pent up and restless.  Getting out was the best thing she could do for herself. She couldn’t wait around forever.  When the fourth night came, Martine was out the door in a flash, off to see Miles Tessa presumed. 


              Damn, if she was going to stay home another night alone; so she dressed like a lusty whore and planned to act like one. Yet, even when he spoke to her on the crowded dance floor, his unexpected voice rattled her like an earthquake. 


              “You have plans to exhibit your finery to the entire place?”  He spoke as if he thought her some immoral harlot, his judgmental tone wreaking havoc on her brain.  He was furious with her, she could tell by the passion emanating from his calm reserve.  It made her body titter, aroused and afraid.


              “How did you find me?” she whispered, still dancing to the perplexed glances of her impromptu lover.    


              “I know your habitat, I know your weakness.”


              He made her feel promiscuous, as if dancing was a sin. But her body liked that feeling too—naughty, like a little girl breaking rules.  Maybe he’d spank her for the offense.


              “You’re leaving now,” he’d said. She wouldn’t fight him; his voice grabbed her as surely as if she was tethered on a leash.


              She’d smiled to her gentleman fellow.  Poor man would have to spend his evening in fantasy.


              Outside the club, Miles pushed her into the waiting limousine. “On the floor,” he ordered.


              She was too shocked to react right off, sitting down on the seat. Her faux pas was greeted with an instantaneous response from Miles as he pushed her roughly to the floor where she belonged. Tessa was immediately in tears, though she moved to a submissive pose at his feet.


              “You have forty eight hours of unquestioned obedience to survive.  Let’s just hope you can live up to your own expectations.”


              It must be Damien’s Ball, she thought. 


              “You weren’t at your apartment when I arrived tonight,” Miles said.


              “You expected I’d be there?” Tessa questioned, trying not to be testy.  “You gave me no orders after our last meeting.”


              “You still have problems anticipating your dominant’s will.  I thought you more intuitive than that.”


               “I thought my deportment was so unacceptable, you’d left forever.”      


              “Don’t be melodramatic, Tessa. Your behavior is as transparent as glass. You’re damned impatient and defiant. Those are not virtues in a submissive. In fact, they could be your undoing, especially when you defy all previous assumptions with the stunt you pulled tonight.” 


              “But your nights with Martine,” she protested, “isn’t that some kind of clue to your intentions?”


              “Yes, I wouldn’t be screwing Martine, if I’d left you.”


              “Oh, so that’s suppose to be some sign of your affection for me?  She’s just a way to get to me?  She means that little to you?” Her voice was high pitched, quite unlike herself.    


              He jerked her head with his hand, her chin held fast, so she was looking directly into his face. 


              “Hush!” he said icily. “My relationship with Martine is no business of yours. For a woman in your position, you’re making blunders you will regret.”  He let go of her chin. “Put you face on the floor,” he ordered.


              Tessa bent down with her head resting on the floor, her face pressed against the plush blue carpeting.  Her fingers played with the tufts of fuzz.  His hand pushed her down even more, so her breasts were pressed against the carpet.  He smacked her ass until she was sure it was bright red.


              “I’m sorry, Miles,” she said meekly when he stopped.


              “You don’t know what sorry is, not yet.”           He sat back in silence, content to watch her grovel before him.


              She finally lifted her head slightly, thinking it was safe. “This is Damien’s ball, isn’t it?” she asked, her voice quiet and inoffensive.


              “Could be Damien’s hell for you!”  He leaned forward and smacked her again, until she groaned from the pain.  


              He stared at her tear-stained face and smudged make-up. She was beautiful, even like this, and his mood softened.


              “Perhaps you are ready, after what I saw earlier.”


              “You mean at the club?”


              “Blatantly tawdry.  I don’t excuse your willfulness, but you did capture the essence of a good exhibitionist,” he commented.


              “It was my mood,” she said.


              “Well don’t forget the mood, you’re going to have to marshal all your forces tonight.”


              This was not the beginning that Tessa hoped for.  She’d always imagined a heady wine, a lush dinner, and a seductive eroticism between the two.  He’d help her dress.  She’d pant with delicious expectation. By the time they arrived at Damien’s vulgar ball, they’d both be ready for the night, in the mood for the mystery.


              On the floor at his feet, with an angered Miles looming over her, the trip to the ball took on a considerably different aspect, one that Miles seemed unready to change.


              In Damien’s house, Miles escorted Tessa to a room she’d not seen on her previous trip there. It was a simple living room, furnished with leather couches, and a softer palette of colors than those that decorated Damien’s masculine study.  With a vase of fresh cut flowers on the coffee table, it was clear that this room had had a woman’s touch.  


              Neither Tessa nor Miles spoke. Their earlier discussions in the limo had failed to restore the tender bond they’d shared in the past.  Tessa assumed this was the way he wanted things to remain, for he did nothing to thaw his icy demeanor.  As Tessa waited beside the door, Miles strolled about the room gazing at paintings Tessa realized were likely his work.  


              Their wait was brief.  Minutes after their arrival, Damien and two valets came through a door at the other end of the room. 


              “She’s yours, Damien,” Miles said, “I have places to go.”          


              Damien nodded first at Miles, then at Tessa, his own impeccable cool intact.


              “I wouldn’t suggest you hold back on her, she’s been insolent and shamelessly indiscreet.  I’d have already flogged her if I hadn’t known I’d be bringing her here tonight.”


              “It isn’t my job to discipline your recalcitrant concubine, Miles,” Damien returned, “This is a night of pleasure.”


              “Then pleasure yourselves with her.  You have free reign.  I’ll return—tomorrow at this time?” he asked.


              “If she’s finished. You know we don’t interrupt anything.”


              “Of course not.” Miles started to leave. “And Damien,” he turned back, “I trust you’ll find her gold rod to your liking.”  He didn’t give Tessa the satisfaction of even a single glance, leaving her with the feeling that she was simply so much dust on his feet to be wiped away.


              Tessa had no reprieve with Damiena, he was as brusque with her as Miles had been.  Turning to his two valets, one male, one female, he ordered, “Get her ready,” then he abruptly left the room. 


              Tessa was quickly led back through the main French doors, through the foyer into the back of the house.  Up two flights of stairs, she was brought into an attic room on the third floor.  The room was unfinished, like attics in her imagination, except for a wild variety of leather hanging on the walls, an old fashioned wardrobe like the one in Miles’ garret, and a professional make-up table with bright lights surrounding a mirror.  


              The valets were silent, shoving her to one side of the room, while they took their places with other valets on the other side.  There were two other submissive women standing with her; and they were soon joined by three men, looking like dutiful slaves with the collars fixed around their necks.   


              A woman of obvious dominant inclinations stood between the two groups.


              “You,” she directed her comments to the six submissives, “are sex slaves, nothing more than baubles for the pleasure of the guests at this ball.  You are here because you have expressed the will and the desire to be of service in this most humbling way.”  


              Tessa stared at the woman.  Her remarkable garb was the first clue of what to expect. The woman was clothed in black leather, exactly as Tessa imagined the most severe dominatrix.  She was statuesque, especially so in thigh-high leather boots with stiletto heels and a waist cinching corset that pushed her generous tits into two jiggling mountains above the leather. To finish her attire, she wore black leather gloves up to her elbows.  Her voluminous black hair was teased to an extraordinary height, befitting the kind of character she was striving to portray. She continued her speech in smooth, even tones, thankfully, without the hint of disgust and rancor that Tessa noted in both Miles and Damien.


              “From this moment on, you have no will of your own, your needs and desires are of no concern to anyone here—to the valets,” she nodded to the several men and women on the opposite side of the room, “to me, or Damien’s guests.  Your sole purpose is to serve in whatever way you’re required.  You will be lavishly whipped, fucked and made to perform all manner of acts that you might find hideous in other situations.  In this place, however, whatever base and immoral acts are required of you, you will do without question, knowing they will provide great pleasure to your masters.


              If you are not gagged, you will not speak.  There will be no protests of any kind.  The valets may give you a safe word—that is required for certain safety reasons. However,” she deliberately raised her voice so that her message was not missed, “you were chosen to be trinkets, because Damien knows you’ll have few, if any, limits. You will be expected to act accordingly. The Domme paused to let her message register, then continued, “We are not completely without compassion; you can trust the dominants at this party. That in mind, safe words should be unnecessary.


              “Your valet will be with you the entire night. You are in their charge between your excursions with the guests of this house. They are there to assist any way they can, to make this a most satisfying evening. As your valet prepares you, put yourself into a mood of surrender; let go and you’ll find the pleasure you seek.” The dominatrix nodded to them haughtily, then clicked her boots together at the heels, and walked briskly out of the room.  


              Tessa was taken to a corner of the attic by a man only a little taller than herself.  He was young, perhaps her age; but what he might have lacked in years, he certainly made up for in his carriage.  Tessa imagined a youthful Miles, with eyes as piercing as her own dominant’s, and a jaw that was set as firmly as Miles’ often was.  His lean muscled body was clothed in a pair of baggy pajama style pants.  He had a leather band around his left arm, and a gold earring through his nipple.  His feet were bare.


              Quickly, he undressed her, the skirt and top hastily thrown to the floor.  Once he gazed at her naked body, he let out a brief gasp, seeing her piercings.  He was taken aback by the rod that spread her cunt, but after the initial shock, he proceeded about his business, placing a three-inch leather collar about her neck, a wide leather belt with a half dozen heavy rings about her waist, and wide leather cuffs fixed with rings around her wrists and ankles.  She would remain barefoot.


              Moving her to the make-up table, he ordered her to sit. Then with efficient, skillful motions, as if he were a make-up artist in his other life, the valet applied heavy rouge, eyeliner and shadows in a palette of color, and a thick coating of red lipstick. There was some pride in his work, for he pushed her chair around so that she could look in the mirror.  The results were stunning in a bizarre sort of way. The face looking back at her was Tessa, but so much more. Toying with her long blonde locks, he styled her hair in an inspired work of art, twisting it into a beautifully braided bun that suited her submissive status.  The total effect, the leather, the hair and the make-up, transformed her into a seductive creature of the night, half sensuous woman, half seductive animal.


              After the meticulous preparations, Tessa and the other trinkets were led on leashes downstairs to Damien’s grand ballroom. At the door, a tag with the number four was clamped to Tessa’s collar.  For the remainder of Damien’s ball she would be known as Trinket Four.


              With their valets leading them, the six trinkets were taken into a lavish room with gleaming chandeliers, violin music, and the sounds of happily chattering guests. 


              There were several hundred people inside, dressed, not expressly for sex or for sadomasochistic games, but for a fine dress ball: some in long sequined gowns, others with daring cleavage and skirts slit nearly to the hip.  There were some garbed in the finery of sexual domination, leather, chains and lace. 


              As Tessa was marched through the throng of people, she and the other trinkets were stared at with wide-eyed looks of haughty arrogance.  For a moment, Tessa relived the bizarre day at Miles’ luncheon, thinking these men and women were clones of those other horrid people, if not the very same ones.  But the further she moved into the room, the more apparent it became that the night was for sex. A glimpse of tit, a pussy flashed, a hand fondling ass cheeks, lust permeated the room with a cloud of sexual expectation.


              Each trinket in turn was positioned at a particular point in the ballroom where there was a pedestal waiting for them.  When Tessa reached the two-foot high granite column, her valet pulled her up short on her leash.  Helping her up the awkward step, she stood heads above Damien’s guests, exhibited in all her seductive splendor.  Trinket Four.     


              Her valet joined her on the pedestal, long enough to secure her hands above her with her wrists attached to a sturdy hook hanging over her head. 


              Bound, Trinket Four remained stock-still, as the first rustle of excitement rippled through the crowd and died away.  She and her fellow trinkets were left ignored until their services were required, their valets standing patiently beside them.  


    


    


  




  

    Chapter Eighteen


    


    “This one,” the woman said.  


              “She’s a fine one,” the man at her side replied.


              “I love blondes, you know that,” the woman said.  “They do show their marks much more quickly than brunettes with darker skins.”  


              The man nodded to the valet and Trinket Four was slowly released from a “hands over head” agony that had gone on for nearly two hours. 


              “We’ll whip her here to begin with,” the woman said.  She herself was a brunette, with hair pulled back from her face and fixed in a bun at the base of her neck.  She wore a gown that draped deeply in front and back, the inside of her breasts bobbing into view with each move she made.  Her rear cleft was visible as she walked with a sexy swish to her hips.


              “Grab your legs,” the woman ordered, looking up at the slave on the pedestal.


              Trinket Four strained to comply.  Her arms and legs ached, but she was nonetheless determined not to falter, especially when this was the first demand that had been made of her. 


              She bent down, grabbed her ankles and locked her knees, afraid the lash might cause her to lose her balance. Her muscles clenched, waiting for the first blow to strike. 


              The brunette bitch was in front of her, admiring the line of her body and the fine pose she’d managed to strike. Her effort was commendable.  She pulled the trinket’s hair and looked into the silent face of submission.  


              “Whip her buttocks raw, then bring her to me,” she said, to one of the men accompanying her.  She dropped the slave’s head and walked away.


              The lash was brutal, coming down on the trinket’s body with repeated blows to the tune of her soft moans and faint cries.


              “Do we gag her?” one attendant questioned.


              “No, let her whimper, it will be all the worse for her when we get her down,” the other one countered.


              The lash resumed its journey over Trinket Four’s slave ass, cut upon cut burning into the creamy, tender skin.  She was a valiant one, so the perpetrators thought.  The two attendant’s played games of their own to see what might knock the chosen trinket off her pedestal. While the slave held her position with some determination, this was not a war that she could ever win.


              Her valet caught her when a flurry of lashes whisked through the air from the two vile whips, and she could take no more.  She fell off her pedestal to the sounds of laughter coming from the masters.


              This first lashing of the night, an apt ice-breaker, was watched by scores of guests who used this trinket’s woe as a source of inspiration.  In particular, Trinket Four was observed in her moment of agony, by eyes that had seen her in such positions on other occasions, by eyes belonging to the master who had initiated her into the world of punishment.  He was a brooding man, who was not making sport of the night, as he had done so many times before, when he lent his hand in a whipping, or himself commanded one of Damien’s trinkets.  He was content this time to explore the ballroom and its fascinating pleasures, though his mind was forever welded to just one poor trinket/slave, who now dutifully wiggled her red ass in the air as if she were asking for more.


              He thought she wouldn’t see him, that it would be safe enough to observe; but one fleeting glance during one fleeting moment, when Trinket Four opened her eyes, gave him away.  His face, though expressionless, renewed the slave’s courage.  To this trinket’s surprise, her master had lied about being there; though she had no time or will to contemplate a relationship that was best forgotten for the rest of the night.        


              The first punishment complete, the trinket was led to a side room on her leash.  She crawled on hands and knees across a crowded floor of people who were not inclined to notice her. When she was stepped on, she muffled a shriek—her fingers were smashed by the heel of someone’s boot. But as if her valet anticipated that squelched cry, he jerked on her leash to remind her of the required silence.


              The small anteroom was like a scene from the Arabian nights, pillows covering the floor, incense giving off heavy smoke and a pungent aroma permeating the air. 


              The brunette Mistress who had won her prize was waiting, reclining on the pillows with a long, thin buggy-whip poised in her hand.


              “Bow, slave, at my feet,” she ordered.


              The slave crawled forward with her head to the floor, reaching the brunette’s feet just as the buggy whip sliced through the air and landed across her back.


              As her body jerked, she issued a tiny cry, stunned by the cutting fervor of the stinging cut.


              “So easily pained?” the mistress questioned.  “I’d better not have claimed a cowardly trinket.” The whip made several brisk trips through the air, landing each time with an emphatic crack against the slave’s back.


              This time she was quiet, not a peep from her mouth.


              “That’s better,” the Mistress purred, “Come here between my legs.”


              The trinket crawled between the woman’s legs, and began to lap at the juicing cunt presented her, while the Mistress leaned back—the immediate joy of her trinket’s careful work apparent in her blissful expression.


              “OOoooooo my lord, what a tongue,” the woman seethed, her heavy breathing becoming heavier still, as she was quickly moved toward a smashing cum.  As much as she might have wanted to wait, there was too much sexual heat about the room to fend off any orgasm for long. She bucked and churned against her trinket’s tongue, her juices spilling out all over the attentive face.


              The slave backed off in silence, once the Mistress had been served.  She kept her head pressed to the pillow, honoring the swift bond that had been forged between them.  


              “Come here slave,” the woman implored her.


              Trinket Four crawled higher on the pillows, until the woman raised her chin with a nurturing hand and looked into the slave’s surrendering eyes.


              “Rise up so I can see your jewelry,” she said.  “I’m so fascinated by piercing, and yours is especially appealing.”


              The slave pulled herself to her knees at the Mistress’s side, letting the woman’s hand stray over her nipples, toying with the studs and the rings, twisting and pulling them until she winced in pain.     


              “Oh, does that hurt?” the Mistress wondered aloud in a voice veiled in mockery.  “Ah, but I like these best,” she said, petting the opened cunt.  “This bar is so lovely.  Does it hurt?”


              Her slave remained silent.


              “You may speak,” the Mistress informed her.


              “Only when I move too quickly, or in the wrong direction,” Trinket Four replied.            


              “So does your Master plan to leave this here forever?” the Mistress asked.


              “I don’t know,” she replied.


              “How open it makes you, how exposed.”  The Mistress looked as if she’d like to use her tongue against the moistening flesh.  But she had other ideas first.  “Hand me that small crop,” she said to one of her male attendants.  She had urges to satisfy, pain to inflict and the small crop was perfect.  It was soon cracking against the exposed cunt with ruthless cuts going every which away over thighs, cunt, and labia.  Small whimpers escaped the slave’s lips.  And where it hit against the jewelry, she cried out with a blood-curdling scream.  She could hardly stay upright.


              “Now for your ass again, it’s looking too pale,” the mistress said.  She pushed her slave around, her attendants shoving the slave’s head against the pillows. The crop whisked through the air again, raising fiery red stripes across the flesh of the trinket’s ass, followed by a sad, distressed cry.


              “A dildo please,” the Mistress ordered.  One was quickly placed in her hand—it seemed her attendants were as subject to their demanding mistress as the slave now bowing humbling at her side. 


              “Grease her,” she ordered. The smaller of the men moved forward with a jar of cream in hand and began to rub it into the slave’s rear hole.


              “Yes, grease it deeply.” The Mistress watched attentively.  “You’ll both be in there soon, I love to watch a good ass rape.”


              Finishing, the man backed away so that his mistress could insert the dildo in its proper place.  Clutching it in one hand, she shoved the huge plastic prick against the trinket’s sphincter, forcing it to give way.


              “Yeaaaaahhhhhhh!” 


              “Hurt?” the mistress asked in a sing song voice, happily amused.  She loved listening to that gasp of pain, and the tiny cries that ensued thereafter, as she rammed the huge cock in and out of her little slave.  “You take this well,” she observed.  “You must have had this treatment before.”  Her slave began to wriggle her rear against the offending prick with a moan of pleasure escaping her lips.


              “Answer me, you whore!” the woman demanded.  The palm of her free hand began to slap her slave’s ass cheeks. “Tell me, does it hurt?”


              “It’s unbearable,” the trinket gasped.  She practically collapsed on the pillows, with force and desire butting heads together in her violated rear.


              “How wonderful for all of us,” the Mistress said.


              There were anguished moans into pillows below, the poor little thing hardly able to contain herself.


              “In her ass!” the Domme roared at last, as she suddenly pulled the dildo from Trinket Four’s wide-open ass.  


              Two eager cocks waited impatiently to force their way inside the submissive rear hole.  The most anxious of the two moved forward on his Mistress’ command and impaled the slave with a forceful shove.


              “Oh gawd!” she cried. 


              The attendant smirked delighted, pulling vigorously in and out, just as the dildo had done.  


              “Gawd no!” the slave cried again, the cock was not as easy to manage as the dildo.  She hoped for some compassion from the man who rammed her ass, but he was too eager, getting the rare treat of real sex with a real woman. Looking out at the watching audience, he released his passion—his face twisted in anguished pleasure. 


              “She is so humbled,” one woman looked on in amazement.


              “I find it uplifting,” another spoke.


              “How can they find it in them to give themselves this way, I’ll never know,” a third remarked.


              The mistress of the hour, reclining happily on her pillows and sneered lewdly at the crowd.  She was a happy mistress with her two submissives and a borrowed trinket.  Every whim, every urge, satisfied.


              Trinket Four did not finish with the trio until she had satisfied both men in her ass, and the Mistress once more with her mouth pressed to the woman’s cunt. By the time she was returned to her pedestal, the evening’s festivities were well underway.  The elegant clothes that adorned Damien’s guests were strewn in corners and closets.  Soft, naked flesh-on-flesh encounters took place in every corner of the ballroom and in several side rooms, and the parlors beyond.


              Trinket Four had hardly resumed her place on the pedestal before she was summoned again, and her valet led her away to another Master desiring the use of her available orifices.


              She was whipped with a cat ‘o nine tails, buggy whip, and assorted leather instruments, spanked with paddles and impaled with dildos and cocks.  Her backside was raw to touch, her openings stretched and sore from use.  She was made to pad about the ballroom on all fours until her knees ached and she didn’t think she could move another inch.


              The time passed as if in a dream. Sometimes it seemed that it dragged forever; though she was vaguely aware that day had dawned, the morning light had come and gone, and the afternoon sunlight had disappeared to give way to another night.


              Crawling up on her pedestal for the last time, the valet no longer insisted that she stand tied with her arms over her head.  Trinket Four remained eyes closed until she felt her valet tug at her collar again.


              Her eyes popping open, she stared into his passive face.


              “Again?” she whispered wearily.  Her limbs could hardly move, and she no longer cared whether “submissive protocol” was breached by her faint protest.


              The valet did not reply, though he didn’t scowl in response to her plea.  Instead, he pulled her to her feet, not her knees, and led her from the ballroom past the sleeping bodies, and the few who lazily made love to the strains of quiet background music meant for lovers.  As she made a silent journey, only a rare sensuous movement caught her eye.  The feeling of exhausted satisfaction rippled through the ballroom on a listless breeze.  Someone had thrown open a window, and a whiff of fresh air caught her nostrils as she and her valet returned to the attic stairway.


              In the attic, the valet undressed her, removing the collar, the leather belt, and the cuffs. “You were a fine trinket,” he said.  He looked weary, too, though a twinkle in his eye flashed through the fatigue.  He was very kind, where all night and day he’d been just another master for her to obey. “I was once Trinket Four,” he told her.


              She smiled at his admission.  Strange bonds, strange times create.


              Dressed, she was led back to the foyer to a chair where she was left alone.  She nodded off, wanting only to sleep.


              “Tessa!” She heard her name spoken sharply, hardly recognizing it.  Opening her eyes, she saw Miles towering above her.


    


    


  




  

    Chapter Nineteen


    


    It was afternoon when she awoke in a room flooded with a sumptuous lazy sunshine, and a cushion of downy comforters cocooned her naked body.  She ached too much to be really comfortable, but she didn’t want to move.  She dozed again, not waking until daylight had vanished, and a hurricane lamp on the far side of the room was the only light to see by.


              This time, Tessa had to rise, her bodily functions demanded attention.  Finding a lavish looking bathtub next to the toilet, she filled it with hot soapy bubbles, and slipped into the silky warm water to soak—she hoped forever. Her mind ran through one amazing scene after another, all images of herself almost too bizarre to believe.


              When she finally pulled herself from the tub and dried her body with a thick bath towel, she felt as tired as when she first sank into the water.  The bath had soothed her aches and pains away and she wanted to sleep again. It was not until she was nearly dry that she looked down to see that the bar had been removed from her cunt, her labia once again allowed to close over her womanly bud. She felt odd without it there, and wondered when it was removed and by whom; though memory cheated her of that specific instant.  She was satisfied to put the puzzle from her head in favor of sleep.


              It was morning when she woke again, she could tell by the songs of birds outside the open window. Only then did she realize that someone had been attending to her as she slept, opening windows, closing them, leaving food and tea by her bedside, and removing it when she was too tired to eat.


              Now, she was ravenous and anxious to see Miles.  She was in his house, she recognized the room, though it wasn’t the one she’d stayed in months before. She recognized the paintings on the wall. There was a picture of a woman with her cunt spread open; Tessa instantly recognized the subject as herself. Like a message painted in rough pigment on this canvas, it reminded her that he was watching over her even while she slept.


              Seeing clothes laid out on a settee near the bed—a silk, cream-colored turtleneck and short brown skirt—she quickly dressed and left the room, thinking that all her impending needs would be cared for somewhere downstairs. Her mind careened backwards to months before, experiencing instantaneous déjà vu walking into the sunroom where Miles sat eating breakfast. It was all the same this time—the greatest difference between the past and now was that the table was set for two.


              “Awake at last?” he asked, smiling broadly. Traces of anger, expressions of scorn, and the cold that could flash so brilliantly on his face were now replaced with his impeccable calm.


              She sat down where he pulled out a chair and stared at him, wondering what to say.  Forty-eight hours between them, she didn’t know where to start. “You removed the bar,” popped in her head.  It was a bizarre first statement to utter after everything that had take place and even Miles was surprised by her comment.        


    “I never thought it permanent, Tessa—sometimes I like the look of your womanhood in its natural state,” he explained. “So, is that all you can think to ask about?”  He smiled at her, charmed by her befuddlement.


              Tessa blushed, a zillion thoughts cramming her brain until it pounded crazily.  She said nothing.


              “A muffin?” he asked, uncovering a half dozen steamy, dark bread muffins. They were filled with nuts and raisins, their scent making her mouth water.


              “Oh, my god, yes!” She took one, trying not to appear too anxious, though she would look back later remembering how quickly she ate it, realizing her hunger. There was a vast emptiness needing to be filled.  She was afraid she couldn’t stop eating as Miles looked at her with dispassionate interest.


              “Another?” he offered.


              She took the second muffin, and allowed Miles to serve her a plate with fresh fruit and scrambled eggs.


              “These are wonderful,” she exclaimed taking a first bite, “What’s in them?”


              “Thank you for noticing,” Miles said, still awed by her hunger and enthusiasm, “I made them myself, there’s buttermilk, a little dill and basil.”


              “Humm. I love them!” She continued eating, content to let Miles eyes caress her.  


              Once she finally slowed down, he took her hand in his.  “I have meetings all day, Tessa, so I won’t be here. Please make yourself at home, but don’t you dare leave. I’ll blister your butt if you do, I want to see you tonight.”


              “You’re leaving now?  But, I have so much to say,” she lamented.


              “Do you really?” he asked.


              She’d polished off two muffins, the plate of eggs and fruit, and two cups of coffee.  She was no longer hungry.  Either the natural need to eat was finally satiated, or it was simply suppressed by Miles unexpected announcement.  Disappointment had hit her like a brick.  “Just one thing before you go—were you there all evening?”


              “Yes, I was.”


              “You saw everything?”  She only remembered seeing his face once during the first punishment.


              “Every lash on that pretty bottom, every cut of the crop across your pussy, every forced or gentle entry.”


              Tessa shuddered thinking back. “I didn’t see you,” she said.


              “And you shouldn’t have, your mind should have been elsewhere.”


              Tessa knew it hadn’t been.  Despite the pain and constant torture, there was always a prominent corner of her mind focused on Miles.  “I did see you that first time when I was on the pedestal.”


              “That was a mistake,” Miles admitted, pointing a lighthearted accusing finger at her. “And you peeked.”


              “There was no rule to close my eyes,” Tessa reminded him with a dash of irritation.


              He observed her for some moments. “You know, you’re not likely to change, Miss Feisty.” 


              “What does that mean?” Tessa asked.


              “You performed well for twenty-four hours, in fact, you were nearly flawless, but you don’t really want to surrender, you fight it.”


              She looked crestfallen.


              He chuckled darkly. “But then… staying away from your submissive desires is like staying away from chocolate candy. You can’t do it.”


              “You’re unhappy with me,” Tessa said, feeling herself jolted from the halcyon bliss, to cruel reality.


              “No, I’m not at all unhappy with you.  My only consideration, Tessa, is not can you be the perfect trinket for Damien’s Ball, but can you satisfy me?”


              “What more would I have to do?” she asked.


              Miles viewed the voluptuous curves of Tessa’s torso, her breasts and nipples bulging against the thin fabric of the sheer, silky turtleneck. Her golden hair was shining, falling softly past her shoulders.  He saw her as he saw her in the club that first night: bright, fresh and willing to be molded.  She hadn’t changed much, except that she was less flighty, less drawn to men with half her depth, more willing to acknowledge her more flagrant, abusive desires.  She was more confident, he thought, more earthbound goddess than airy sprite.


              “Let’s find out tonight what you have to do,” he finally said, pushing away from the table and rising to his feet.  A hand dropped down to caress her shoulder. Then, he leaned down and kissed her on the mouth, his tongue reaching in to penetrate her deeper than the surface of her lips.


              “Tonight …” he said as he turned away letting the word drop like some magical mantra into the magical air of morning.


              She waited for him, curling up in an overstuffed chair, her feet tucked under her, her three-inch patent pumps remaining on the floor.  She was in one of a half-dozen places she could have chosen in the ridiculously monstrous house.  She wondered as she roamed though it, why he bothered with the massive stone fortress, living alone the way he did.  Maybe it was a family home, maybe it was the eccentric artist that demanded this space to create.  Then again, he created most of his work in the garret, or so she thought.


              Tessa had dressed two hours before, and waiting was a miserable business.  If only he’d told her when he’d be home; but he omitted a lot of details when he spoke with her at breakfast.  She had to improvise.  The turtleneck and tiny skirt he’d left for her in her room weren’t right by evening; so she took liberties, thumbing through the closet in her room for something that reflected the way she felt about the approaching night with Miles.


              She was looking for elegance, finding a black cotton sheath, cut low in the back and front. Made of a stretchy Lycra fabric, it clung like second skin to artful curves of her body.


              She paraded around the house in the dress, matching pumps, and make-up that she discovered in the bathroom.  Between one and five, she must have changed her look ten times, experimenting like a teenager with the dazzling colors on her cheeks and eyes.  A dozen faces from Damien’s Ball returned to her memory.  Leather bitches, soft submissives … androgynous, sexual, animal-like faces of some Master’s sexual vision.


              Still, she didn’t know what Miles’ vision for her was, and what he wanted that night.  


              Finally deciding on the black sheath, and the usual “Tessa Cotille” make-up, she then threw her hair into flouncy pile atop her head, and descended the staircase to wait for her master.


              “You seem to be sleeping now, most anytime I find you.”


              “What?”  She pulled up inside the enormous chair, unaware of how utterly seductive she looked to him.


              “Come here,” he said, holding out his hand and drawing her into his arms. “Lick my lips,” he said.


              Her tongue obeyed, making excursions about his lips and mouth, tasting his flesh, smelling the earthy aroma of his body. 


              “Let me see you.”  He pushed her further from him, and waited. “Raise your skirt.”        


              With inchworm tugs, she raised the sheath, higher, and higher still on her thighs, until it was pleated at her hips, the skin of her cunt peeking from below.


              He licked his middle finger and held it for her to see, then stepped forward and poked it between her cunt lips, straight as an arrow into her vagina.  She jerked against him, issuing a soft moan. He pumped her for several seconds, then withdrew the finger.


              With a firm hand on either side of her, he pushed the black sheath up and over her head, throwing it to the floor.


              She was naked, he was clothed; it was the way he wanted her.


              He pulled her hands behind her back, pinning them at waist level, and held them there with one hand.  With the other hand he slapped her.  First her breasts, then her cunt.


              “Ooo, ah, ah,” she breathed evenly, trying to absorb the sensation, but her body was sore everywhere. “Ah, Miles, please.”


              “Shush.  Lick my lips,” he ordered.


              He offered her his lips to satisfy.  The tracing of her tongue across his mouth had always sent him into paroxysms, heated spasms of energy that stiffened his dick.


              They were eye to eye: his pleasure in her mouth-to-mouth attentiveness: hers in the slaps, each rude sting making her cunt twitch, the inside of her vagina throb.  He rapped her pussy several times in a row at unmeasured intervals.  Like Chinese water torture, she didn’t know when he would strike it again.  He snickered diabolically, his eyes darkening as he retreated into an animalistic state of base satisfaction.  


              He slapped her cunt harder still. 


              “Please don’t, I hate it,” she moaned.


              “You lie.”


              He slapped her face, hard enough for her head to jerk to the side.  “You like this, too, don’t you?” When she didn’t reply, he slapped her again.  “Tell me.”


              “I love it.  I hate it, but I love it.”


              “Don’t qualify the truth, bitch, you love it, it makes you frantic.”  He teased her.  Several times his hand came down to her shivering mound and stopped. Without thinking once, she squealed.


              He chuckled.


              Then, his hand slapped her with a resounding smack.


              “Oh, gawd,” she retorted quietly, her body doing a simple shimmy, while her cunt seemed to melt from within.


              He felt her between her legs where it was sticky and wet and her clitoris was hard.  His fingers rubbed the bud, and she felt a savage stirring emanating everywhere.


              “I want to cum,” she told him.  Her body was bursting with pent-up, locked away, repressed sexual fever.  Her belly burned hot, swelling, as if she had a reservoir inside ready to spill.


              “Ah! Not yet,” he said sharply.


              He pushed her from him.  “Grab that dress, and run upstairs, third room on the left.”  His room.


              Tessa stared at him and turned to pick up the black sheath.  Bent over, he smacked her ass with the palm of his hand.  She tried pulling away and he grabbed her by the waist, paddling her rear end with a least two dozens smacks. 


              “Ouch, damn it hurts, please, Miles, no!”  He ignored her mournful pleas, spanking her even more fiercely.  He loved the rising stain on her ass and only finished when it was blushing top to bottom.  Finally, he released her.


              “Now you can go,” he said.  


              She hesitated, looking into his icy hot eyes.


              “Go, go, run,” he ordered, looking as if he were shooing a cat away.


              She bolted, hastening naked across the foyer and up the stairs.  He followed for a few feet, whacking her rear, until he was certain that she was on her way.


              “And don’t turn on the lights,” he called to her, as she reached the top of the stairs.


              She heard him as she hurried to the third room on the left.  Opening the door, she breathed again. He hadn’t followed her; she could catch her breath, though he’d be there soon. She could have orgasmed in an instant, but didn’t dare touch her screaming pussy. She sat on the bed, nervously scooting to the pillows, resting her back against the headboard, with her knees bent, her moist sex showing where it rested on the bed.


              Miles entered with a candle in his hand, a long taper with a flame dancing. He stared at her from the same dark devilish place he’d been downstairs.  This wasn’t romance, this was sex.  She remembered that gladly.  He was taking her deeper than she’d been before, even though the trappings of sadomasochism were absent.  It didn’t matter. She was aroused and frightened. 


              Walking toward her, he stared at her some seconds.


              “Play with your pussy,” he ordered.


              “But I’ll come.”


              “Don’t come, not until I tell you,” he warned.


              She leaned back, opened her thighs, and with a hand between her legs, she slid her fingers to the side of her hard bud, in just the right place.


              “Put a finger in your ass,” he said.


              Another finger found her asshole and pushed at the entrance.


              “Deeper,” he demanded. The candle lit his face so he looked like the devil.        “Deeper in your ass, two fingers.”


              She let the fingers penetrate further inside and her ass was wanting more.  He was there with lube when it was too dry so she could slip further inside with as much of her hand as she could fit in her awkward self-rape. She fell to her side and used both hands to accomplish the task.


              He stood over her watching.  Having thrown off his pants, he was stroking his stiff erection, moving closer still, the candle leaning out over her.  She looked up to see a bubble of hot melted wax at the cradle beneath the flame, ready to spill over the edge.


              Another mind game, more torture. The anticipation ripped through her as if the wax had already struck the mark. She was panting from the fire in her pussy and the awaited burn.  


              When the hot wax spilled, it splashed on to her hip and dripped down her belly to her shaved mound. She rolled on her back. 


              “Yeeeach!” Her body sizzled. “Please no…” Her eyes flickered in the candle’s light, as if she were a demon whore rising from a darkened cavern.


              Hot wax spilled again.  Her well-attended cleft ground into the bed sheets in reply.  She drew breath through her teeth, hissing.


              Placing the candle on a table behind him, Miles drew a small whip from a drawer.          “Open your legs and remove your hand.”  He meant the hand that played with her cunt.  She was getting too close.  This cum would take forever, if he could manage it.


              He cut her between her legs where the bruises and healing cuts were still visible. She didn’t like it, but it was in her loins too deep for her to resist too avidly.  She mostly moaned protests which she expected him to ignore, and he did.


              Her inner thighs were red again, and there were red marks rising on her belly and along the tender, shaved skin. The lashes made her howl. And though her agony was great, the pain transformed itself, so that she was begging for more, not for him to stop. 


              Seeing her excitement, Miles descended to the bed, throwing her legs over his shoulders and penetrating her cunt.  Leaning against her, her legs ached.  Yet her pussy, so deeply penetrated, wanted him inside her deeper still, as far as he could go. She was orgasmic, pelvis thrusting into his; but when she was too close to climax, he changed positions. Rolling her over on top of him, she screwed his cock with a squeezing pussy.


              “Fuck me, bitch.” He remained still, while she did dances on the shaft.  Pulling in and out, gently, wildly, while her muscles pulsed and pulled.  She wanted to intoxicate him with her seductive massage, so that he’d be overcome and ram the blessed rod straight through the ceiling of her interior.


              Yet, he was determined to make her play, to stall the finish as long as he could.  It was another torture for loins that wanted only fast, hard driving, reckless fucking.             


              With his erection still inside her, he pulled himself up, Tessa sitting on his cock, moving gently for a sweet moment of softer screwing.  They hugged naked torsos, her breasts, her nipples, her jewelry pressed against his hairy chest—the cushion of her pierced and yielding flesh an affirmation that she was his.


              Falling down on their sides, they almost spilled into laughter, but there was another round of going subterranean yet to traverse.


              He turned her on her side, with her bottom pressed into his groin behind her, where she lay in the cradle of his arms, held tight by his unyielding strength.  She sucked his finger in her mouth, like she would his cock, if it were offered.  But now instead, his cock was poised at her anus, planning to push inside.


              She felt his hand first, fingering her anus, where her own fingers had played; then the driving organ pressed against her sphincter and shoved. She raised one leg to make his journey easier.


              He was in.        


              He moved slowly at first, as she gasped feeling ripples of pain—sharp, shooting, violating pain coursing through her. It seemed no matter how many times she’d been taken in the ass, it was a testy process getting used to the assault.  The ripples eased.  And then, as always, the crudest sensations became electrifying to her, in ways that made no sense, except that she knew she craved his cock in her ass.  It was her pleasure to satisfy him, to have him as deep inside her as he could go, cumming with her taut muscles milking him dry.


              Thoughts swam through her brain.  She couldn’t see him.  She couldn’t look in his eyes.  She could hardly play with herself, or him with her.  In this position of captive surrender there was nothing but the feel of cock in ass to focus on.  There was no hardened penis pressing at her face, or pussy there for her to suck, diverting her attention, or whips or paddles or lusty master/slave talk; just his arms, Miles dark, hairy, muscled arms, holding her tightly to him, as he moved at will inside her body’s deep recesses.


              She was yielding, opening wider, letting more than just his cock inside her.  There was a steady stream of power nestling in.  She felt as if she were melting into his body heat, into his flesh, so that there were no spaces between them, just Tessa, a open vessel: submissive, acquiescent, reduced.


              He picked up speed up and rammed her with barbarous jolts, while she gasped, feeling as if there were supernovas bursting inside her, flares igniting fires from cunt to head and toes and back again.  All in the space of seconds, minutes, maybe hours.


              He pressed against her with cock spewing, as if it could really pump her full. Then he withdrew dripping sperm.  She groveled between his legs, lapping the remainders with her tongue, until he pulled her up and gently, firmly slapped her face.


              “Cum now,” he demanded.  His fingers toyed with her.


              She strained to comply, not quite at a peak, too many discordant harmonies singing every which way, all clamoring to find the common melody of her body’s natural peaking rhythms.


              She fought with herself to find the edge.


              It was right between her legs, where his fingers prodded and his hand tugged nastily at her labia.  He spanked her, slapped her, drove her toward her end—though the end did not come in his time frame.  He pushed her hands away, and punished her pubis with more slaps and pokes and pinches. 


              They were groin to groin now, face to face, her body tense, his relaxed. His control held her captive, as if she was just another piece of him, and he wouldn’t settle for her fretful, headstrong attempts to regain control. “Cum bitch now,” he ordered.  He pinched her clitoris, while her hand rubbed, and knowing she was about to orgasm, he pushed her hands away and rubbed himself.


              “Ah, ah, ah, ah yes… ” Her face contorted, a silent scream issuing from her open mouth. Whimpers followed, as waves of pleasure rolled through her, enveloping them both in a cocoon of electric unseen energy.  Tangible to touch, invisible to the eye.


              “It’s never happened like that before,” she said, in a quiet thereafter the next morning when they were in his lush conservatory, surrounded by the fragrant green. She was sitting on his lap. She felt the warmed skin of her bottom with her hand, where he’d just spanked her. It was punishment, just the beginning of punishment.  He informed her of that, said she “deserved it” for exposing her cunt in the club three nights before without permission.  She thought he was half-kidding, just an excuse to redden her oh-so tender flesh again.  But he was serious. 


              “What’s never happened like that before?” he asked.               


    “Last night, it defies description,” she said.  It was something that she thought about for hours after he had fallen asleep next to her.  “Everything that’s happened before, with everyone else—the cameras, Martine, Damien, all the bitchy ladies—it was never like it was last night. And still, I can’t describe it.”


              “You belong to me, maybe that’s the difference.”


              “But I’ve belonged to you before.”


              He shook his head no.  “You belonged to your imagination, and every dime-store sex novel you could lay your hands on, and every rumor of abusive lust fulfilled in alleys and anonymous beds.  I gave you that,” he said, “and a good deal more.  But last night, we gave each other something else.”


              His expressive eyes were noncommittal, neither flashing darkly or brimming with affection—just wholly sincere.


              She understood and said no more.  Some things are impossible to define.  She decided that, and so had he.  She might have sought that perfect definition, the way to say it in words, but words didn’t work here.  Only feelings mattered.  How could she put into words what passed between them, the ebb and flow of eroticism, submission, succumbing, that abused her, filled her, and brought her such peace.  No, it wasn’t necessary to define, even if it were possible.


              “I belong to you,” she affirmed, as his hand reached inside her blouse and fondled her breast, and played with the stud that pierced her there.
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    JOCELYN’S REBELLION


    A Desperate Liberty – With Jocelyn Killian’s high-profile consulting business taking a sudden nose dive, the sassy redhead turns into one rebellious lady, running away with her scoundrel lover from the past, Ian.  While Jocelyn’s on her impetuous erotic ride through Europe, her husband, Reggie, turns to another submissive woman, and it looks as if the dominant/submissive “match made in heaven” is forever doomed.  Only their dear friend, the irrepressible Alexandra, holds out any hope that their uncommon relationship can survive. In this wild tale, it’s not just Jocelyn rebelling, but the sensuously submissive Alexandra who once again pays for her lusty excursions in infidelity.  She too wonders if her perpetually rocky romance with her husband, Will, can survive.  This novel would not be complete without plenty of spanking, bondage, anal sex a host of graphic dominant/submissive sexual encounters to ignite the reader’s wickedly naughty fantasies.


    


    IN CHAINS


    A ruthless scoundrel, an affectionate lover, and an inventive sexual master, Billy Fitzgerald seeks not just a wife, but a woman daring enough to choose sexual servitude. Fresh out of college, Kirsten Cates falls into his masterful hands, accompanying him on a tour of Europe. Billy agrees to love her, marry her and sexually dominant her, making this romantic submissive believe that all she has ever desired is about to come true. This story is seen through the eyes of Kirsten, Billy, and their friends, including Tony Fynn—a maverick filmmaker who intends to break Billy’s fierce grip on Kirsten’s body and soul. This intense and honest look at masters and slaves includes bondage, discipline, slave training, spanking (including fem/fem spanking), chains, dungeons, female bisexuality and anal eroticism.


    


    PRIMITIVE


    “You can’t go primitive in the jungle without going wild. 


    You can’t dive into darkness 


    without giving the darkness a sign of your savagery.”


    In the sensuous climate of a tiny South Seas Isle the pristine virgin, Camille, is betrayed by her ruthless sister, handed over to a white man who’s turned savage by the teaming jungle. Captive and bound she angrily decries her fate. And yet, the master of the erotic, Llewellyn, knows she hungers to have her wild nature set free. She finally succumbs to a seduction by his two dark-skinned native servants until she begs to be deflowered. So begins the odyssey of her transformation from virgin maid to sexual slave. Conquered by Llewellyn’s loving domination, she dives into primitive lust becoming a slave to her master—a queen in her jungle. A lush feast of psychological dominance submission, including bondage, spanking, whipping, anal sex, tattoos piercing, wrapped inside a tender story of love and surrender. 
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