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The Marquis’ Book of Pleasure


Chapter One

The thirty-foot boat rocked on an unseen, unwieldy sea, water splashing over the sides, the craft groaning as though any moment it would break apart. The moon, shrouded for hours by a clamoring sky, tried peeking from its hiding place behind the clouds, but it was repeatedly blackened by the night, sinking the tiny ship into a darkness penetrated only by the light of one bobbing lantern. 

“What the hell are we going to do now!” Laney Priestly’s scared voice screamed as the bobbing boat jostled in the waves, knocking her from her feet while she grabbed for a rope at the side of the boat. 

“Dammit, Laney, if you’re going to complain, get below deck,” Erik scolded his wife with his reply. 

“Don’t swear at me,” she got up sparring. 

“And don’t act like such a girl!” Eyes fired, expression determined, it was enough to make Laney shrivel and retreat below where Sandra and Elise were already hibernating. Closing the cabin door, she closed out the sounds of the howling wind and the three men still arguing with the sea, the wind and the cold storm.

“Are we going to survive?” Elise asked, as she huddled under a blanket in the corner, looking like a wet mouse, her two eyes, shiny and startled, her mouth capturing the tiny stream of water dripping from her bangs. Her long bedraggled braid looked like a black sinewy tail plastered to her white skin. 

“Hell, I don’t know!” Laney sighed as she slumped next to Sandra on the couch, and grabbed the old wool blanket to share. 

“It’s an adventure,” the blond-haired woman reminded her ruefully as she tugged the blanket back. 

“And we let them talk us into this over Jamaica. Never again,” Laney shook the water from her short dark hair, and grabbing for another blanket tried toweling it dry. 

“You suppose we’ll find the island?” Elise asked.

“In this storm? It would be a miracle. There are dozens of uncharted islands in this chain. Right now, I’d take any of them just to feel my feet on dry land again.”

The boat rocked, taking another nasty dip toward the water and the three women held their breaths. Best friends since college, hours, even days commiserating together in dorm rooms and apartments, with husbands and lovers coming and going from their lives; they thought they had found some consistency now. Laney and Elise were married in ceremonies just months ago, and Sandra was almost at the altar. But would all that end with this fiasco in tropical seas? Was this torrid night sent to shake apart their earned tranquility? Would, at the ripe age of twenty-nine, the lives of three friends be ripped asunder by the hazards of this dangerous night? 

What happened to the bucolic peace this camping trip promised? Two weeks in paradise, Erik and Jason had assured them. Matthew had taken the trip before. He knew these seas like the back of his hand… at least until the storm began. Jason was an expert sailor, and Erik had the survival instincts of a wolf. But with prowess and pride defeated by the elements of nature, the three men seemed as vulnerable as the women they brought into this messy peril. 

***

A fire crackled on the sand as the six huddled together, staring at their wounded boat tied to old pylons embedded deep. Their blankets were wet, their hair soaked, their clothes drenched. 

“Six months getting ready for this trip, who would have thought we’d end up marooned on some unknown beach?” The hulking Jason remained the most upbeat of the tattered travelers. His normally unkempt curly hair was more disheveled than usual and his green eyes lit with a jovial jester dancing mischievously inside them. “Hey, you have to have a sense of humor.”

“When it’s this cold?” Laney pouted. 

“It’s not cold, Laney,” Erik sputtered. “Not in the tropics. You’re just wet.” 

“Hey, I’m up for a little search and find mission here,” Matthew’s sharp eyes brightened as the flame from the fire seemed to jump inside them. Unlike Jason, he was a wiry, quick-witted, and sometimes hotheaded man with an underlying nervousness that kept him perpetually moving. “Maybe there’s shelter somewhere on this island.” He hopped up. “Anyone care to go with me?” He looked directly at Erik.

“Yes, I think I will,” Erik Priestly pulled himself from his wife’s side. Erik seemed the more settled and down to earth of the three men, a natural leader—though with friends a reluctant one. He was afraid he’d have to make an exception this time, and the mantle seemed to fall on his shoulders without anyone noticing—other than Erik himself. “Maybe these ladies will be a little more amenable to our wager when they’re dry.” 

“The wager?” Laney exclaimed. “You’re not going to enforce the wager after this!”

“And why not?” He turned back to show her the devil in his black eyes. “We all agreed, fair and square. You ladies lost and we aim to have our weekend.”

“Only if you can find some decent shelter,” Laney snarled unhappily. 

“Of course, my dear.” Erik smiled wickedly. “Jason, keep them laughing, will you? We’ll be back shortly. This place can’t be too big. If there’s a cabin or some boathouse, I’m sure we’ll find it.” He stared at the sky almost as though he was one with it. “Rain’s gonna hit again.” With flashlights in hand, the two men disappeared into the black.

“Oh, I’d like to be snuggled up in a sleeping bag with you,” Sandra purred in Jason’s ear as she mellowed before the warm fire. He ran his fingers through her sand-colored hair, now more dark than light, as it was not yet dry. 

“No fair,” Laney declared. “Not until Elise and I have our men back.”

Jason, laughing, held his fiancée about the shoulders and began massaging her breasts underneath her wet tee shirt. “You have any idea how great these look like this?”

The voluptuous woman scooted closer, her hips tangoing into Jason’s groin.

“Stop it, you guys!” Elise snapped. “Sandra has no right to look so slutty when the rest of us look like drowned rats.”

“It’s just the tits, hon,” Sandra tried appeasing her. Looking down, she noted the way her cold nipples broke the surface of her shirt. “Does look like I stepped out of a wet tee shirt contest, huh?”

“Looks lewd,” Laney griped. 

“Just because you don’t have as much,” Jason joked. 

“Erik says a handful is just fine with him.”

Jason snickered. “But you do have perky nipples when you’re aroused.” 

“And how would you know?”

“Don’t think I didn’t see you and Erik going at each other in the woods last summer.”

“What! You saw?”

“Sure did.”

Sandra giggled.

“You too?”

“Hon, you were having so much fun.”

“But…I-I was naked!”

“That you were,” Jason recalled the memory easily. “Those little bronze tits didn’t look so little with Erik hammering you from behind—dangled like nice fat ones. Didn’t know you sunbathed in the nude.”

Laney blushed and turned away. “I can’t believe you watched.”

“Damn! It was a pretty sight.”

“Jason!” Sandra slapped his hand. “You weren’t going to say anything.”

“Yeah, but spooky nights like this just sort of bring out the devil in me.” He lunged at Sandra like a fiend, his hands going around her neck, and they tumbled to the ground, laughing. 

“You’re going to have to wait to screw her,” Matthew’s voice rang out over the wind as he and Erik returned to the beach. 

“What did you find?” Laney perked up. 

“Ah, this is better than perfect,” Erik answered. “Some old estate house, wild looking place, but it’s shelter.”

“Then, let’s go.” Laney was on her feet, reaching out for Elise, while giving a sprawled-out Jason a gentle shove with her toe. She grabbed for her backpack and Erik’s, then trudged towards her husband. “I’m so exhausted.”

“We all are, darling. We’ll find a dry place and you can do nothing but sleep tomorrow.”

“That is, until we kings get our just desserts,” Jason reminded them all. 

“There won’t be any dessert for you,” Sandra gave him an elbow to the waist, “until we’re all rested. 

“Hey, listen, I’ve been looking forward to this payback for three months. We waited on you in Martha’s Vineyard like you were queens. Don’t think you’ll slide on this just because we’re marooned here.”

“No one’s going to let them slide,” Erik assured him. “But let’s get off this beach before we’re all wet again.”

The rain was beginning to fall—huge droplets pinging against their cheeks as they hiked to the top of the beach, over a rise of grasses, and along a meandering path through the dunes until it broke into a nest of palms and beach trees. In the midst of the trees loomed a darkened house—one of grand and once glorious stature. Like a transplant from the Deep South it rose two stories high, with shuttered windows, a large veranda across the front and a second story balcony across the same expansive length. Proud, stately, and now obviously abandoned, it lured the six stranded campers as though it had a gentle hand reaching out to beckon them inside with a crooked finger. 

“You don’t suppose someone lives here?” Elise wondered as they started up the stairs to the front entrance. 

“We’ve already checked,” Matthew moved quickly to the door and opened it wide. Creak it did, but it still seemed firm in its frame, as solid as the flagstone entry. 

“Oh my,” Laney stared into the shadowy darkness illuminated only by the beams from their lantern and two flashlights. 

“Fireplace seems to work all right,” Erik announced as he hauled a load of firewood he’d gathered from just outside the door. “And this wood’s dry, stored right under the overhang as though it was waiting for us. 

They were in a grand living room, which was still sparsely furnished with sheet-covered sofas and chairs. 

“This was someone’s masterpiece,” Elise noted as she ran her hands over the carved columns, and then along a marble statue of a naked female. “She’s beautiful.”

Sandra stood beside her, gazing benumbed by the glowing ivory surface of a woman, seemingly so faithful to the essence of life and femininity that they feared she would—except for one essential feature of the sculpture—step from her golden pedestal any second. The lovely lady was, however, bound; arms gracefully raised above her head, her hands crossed like a ballet dancer’s. Her wrists were entangled with marble chains embedded in the marble above. Though she shyly held her thighs together as if to cover her nakedness, the lustrous beauty smiled demurely, suggesting she kept some secret from those who gaped in wonder at her bondage. 

The room began to lighten as Erik’s fire raised a sultry glow, dispelling half the shadows, though making more as the flames bloomed and flickered. 

Turning their attention from the statue, Laney, Elise and Sandra warmed themselves before the hearth, while the men perused their surroundings with cautious interest. 

“Interesting place,” Erik said. “See here. Wonder what they were for?” He motioned Matthew and Jason to join him, where sporadically along the inside walls were arched alcoves with O-rings embedded in the top and bottom of each space. Some had empty pedestals as though there had once been statues displayed in the small nooks.

“You see that statue of Venus?” Matthew asked him.

“You think it’s Venus?”

“Or some other goddess. She’s bound.”

“Kinda makes my crotch antsy,” Jason snickered. 

“Who’s crotch is getting antsy,” Sandra called to him. 

“Yeah, hon, we have something to finish,” he called to his fiancée.

“I think I’ll explore some more,” Erik decided. “Want to come, Laney?”

“Oh, sweetie, no. I’m enjoying the fire too much. But let me know if you find a decent kitchen.”

“You know I feel like I’m trespassing in someone’s house.” Elise said, uneasily.

“Well then, let them come kick us out,” Laney replied. 

“Yeah, they could have locked the door,” Jason added.

“It was more like we were invited,” Matthew suggested. “We’ll be back in a bit.”

The three men took off to explore the house, making their rounds of the first floor, finding a dining room sizable enough to match the living room, and what had once been a kitchen and pantry large enough to serve a household of dozens. There was a library still furnished with dusty leather-bound volumes and heavily brocade furniture, and what might well have been a music room, though the function of the room was unknown. Thick drapes covered the windows and half of the walls, though there was not a stick of furniture inside. But just as in the other rooms, there were more oddly placed O-rings fixed in both the walls and floor; and hanging from the ceiling was a strange apparatus of decaying rope. 

“Makes you wonder what they did here?” Erik said.

“Like what kind of wild parties?” Jason wondered.

“Not sure. But it has a strangely erotic feel, don’t you think?” Erik answered.

“I’m not sure what I think,” he said, though his mind was moving forward briskly as his imagination reeled with pictures. “Could be innocent, but then it could be…”

“Be what?” Jason asked. 

“Off shore island… belongs to no one but the owner?” Matthew answered. “You never know what people would do with no restraints from society.”

“That sounds pretty nasty, what’s in your head?” Jason asked. 

Matt shrugged. “I don’t know,” he answered vaguely. 

Erik was silent contemplating, until he suggested they move upstairs. 

The second floor of the old mansion revealed more than a dozen bedrooms, some styled with a breezy summerhouse decadence—mosquito netting still flying in drafts of air. Other more formal rooms were draped in heavy velvet and trimmed in fading gold leaf. Each room, however, had some curious feature that suggested unusual activities taking place inside the bedroom. There were more O-rings and several eyehooks bolted into the walls. A curious canvas sling. Rigging hanging from the ceiling, or inside the actual canopy of one great mahogany bed. And a strange tiled bathroom that had been equipped with several devices none of the three men could clearly identify. 

“I think some guy was getting his jollies doing weird things to women,” Jason chortled. 

“I think you might be right,” Erik agreed. 

“Could go either way, you know,” Matthew said as he stared at the rigging inside the canopy bed.

“If you remember, the statue was of a woman,” Erik reminded him. 

“So, it was,” Matthew remembered as he paced the room, hands in the pockets of his blue jeans, the curt features of his chiseled face seeming to contort oddly. In fact, all three men were strangely moved by the awesome house and the unknown implications of the innovative hardware and contraptions. 

A sudden shriek hit the air like a bolt of lightning—Elise!

Tearing themselves from the room, the three raced down the staircase to the first floor, finding Elise sitting on a couch with Laney and Sandra on either side. 

“I swear there was a man staring at me!” she was panting nervously, wringing her hands, her pale face white as a mainsail as she stared forward in shock. 

“What happened?” Erik asked. 

“She thought she saw a face in the window,” Sandra said.

“Then, we’ll have a look outside,” Matthew said moving toward the foyer with Jason at his heels.

“That won’t be necessary,” another, unexpected voice wrapped the room with an oddly sonorous quality of calm. The two men heading for the door stopped abruptly. “It was my face the lady saw.” An elderly but quite vigorous looking man was standing by the hallway door near the kitchen. His yellow parka was dripping with water, but there was a firm gentleness about his face that seemed almost mirthful. 

“Yes, that was him!” Elise exclaimed, pointing his way.

“Sorry to have shocked you. It’s been some time since we’ve had visitors on the island.”

“And who are you?” Erik asked. 

He moved forward, “I’m Archibald Devane, the caretaker.”

“My friends and I were shipwrecked by the storm,” Erik explained.

“I saw. There’s been some damage to your boat.”

“I’m afraid so. Is there some problem staying here?”

Archibald Devane smiled kindly. “Why no. I’m glad the house could be a safe haven once again.”

“Again?” Laney whispered. 

“We are uncharted here, but occasionally someone stumbles on our humble shore.”

“You say we?” 

“Ah!” the old man looked slightly chagrinned. “It’s just me now. Mr. Christian Barth, the owner of Marquis Island lives in New England. I’m afraid he had to abandon this little jewel a few years ago, due to bad health. I still think of him being here. This was quite the place in the 60’s and 70’s.” He gazed around the room with a melancholy eye. “I’m just the caretaker now.”

“Well, it certainly was convenient for us tonight,” Erik said. 

“And you’re welcome to stay here as long as you like. I’m afraid the baths aren’t working, nor is there running water in the kitchen. But other than that, the stove works, and there’s a pump outside the door. Plus the old latrine is decent enough. The storm’s likely to rage a day or two. You might as well settle in.”

“We do have plenty of food,” Erik said. “So, I suppose we’re as safe as anywhere.”

“Long as you don’t let the spooks get to you,” Devane said as his odd eyes danced.

“Spooks?” Laney wondered aloud. 

“Just kidding, ma’am. But you know these islands can be mysterious, and strange things happen in old houses.”

“You’re saying the place is haunted?” 

“Not by the dead, if that’s what worries you. You make yourselves at home, I’ll check back with you tomorrow.”

“And where do you live?” Matthew asked. 

“No more than a quarter mile down the island there’s another house. Much smaller. I prefer it there. It’s near the dock and I have my radio.”

“You have a radio?” Jason jumped in. 

“When it works. But not in this storm.” He nodded, turned, and shuffled off giving them a friendly wave while mumbling something none of them could hear.

“He’s sure an odd one,” Jason said once he was gone. 

“Kinda creepy,” Laney agreed.

“I thought he was rather friendly,” Sandra said.

“Like too friendly,” Elise murmured under her breath. She was still recuperating from her shock. Her plain, wide-open face seemed to hold the fear inside its simple features far longer than a normal face might. She was an enigmatic woman, ‘a sensuous pianist’, Laney called her. And determinedly driven, ultimately focused. ‘She rode her own pair of horses’, Matthew described her once referring to her art and her earth—she was dedicatedly into classical piano and raising rare tropical plants. That appraisal wasn’t quite accurate, however. Elise rode three horses, Matthew being the third. She’d do anything to fuck him, which he needed; keeping his hot temper mollified on most occasions. That was a blessing to the world, so all his friends believed. Now, however, she looked as ghostly as the ghost she claimed she’d seen.

“Elise, you’re going overboard,” Matthew said tersely. 

“He was weird-looking in the window,” she said adamantly

“Hell, Jason would look weird peering in a window on a night like this,” Laney droned. “And he’s the least weird person in the world.”

“I’m not weird.” Jason almost sounded hurt. 

“No, dear, you’re too regular to be insane like the rest of us.”

“What about Erik? I thought he was Mr. Substantial.”

“He is, but that’s different,” Laney said without explaining. 

“I think it’s time we turned in for the night,” Erik said. “It’s nearly midnight, there are rooms upstairs. We can each take one and have a decent sleep.”

“Upstairs?” Sandra quipped. “Like hell I’ll sleep in some rat-infested bed. I’d rather sleep down here and inspect things myself in the morning.”

“Laney?” Erik asked. 

“I agree with Sandra.”

He shrugged. “Okay, then. Just remember, though, you ladies have a wager to satisfy before our two weeks are over.” He looked about the room rather happily. “You know, I think this place will be the perfect place to pay in full.”

The night was marked by an increase in the thundering storm—lightning, rain and a sweeping wind that marched the angry clouds across the sky. 

In the heart of the night, about two am—though no one was looking at clocks—Matthew Parker tapped his wife on the shoulder, rousing her from sleep enough so she could join him. Elise’s heavy lids hardly opened, but enough so that she could see the fiery intensity of her husband’s. She drew herself from the sleeping bag and let him lead her up the mansion’s stairs—on tiptoe, quietly. Not that the two sleeping couples could have heard them creep, with the wind howling like a heartbroken child. Matthew dragged his half-sleeping wife into one of the fancy gold-trimmed rooms. By the time they reached the bed, his hands and body pounced upon her as though there were a little evil traveling through his veins. 

“Oh, my, Matthew,” she shimmied under him. He pulled her T-shirt over her head finding her nakedness a delicious target. 

She squirmed beneath him as he pressed himself against her rocking hips, hips that rose to meet his sinewy flesh, and a cunt seeking out the rod between his legs. He held her hands above her head, locked tightly in one fist as though this were rape; then he silenced her with demanding kisses, opening her mouth with his lips and filling it with his voracious tongue. 

She murmured needfully, beckoning him to continue with her hungering for this tenacious taking. 

Freeing himself of his sweat pants, he was as naked as she, his manhood bobbing fully erect, the purple head batting at her pubis mound for a time while he held himself above her looking down like an avenging angel. The closer to striking home with the force of his dick, the more the taut muscle of Matthew’s body gathered power. Elise looked into him with eyes wondrously scared, her small form anxious for the strike. The power behind the first thrust sent pain shooting through her ravaged cunt and she screamed into the night just as another clap of thunder ripped the heated air. 

“Yeesssssssss,” her seething voice vented on in sounds more lush and sensuous.

He held her down as his prick banged inside her depths. Her legs parted wide, her knees bent, and her back arched against the binding at her wrists—all as though she wanted him deeper, even though she knew Matthew’s hefty erection would seem to stretch her small opening beyond its limits. Her hips ground harder as his did. Her strained breasts rose toward the canopy overhead, nipples rigid. Then she squeezed down trying to milk the life from the violating stalk, and in the moments that followed, she heard him groaning in the guttural language of climax, “Oh gawd, fuuuuuuuuck!” 

Collapsing afterwards, Elise could hardly breath, and Matthew panted with exhaustion. She wriggled for a time with her arms beginning to cramp as he still held her wrists in his steely grip.

“Matthew,” she whispered quietly. “Make me come, please.” 

Her words made him relax and the tension ease away. Falling off her, he fingered the hot wet slit, and found her clit to pinch. Elise rolled about in a sensuous silence as the gentle crest of her climax wafted through her body like a springtime breeze. Even the storm agreed to keep its gnashing force at bay while Elise got off. Then, they settled into the cushion of the lumpy old bed that cradled them, watching the mosquito netting dapple in the drafty air as they drifted off to sleep. 


Chapter Two

Laney, Sandra and Elise were in the kitchen the following morning making breakfast. Shards of sun shot right through the dusty windowpanes startling the eye with their brilliance—only to fade behind the gathering grey in the southeastern sky. The storm had not yet left the island and there was an unusual uneasiness among these three friends. Elise was preoccupied with her shock from the night before—and afterwards the sex with Matthew. Likewise, Sandra seemed submerged in thought and Laney was too busy cooking to talk. 

“Anyone find this house—this whole island—sort of strange?” Sandra finally broke through the quiet with her troubled thoughts. 

“Well, yes,” Elise agreed though her answer was vague. She’d already decided not to mention her night in the upstairs bedroom with Matthew. As far as anyone knew, they’d slept downstairs.

“Odd, yes, and that fellow Archibald Devane is a strange one,” Laney added, “but then we can’t complain. It’s shelter.” The sky had just darkened miserably again and it looked as though the rain would start any second. 

The mention of their fears only increased the tension submerged beneath the surface of their chatter. 

Elise sighed heavily as she threw more firewood into the woodstove, pushing a lock of long hair off her sweaty face. “Where the hell did we get the wager idea, anyway?” she changed the conversation. “The guys should be out here hauling water and wood.” 

“We were drunk, playing poker, if I recall rightly…” Laney remembered. “And we were pretty hard on them when they lost the Martha’s Vineyard bet.” 

“They deserved everything they got,” Sandra fumed. “Plus, my uncle’s cottage got the thorough cleaning it needed. We owed it to him, all that we’ve used it this year.”

“That’s true, and it’s not going to do us any good to get in a snit about the wager,” Laney said. “Besides, we’re better cooks than the guys. I’m not sure I could take Jason’s weird scrambled eggs again.”

“They aren’t that bad,” Sandra defended him. 

“They are, too,” Elise said, grabbing a huge plate of steamy bacon and eggs. Pushing her back against the swinging kitchen door, she moved into the dining room where the three men were sitting at the old dining table waiting like three lordly sovereigns. Laney followed with orange juice, and Sandra with French toast. 

“This is pretty special food considering that it’s a camping trip,” Laney reminded them as she poured the juice in crystal goblets.

“Not much of a camping trip at all,” Jason retorted with a hearty laugh, lifting his goblet as though he were drinking vintage wine. 

After having served the men their meal, the three women stood back and waited for some sign from them to proceed.

“My, how Old World of you to wait for permission,” Erik noted smugly. “Would you like to join us now?” 

Laney nodded with a mocking sneer, and the three took their seats at the table. 

“Should make you eat in the kitchen,” Matthew commented drolly.

“Or maybe lap their meal from our hands,” Jason gibed. 

Sandra’s eyes narrowed as she peered down the table at her fiancée.

“Sorry, sweetie,” he said; though he wasn’t sorry at all. He would remember having scrubbed the kitchen floor in Martha’s Vineyard while the three women had gloated over him. Erik could not forget wearing that silly apron as he cooked Laney’s elaborate mushroom crepes; and no one, especially Matthew, could ignore the memory of the smartly dressed banker, getting his fresh-pressed Dockers grass-stained mowing the cottage lawn—not to mention the stains on his hands after pulling dandelions from the flowerbeds. 

They were good sports, but they had memories like elephants. Those unforgettable incidents were now so fresh in their minds it seemed as though they’d happened just days ago. Yet, even with those memories fueling the payment of this wager, their game felt more real, less the joke and more like something darkly driven—inspired by their surroundings. 

After breakfast, the three couples explored the house, taking similar paths through the main floor and upstairs bedrooms where the men had explored the night before. By daylight, the curious devices, notable throughout the otherwise normal mansion, stood out more acutely.

“What the hell are all these O-rings for?” Laney pondered aloud while running her hand over the surface of one great mahogany bedpost. She stared into the high center of the burgundy velvet canopy, seeing a fancy array of thick silken ropes dangling like an ornament. “And those ropes?”

“Kinky sex,” Jason stated flatly. “I don’t think we can escape that conclusion.” 

“Really,” Sandra murmured thoughtfully. “Maybe you should tie me up,” she snickered. 

“You’ll never do that to me,” Laney said waltzing away. 

“No,” Erik replied, “you’d never be that vulnerable.” 

“Is that a shot?” she whipped around to confront him.

“No, a truth, my sweet.” The naturally dark glimmer of his eyes gleamed even more poignantly in the grey dimness of the cloud-shrouded day. Rain beat against the roof outside, sometimes pelting the windows as though the sky were throwing knives to break the surface. 

A wild erotic chill raced to the top of Laney’s spine, tickling the hairs at the base of her neck before darting to the top of her head. She shook off the feeling and turned away from her husband. 

“I find this mesmerizing,” the diminutive Elise clung to Matthew’s arm, while he massaged her lightly across her back—a flirtatious sort of move that only enhanced the hypnotic spell. Matthew’s caustic eyes seemed to bite more intensely as the couples moved from room to room.

“So, have we picked out berths? Or are you ladies still too scared of mice to bed down up here?”

“It’s okay with me,” Sandra said. “I haven’t seen any rats, yet. The beds look surprisingly fresh—almost as though they were waiting for us.”

“It’s a bit curious,” Erik suggested. “I think some explanation from Mr. Archibald Devane would be in order.”

“And why’s that?” Laney asked. “I’m not sure I like that man—after the way he frightened Elise.”

“Maybe he frightened you,” Erik said pointedly. “Fact is, I have the feeling the man is not telling us the entire truth.”

“And why should he tell us the truth,” his wife shot right back. “After all, we’re trespassers. Maybe the place is still used more than he let on. Even if it is, though, it’s really none of our business.”

“True,” Erik conceded. “But it does stimulate my imagination. And I know I’m not the only one aroused by its unique features.”

No one disagreed, but no one added to the argument; and the conversation dwindled as the couples, in pairs, moved down the long hall to the end of the bedroom wing. Each seemed to have decided where they’d sleep the night, all opting for the less questionable rooms, without the most bizarre of the curious devices. O-rings were acceptable, the rest were too unsettling to feel comfortable—although the devices seemed to have sparked their interest and raised a curious degree of sexual energy throughout the small party. 

All three couples picked rooms in the same vicinity near the staircase—perhaps their choices made from some subconscious fear the house engendered, perhaps just simple caution. 

While the others returned to the main floor, Jason and Sandra remained in their upstairs room, Sandra reluctant to leave. 

“You’ve been unusually quiet,” her fiancé remarked as he watched her stare outside the window into the gloomy day. At one window, a tree branch rattled the window like a beggar seeking entrance. 

“Have I?” she turned around. 

Jason was stirred by her look, the way her heavy breasts pressed against her too-tight T-shirt. She was braless, flesh ripping against the fabric, her tiny nipples like small pebbles on the surface. 

“Shall I tie you up?” he asked, remembering her earlier suggestion.

“I wonder what it would feel like,” she answered dreamily. 

“We can find out, you know.”

“Think so?” She was vague and seductive, making Jason’s penis begin to throb as if she had her hand on the thick stalk now and was massaging it erect. 

Eyes darting about the room, he looked for an answer to his need, and finally moved toward an old chest of drawers, opening and closing empty drawers until he came to the last one where he struck gold—gold rope. Smiling, he withdrew the lengthy cord and moved directly to the immobile Sandra. 

“Your hands,” he ordered simply. 

She smiled back blushingly, as she clasped her wrists in front her and let him bind her with the silky rope. 

“You know this does things to my crotch,” she squirmed inside her short shorts, with her thighs rubbing together. 

“Really?” Jason pressed his hand to her crotch and massaged the jutting sex mound. Juice from between her thighs had soaked her panties, now soaking her shorts as well. 

“Hmm, yessss,” her quiet purring encouraged his efforts, though he was anxious, moving toward the bed as he worked her pussy with his hand. 

Cock swollen now, and spear like, arcing inside his jeans, Jason pushed his girlfriend over the footboard of the bed. Then, tugging at the gold rope binding Sandra’s hands, he pulled it tight, stretching her arms and torso until they could go no further. Tying off the end of the rope at the headboard, she was virtually immobile—unlike the picture in her imagination—but that didn’t matter. There was just enough slack in her bondage to allow her crotch to undulate on the foot board bar. With her ass jiggling inside the shorts, Jason stood back and admired her for some seconds. Then with his impatient cock in charge, he yanked her nylon shorts off her hips, tearing them off her legs and tossing them aside. 

“You like being bound?” 

“Un, huh,” she answered him now panting breathlessly.

He drew his fingers along the crack of her ass, gathering juice from her dripping pussy. 

“You’re about to cum, aren’t you?”

“Hmm, yess.” She wiggled into his fingers wanting more massage; but instead, he brought his wet fingers to her mouth and made her suck the juice. “Oh, your cock, sweetheart.” He stood back, struggling from his pants, unveiling his stiff organ. She could see the firm thing from the corner of her eye; and she licked her lips as if begging to taste the head and suck some precum from the tip. “Please.”

“You want this now?”

“Oh, my yes.”

“In your mouth, or in your ass?”

“My ass?” she tensed up, startled by the idea. 

“Yes, your ass. You’re going to get both, Sandra.”

“Oh, my mouth first.” He snickered happily, as the swirling darkness of his mood took these bizarre turns in lust. Climbing on the bed, he made her reach with her face to have his cock. The tease worked. Sandra groaned fitfully when she couldn’t quite reach it with her lips. “Closer, please!” she pleaded. 

“Closer, huh?” he laughed, moving forward slightly so she could almost grasp the head with her mouth. 

“Ooo, Jason, please.” As awkward as the position became, she wanted him closer still. Inch by inch he answered her need—and his own—until he was close enough to her face so that he could shove the entire shaft down her throat and make her suck. He worked her in a steady rhythm with the picture of his bound girlfriend more pleasant to his eye with each stroke of his cock. Nearing climax, however, he pulled out and off the bed, taking his erection to her pink round behind. He slapped her cheeks, listening to her groan with delight as the warming sting worked pleasurably through her ass. “Ooo, Jason, yes, yes, more.”

“Harder, honey?” He slapped her with a brisk-paced staccato until her broad and jiggling cheeks were bouncing to the glorious beat, and turning rosy from his spirited efforts. 

“Hmmm, ouch!” Her bottom burned. 

“More?”

“Oh, fuck me, Jason.”

That was what he wanted to hear, the gentle music of her sex urging him on.

“So, you want it in your ass?” he wondered as he gathered juice from her almost cumming cunt and swathed it high against her anus. 

“Ooo, my,” she wasn’t sure. 

He poked two wet fingers into her ass, hearing her suck in her breath nervously. 

“Ah, Jason, can’t you take my cunt?” she wondered in her sexy reverie. 

“Not today, darling,” he was firm, too exhilarated by his power to stop. It came on intense, surging through his hot veins, a mighty river of untapped need finally discovering its source. He’d have her now and she wouldn’t balk. In fact, he could already hear her throaty cry as she begged for his dick in her ass. A third finger joined the other two, opening the puckering bud wider still.

“Ah, ah,” she seemed to struggle, but then relax. 

“You like it, Sandy, right here, right in your bum hole, nasty.”

“Ooo, yes.” She was feeling the penetration, her muscles finally relaxing around the invading fingers, and the physical arousal beginning to swim through her ass end. Her pussy tightened as though it had been filled, but it was an empty squeezing, pulsing sensation. “Gawd, Jase, in my ass,” her hushed whisper seemed to shriek. “Fuck my ass!”

He didn’t wait. The head of his dick hit the hole with enough force to widen the channel and allow the entire shaft to bury itself until his balls hit her ass. 

Delirious now, sparks were flying through her brain, colors flashing around her, like she wasn’t anywhere any more but in the middle of the fuck. Jason grabbed her hips with fingers digging her flesh, pulling her into his groin while her body stretched itself taut from her bound wrists to her impaled behind. Powerful sensations of lust and surrender joined inside her, and she started to scream as he pummeled with his thrusting organ. 

“Hush!” he ordered her and Sandra shut down her voice. Internalizing the feeling, she began to cum, as Jason began to cum. Then they rocked together until they were too exhausted to move another muscle. 

When he pulled out, he left her for some minutes while gathering himself. He liked the look of her splotchy ass… the sweat, the exhaustion, the strain of her pose. 

“Great pose, Sandra,” he said more coldly than he was accustomed to after sex when they were usually close and cuddling. He wasn’t ready for that now. Instead, he viewed the masterpiece of lusty lethargy until he could see her struggling in the uncomfortable pose. “Hurt, huh?” he asked as he untied the knot at the headboard and loosened the grip on her wrists. 

“A little.”

He massaged some life back into her flesh and held her some minutes. 

“I think I’ll take a nap,” she said, breaking away from his hold. 

She was feeling satisfied, but not the same as other times when sex had been as rough. Then, too, maybe sex had never been this crude. She’d never been bound, never fucked in the ass so thoroughly. He’d never forced his cock down her throat quite so ruthlessly, nor been so cool and unsettled after she finished cumming. Sex was one thing that often put her restless lover at ease, but not this time. And strangely, the shift in mood didn’t bother her as much as she thought it should. 

“Good enough,” he said, looking pleased. “I’ll be downstairs, don’t let the rats get to you.”

“There are no rats!” she said, though there was not much force behind her declaration.

“Whatever you say, darling.” 

He swaggered from the room and closed the door on her with a gentle click. 

***

After lunch, with the rain not letting up, the six played cards around a table they pulled into the living room near the fireplace. Though it was hardly cold, the dampness in the air sunk right to the bone, so that the low burning fire dispelled the chill and emptied the air of its oppressive mood. 

At three o’clock the mantle clock chimed the hour. (Jason had discovered that it still worked when he wound the mechanism with its key.) As if on cue, they heard feet stomping on the front porch, the sound of the creaking door, and moments later saw Archibald Devane’s wry expression, coupled with a broad grin.

“Ah! Mr. Devane,” Erik greeted him warmly. 

The old man nodded to the six, slipped off his slicker and moved into the room. 

“I see you’re making yourselves at home,” he said. 

“We’ll put everything back where we found it when we leave.”

“No matter. I can take care of it.”

“We wouldn’t think of making you do that.”

He nodded. 

“Perhaps, though,” Erik continued somewhat cautiously, “you could us tell a little about Mr. Christian Barth—his house…” he paused to find appropriate words, “has some unusual features.”

“Ah, you’ve noticed?”

“The O-rings are pretty obvious.”

“They are conversation pieces, aren’t they?” Devane strolled forward, passing by the marble statue of the bound woman, gazing at her almost wantingly with a parched mouth and haunted eyes. Then, he stared at the six visitors still seated at the table with their deck of cards haphazardly strewn between them. 

“Is there some simple explanation?” Erik asked, baffled by the man’s sudden vagueness.

“Oh, yes,” he said, though he hesitated to continue until, at last, his gaze met each woman with such an alarmingly erotic aspect that all three seemed to quicken sexually. Moving past the table, he rambled toward one alcove beside the fireplace, reached high to lovingly finger an O-ring, and then dropped his hand and turned back. “What I say will shock you, I’m afraid. Though I imagine you are open-minded …”

“Yes,” Erik had to prompt him when he paused. 

“As I said, Mr. Christian Barth owns this island… it is, in fact, an independent entity without allegiance to any country.”

“As I figured,” Matthew remarked.

“You might say that he created his own world here, free of restraints that modern society would place on behavior. He made up his own rules, created his own laws, and abided by them—as did anyone coming here—almost as though he had a military and the might to enforce his rule. Of course, compliance was voluntary—but no one on this island had the guts to revolt—or reason to, for that matter—except, perhaps, for a few wayward girls…humm women.”

“Mr. Devane, you’re talking in riddles,” Erik said flatly, sounding peeved. 

“Not so,” the man countered quickly with his eyes sharpening like daggers. “My comments are merely a preface to the bald-faced facts. Mr. Barth was a sentient man of great hedonistic passion. He had a fondness for things of the flesh, for food, drink and especially women—especially subservient women. He was as well a sadist. He established this island principality as a haven for his unusual desires. So that he might practice them in peace, without the harassment of conventional society.”

“A sadist?” Sandra pondered the word quizzically.

“Yes, sadist,” Devane’s gaze narrowed on her. 

“What does that mean?”

“Sadist, as in whips and chains,” Jason interjected. 

“Ah, sir, much more than that. In truth, he owned a number of female slaves while he was in residence on the island.”

“In this century?” Laney exclaimed. 

“I did say the 60’s and 70’s last night, did I not?” Devane seemed to flatten her with his quick barb. 

“Yes, yes, you did,” she replied quietly. 

“And I meant this century. If you’ve heard anything I’ve said, you’ll realize that Mr. Barth was an iconoclast, a depraved heathen in his own century, a throwback to centuries before when owning human flesh was at the very least tolerated and at the best expected in certain portions of many societies—including your own United States.” 

“You’re saying Mr. Barth owned slaves as any Southern plantation owner might in the 1800’s?” Laney asked.

“No, I’m not saying that at all. He did believe most avidly in the right to own human females as property, but his intention was primarily sexual in nature—everything he did had a sexual component, or it wasn’t important to him. He hosted numerous house parties and balls on the island where his lascivious inclinations could be played in the grandest form—that’s why the large rooms in the estate house and the many bedrooms. Most of his gatherings were associated with the de Sade Society—as in the Marquis de Sade. Sexual practices of a sadomasochistic nature were openly practiced here. Masters from the United States and Europe brought their chattel so they might enjoy their chosen life without glaring scrutiny or judgment. The galas and soirees were wild affairs lasting many days. The custom was that women were trained to serve, and the men were skilled masters of the extreme sexual arts…”

“Like bondage…” Matthew spoke aloud.

“And the fine arts of whipping, application of the cane and rod, and the delightful whimsy of crops, pinchers and the variety of apparatus you’ll find in this house designed to torment the female creature into oblivion.” Devane paused. “Those parties were, of course, special occasions. In his normal life on the island, Mr. Barth had at least three female sex slaves and sometimes as many as six or seven. They lived here with him on the island, served his needs, as well as those of his guests. You might be surprised to learn that Mr. Barth even entertained more conventional business friends—those not particularly interested in his unusual lifestyle. Visiting this island, however, his guests accepted his practices as easily as they accepted the strange ways of any other foreign country. Many were shocked when they initially arrived, but most became intrigued and eventually adjusted to the customs.”

An anxious Matthew had risen from his chair and strolled toward the fireplace, throwing another log on the glowing embers. He stood up and faced Devane, asking casually, “So, what might a visitor see here that would be particularly out of the ordinary?” 

“Probably the most noticeable deviance for an arriving guest was the attire of the female slaves. It was common for them to wear few clothes—only what might enhance their natural naked state. Generally, they were naked. But then, since this is a tropical climate, the nudity was probably the most easily accepted custom. And, except for the obedient subservience of the slaves during the daily routine, there was likely little to find odd—until the evening hour. Unless, of course, a slave required some discipline.” Devane paused, noting the expressions of awe on the women’s faces. Giving them a moment to absorb the information, he went on with his narrative. “There were times when a slave might be punished before a guest—spanked, whipped, caned, or humiliated for her errs. Perhaps that was the most frightening experience for a new guest to Marquis Island, seeing Mr. Barth’s intense disciplinary rites. They could be shocking, though they were rarely protested. A reprimanded slave knew their place, they understood the ritual and obeyed with little objection. Like anything else on the island, because the practice was natural, few gave it much thought after witnessing their first few scenes.”

“Why would any woman…” Sandra whispered, her voice so soft that hardly anyone heard her speak.

“You mentioned the nights?” the fascinated Matthew probed deeper. He seemed to speak for the entire six astonished listeners who all seemed hypnotized by the subject, if not a little fearful of the implications. 

“Nights on Marquis Island bloomed with sadomasochistic passions… they were animated by its secrets, scenes with women bound, driven to their knees, collared, leashed, brought to ecstasy with every means of torture imaginable. There is a dungeon in the bowels of this house, an old slave cellar—from the 1700’s—with racks and pulleys and ancient devices of excruciating torment made to cause suffering—and physical rhapsody. While Mr. Barth reigned as king every hour he spent here—he was a master of the nighttime hours. Some say he was a sorcerer, a sexual wizard. Women would naturally collapse at his feet as though they were brought there by the power of his voice and the look in his eyes—not women already slaves, but women so enthralled by his authority that they would give themselves up to his promise of pleasure. They couldn’t stop themselves. What may sound cruel, my fair ladies and gentlemen, was not cruel at all, not when in reality something divine took place—even if the experience lasted only seconds.”

Old Devane was so enamored with his own speech that he seemed to have journeyed into another world, transporting his spellbound audience with him. When he finally revived, he looked to the stunned group, “Have I shocked you?” he asked. 

No one spoke for several seconds. “You’ve shocked me,” Sandra finally belted into the silence. 

“Ah, does his rattle your cage, darling?” Jason asked her. 

“Of course it rattles me,” she answered as she rose to her feet, clutching her arms across her breasts and moving away from the table and Archibald Devane.

“My apologies, ma’am,” Devane bowed deep and mockingly. 

“Why so nervous, Sandra?” Erik asked. “That was thirty years ago. You look afraid.”

“I’m not afraid. It’s just spooky thinking of those things happening here.” She stared at the others, while thinking of her morning with Jason, “Aren’t any of you spooked by this?”

“I am,” Elise said. “But then it’s terribly erotic.”

“You think so?” Matthew turned to his wife with a look of surprise.

“Laney?” Sandra polled her. 

“I’m dumbfounded,” she answered. 

“We all should be,” Sandra stated. “And the three of you, too,” she said focusing her remarks on the men. “The man was obviously crazy.”

“Why?” Erik asked. “Seems to me he found a means of living out his fantasies in a safe way… no one got hurt, I assume.”

Sandra didn’t agree. “How do you know that?”

“Well, we don’t,” Matthew said. “But purely theoretically, there’s nothing wrong with what consenting adults do in their personal lives.”

“Seems I’ve challenged you,” Devane interjected. 

“Not at all,” Sandra snapped a little too forcefully to be believed. 

“I’ve heard it said,” Devane leered at them all, “that what makes you fear carries with it the suggestion of desire behind the fear. Perhaps you should explore what you fear now.”

“I fear nothing,” Laney stated flatly.

“I’d call it arousal,” Elise managed. 

Sandra said nothing.

“If you’re interested in knowing more, there is a book, authored by Mr. Barth himself. Let me see if I can find it.” Devane transmuted himself from an astute charmer into a shriveled old man as he made his way to the library door. Disappearing inside for a few minutes, he ambled back to his baffled audience minutes later with a small leather-bound book in hand. “A good night’s reading,” he said handing it to Erik.

Erik thumbed the pages absently for a few seconds, and then looked up as the others did, watching Archibald Devane shuffle away.

The silence following began to pound in all their ears. As had happened before—when the six were exploring the house together—a gentle rise in energy seemed to animate the room—all in a muted, pent-up, erotic fashion.

“Well, I guess we have our answer,” Erik broke through the quiet. “Simple enough. I think we could have guessed as much.”

“Simple! You think that is simple?” Laney seemed quite close to exploding. “It’s perverted.”

“Better not condemn yourself, Laney,” Jason said. “You heard what the old man said about fear and desire.” 

“This has nothing to do with my fear and desire,” she said. 

“Well then, you won’t have any problem hearing what it says in this book,” Erik said, snickering at her amusedly.

“I don’t see any reason why we have to pursue this,” she sniped. “Soon as the rain lets up, we’ll get the boat fixed and be on our way. Mr. Christian Barth and Archibald Devane really aren’t any concern of ours.”

“But they are an interesting diversion while we’re marooned here,” Jason interjected.

“Oh, I think so,” Elise agreed positively. 

“And why would you think so?” Laney asked her. 

“I don’t know. Some core root thing just joggles in me hearing about all this. You know I once did a paper in college about the Marquis de Sade.”

“You never told me that.”

“I was so titillated I was embarrassed,” Elise almost blushed now. “Matthew, hon,” she looked toward her husband as if remembering the night before and feeling that same sort of feral power right now. She looked for something sexual. 

“Maybe,” he said, absently. “But maybe later.” Odd that he would put her off. “I’m more interested in hearing what’s in old Archie’s book.”

Erik stepped back, massaging the black leather cover of the old volume as though it were something precious, “The Marquis’s Book of Pleasure.” 

“Wonder who the Marquis is?” Jason mused aloud.

“I’m sure the title belongs to Barth,” Erik replied without a second thought. He opened the cover of the book, paged through to the beginning, and began to read … “The Care and Training of Human Chattel.”

“What?” Laney interrupted.

Erik looked up. “If you’re going to interrupt every time I say a word, we’ll never hear any of this.”

“That book can’t be serious!”

“Why not?” Jason asked her with a laugh. “After what the old man said, I’d believe anything. Read on Priestly.”

Erik gave his friends a nod, and began again with a bit of haughtiness and disbelief in his tone. “The Care and Training of Human Chattel. Chapter One, the Slave Decision.” 

He paused. Hearing no more comments from his audience, he continued. “Being that slavery has been banned in most modern countries, the practice of keeping sexual slaves is rarely an appropriate topic for consideration. Only in secret fraternities and free societies like the one on Marquis Island will proponents of these practices be allowed to appraise such curious ideas. It is my belief, however, that the rite of slavery is one deeply embedded in the psyche of humanity—one not easily eradicated by law. It is as well, particularly desirous as a means of sexual stimulation and satisfaction. For the obviously dominant male to subjugate, imprison, and use the female species as he desires is a deeply seated craving that cannot be turned aside without giving up some degree of personal liberty and truth. Conversely, for certain members of the fair sex to deny their yearnings of submission and turn from them as though they did not exist is equally as damaging to the soul. However, to embrace the facts of our nature, and live within their dictates—ones that makes men masters above the feminine species—allows us all to thrive in a state of natural repose.” 

“My god! The man is serious!” Laney suddenly blurted out.

“You thought he wasn’t?” Sandra turned on her, amazed by Laney now as much as she was by what she heard in Erik’s reading. The sumptuously delectable woman was clearly aroused, her flesh burning with heat, her face flushed, her eyes languidly sensuous with the look of sex. She stood now by the statue of their bound Venus as if the goddess were her friend.

“Want to hear more?” Erik asked.

“Yes,” Elise jumped right in, while Laney—having moved to the couch—stewed uncomfortably in her seat, and Sandra appeared to lose herself in the world of her fantasy. 

Erik continued, “For our purposes now, we don’t often force slavery on the unwilling, but rather make it a choice for women with the nature to understand it. However, unlike other choices women might make, this one is not one to be made as a flight of fancy, or some romantic whimsical notion. Sexual slavery is serious business. It requires dedication from both master and slave, and most importantly an understanding that once the decision has been made, the future is sealed. There is no turning back, no denial. Even what might look like righteous rebellion in a female must be squashed. There is no room for error or argument, only a place for the slave to find within themselves their submissive need and dwell solely there… 

“Beyond such a finding, the rest is the master’s business, to train and nurture that place of humility and service within their chattel. 

“Those who have just made the decision and have come into the hands of their master—I refer to as raw livestock. I find it better to take away even the basics of human mindfulness and individuality while slaves are trained, lest they foster some wrong-headedness and resistance—or are tempted to protest the choice they have freely made.

“Regardless, however, of any name we give an initiate, the raw livestock—or slave —can be expected to rebel at one time or another. Rebellion, being anticipated, can be efficiently crushed. It is, therefore, the purpose of the remaining chapters of this book to deal with the training and discipline of the slave, as well as the proper means of punishment and reprimand for those times when it is necessary. Only as a final epilogue will the sexual arts associated with master/slave relationships be discussed. Though submission and eroticism go hand in hand, it is most important to set the ritual and mindset of subservience before a complete discussion of the sexual methods can be undertaken.

“Do not, however, misread my remarks here. A sexual slave can and should be expected to serve her master sexually at all times—from the first day of her slave life until the last. Compliance is expected. And a good master will demand it, while at the same time knowing that time and training increase the sexual benefit for both master and slave. The slave’s decision is just the beginning.” 

Erik looked up, about to turn the page. 

“I’ve heard enough,” Laney declared. “At least for now,” she added when all five stared at her noting the distinctive sharpness in her voice. 

“It is extreme, Laney,” Erik said to soothe her obvious fear. 

“Yes, it is.”

“But don’t you find it fascinating?” Matthew asked. His hands were spread wide holding the back of one sofa, while he stared quite intently at Erik’s rattled wife sitting on the opposite one.

“Perhaps. But you’re sounding as though you wish you were attending one of Barth’s parties.”

“Oh, I’d be in heaven,” Elise exclaimed. 

“You would?”

“I find the fear exciting.”

Laney looked at the languid Sandra draped against the statue, thighs slightly parted as though she might wish to fuck the marble. “I think that kind of submission would be bliss,” the lusty blonde purred unthinkingly. 

“Am I the only sane one here?” she asked, rising from the couch. She moved toward the windows and peered out at the grey rain. 

Erik was at her back some seconds later, pressing himself gently to her ass. She could feel his stiff cock in his pants. “This arouses you, doesn’t it?” Laney murmured. 

“In a way.”

“Why?”

“Can’t you feel it, Laney? The whole room is so erotically charged, if I didn’t know better I’d think any second, we’ll be stripping off our clothes, leaping headlong into an orgy. Elise and Sandra are nearly orgasmic. You can’t tell me you don’t feel it.” He had his hand on her ass, massaging it gently. “You’re the one who always wants it rough. I slap your thighs and ass. I’ve even bound your hands… why are you revolting now?”

“I’m not revolting. I’m…” she sighed. “Just tired.”

“We’ll let it slide for now, darlin’. Just don’t let it upset you so much.”

She smiled, turned in his arms, “Maybe you’re right.”

“I’m always right,” he said with a snicker. 

The rain stopped near sunset. In the dusky shadows, the three men hiked to the boat and appraised the damage. Jason suspected they’d need a part to get the engine running. But since the radio wasn’t working either, they’d have to rely on Archibald Devane to find them a means of rescue. Knowing there was nothing they could do in the waning light, they decided to wait until morning to proceed. 

In the mansion, the women made dinner—chili, hot dogs, typical camping fare that seemed out of place in the sensuous elegance of Barth’s finely furnished rooms. Even in this state of decadent shabbiness there was an air of refinement and grace that seeped inside the bones of those who lived there—as much as the erotic conversation and talk of sexual slavery seemed to quicken their sexual bodies. Yet, their feelings of lust remained behind a blanket of excited fear and a bit of dread, which even the more willing Sandra and Elise found kept them from racing toward their desires. While their body language begged for some satisfaction, the possibilities were diverted with small talk and frivolous activity. 

After dinner, the six surrounded the fireplace again, looking as though they’d had a rough day working. Devane’s book sat on the table beckoningly, but no one mentioned it. 

They played cards, drank wine, and ended up going to bed much earlier than they were used to—driven by their lust. Once the candles were doused inside each room, the black night hit them squarely in their blinded eyes and their bodies replied to the deadly dark as they snuggled close. In all three rooms, desire seemed to unleash as flesh touched flesh. In remembrance of their earlier sex, Elise and Matthew, and Sandra and Jason, clashed anxiously until their swift fucks left them empty and ready to sleep. In the third room, at the top of the stairs, Laney and Erik Priestly began to make love fitfully, almost too scared to touch with so much electric energy passing between them.

“What’s happening to me, Erik?” Laney whispered, as her flesh jumped inside her prickly skin. She felt orgasmic the moment her husband’s fingers circled a nipple, and his breath expelled on her hardening bud. “I’m coming apart at the seams,” she thrashed worriedly, while desire on desire spilled through her mind and into the passion rushing through her hands. She was on him, grappling as hotly as he was wrestling with her, seeking his cock with her hands so she could steer it to the entrance of her clenching cunt. 

While Erik was as driven with desire, he held back enough to steady her—to keep her body from exploding too fast. He wondered if she were headed for madness the way she clawed his shoulders and spread wide her thighs demanding he take her cunt. He put her off twice, in the interest of pursuing his own desire to make her suffer, happy to have her discontent—until the tease became too maddening for her. He finally rammed his erection into the offered orifice, grateful for the way she milked the stalk. Her pussy was alive and grabbing, almost as though there were mysterious hands reaching inside to grab the thing and suck it inside her. 

She came, thrashing back and forth beneath him, moaning like the wind was moaning in the restless night. “Gawd cuuuuummmmmmm!” she roared as she pumped his meaty flesh. Even when he would have stalled, the grasping muscle worked hard enough to bring on his orgasm and thereafter didn’t stop until she drained him dry.

Afterwards, neither one could speak as though something other than sex had usurped their power of speech. Waiting to recover, they listened to the sounds of their winded breath and watched their heaving chests rise and fall. Even when they finally settled they couldn’t speak, so they didn’t bother. Laney drifted to sleep first, Erik followed closely after, thinking as his eyes closed, that something devilish was brewing on this island. They were caught in a web of riddles unaware of its powerful influence to control their behavior.


Chapter Three

The following day was a curious repeat of the previous one. The three men checked the boat again, working on the engine, trying the radio, finding no solution to the engine failure and unable to raise anyone off Marquis Island. In the midst of their frustration, Archibald Devane suddenly appeared on the beach. He stood for some moments appraising the weary group, then stepped forward. 

“Perhaps I could help.”

“We’ve had engine failure,” Erik told him dourly. “You’d said you had a radio. Since ours isn’t working, we’ll need yours to contact help.”

“Certainly. Though, I could tinker with the engine, if you like?”

“No,” Matthew stepped forward. “This baby is sensitive, I think I know the part we need. If we could just use your radio.”

Devane nodded. “We can try this afternoon.”

“Try?” Jason wondered suspiciously. 

“Like I said, sometimes my machine is cranky and takes some encouragement.”

“Well, let’s see if we can encourage it,” Jason said, hopping from the boat. 

An hour later, the three men returned to the house, edgy, bewildered and tired. 

“I think the old man is half crazy,” Jason remarked as he slumped down on the sofa. “You see the way he lives?” 

“He’s eccentric,” Erik reminded him. “After all, this island wasn’t exactly a mainstream sort of place. Ladies,” he called sharply to the women in the kitchen, “how about some beer and sandwiches?” 

Laney appeared in the doorway, curtsying, “Why yes, your grace.” 

“Cut the sarcasm,” he quipped. “You’re still paying off.”

“At this rate, we’ll be paying off this wager the entire two weeks. That wasn’t the deal we made.”

“And if you’re not careful we’ll just have to institute some new rules. Why we have one hell of a guidebook.” Erik picked up Barth’s S&M bible and shook it at her menacingly. By then, Sandra and Elise were in the room with trays of food and drink. 

“Oh, no you don’t!” Laney answered Erik’s threat. 

“Chicken?” Jason gibed.

“I am not!”

“Oh, you’re chicken all right,” Matthew shot right back. “But you won’t be forever.”

“What’s that suppose to mean?”

“You know as well as I do, this island has cast a spell on us all. I’ll bet Old Archie’s done some incantations—like he’s trying to turn back the clock and relive the past.”

“You’re crazy!” Laney snipped. 

“Am I?”

“Don’t you think things are a little weird here?” Elise asked her. 

Laney thought a moment. 

“I know they are,” Sandra said. “I’m not like myself, but you know,” she beamed impishly, “I rather like it.”

“Of course it’s not like home,” Laney tried to be reasonable, “but you’re all getting way too bizarre for me. I think I’ll go for a walk.”

“Laney, eat your lunch,” Erik countered her.

“I’d rather walk.”

“No,” he answered calmly. “You’ll sit and eat your lunch, then we’ll both walk.”

She pouted as she munched her way through her ham and cheese, and downed a beer. When she was finished, she sat back dolefully while the others chattered on. Then finally, tired of her sullen attitude, Erik pulled his wife to her feet and guided her to the front door. 

“It’s raining,” she said.

“I thought you wanted to walk? The fresh air will do you good.” He turned to his friends. “In fact, I think we all need a little exercise.”

There was no more than a drizzle falling as the six hiked the island in separate directions. There was little to explore, not much beach, and while the house was surrounded by a paradise of steamy tropical foliage, the opposite end of the island was barren rock. Seeing all there was to see in an hour’s time, they headed back to the old estate, feeling much revived by their outing. And for Laney, her dour spirit seemed to lift. They played rummy, a game of scrabble, and began to piece together an old jigsaw puzzle when they finally broke for dinner. Then, the men seemed to scatter again, while Laney, Sandra and Elise headed toward the kitchen. 

***

Thoughts of spells and sex and Christian Barth’s wicked book did not arise again until much later that night. When the old wind-up clock on the mantle chimed ten, it seemed to toll another consciousness, one that walks in with the wind, where beer, games and simple small talk have no power to turn it back. Another passion pressed their spirits—one so remarkably devious that it was on them before anyone realized what was happening. 

Matthew and Elise were lounging on a thick rug, pillows behind Matt’s head, Elise using her husband’s tummy to rest hers. Jason sat on a stool a few feet off massaging Sandra’s shoulders while she sat on the floor in front of him. Laney had one couch to herself, stretched out like a lazy cat, and Erik, who’d tended the fire and otherwise puttered about the room, finally stopped before the hearth and lit a stick of old incense, letting the smoke catch the current of air and cover the room with a soft grey fog.

“Why don’t you read some more from Barth’s book?” Matthew asked him. 

“Shall I?” He didn’t consider the request for long finding the book conveniently placed on the mantle next to the clock. Settling into an easy chair, he opened the cover. 

Even Laney seemed ready to hear more of the startling narrative. Outside, they heard the wind rage. There was no rain now, but drafts in the old house set the candles flickering, sometimes too fast to seem reasonable. Inside their living room retreat, the charged air seemed about to explode—as though the six had spent too many hours ignoring what was becoming more obvious to them all. There was a spell working in their midst—though it wasn’t clear if this was self-imposed, or, as Matthew suggested earlier, had been cast by their enigmatic host. 

Now inside the cloud of incense, Jason’s eyes seemed to take on the same dark glow that had gripped Erik’s. And the excitable Matthew appeared focused and quite certain of something—strangely calm. The three women were subdued, though their calm only masked an enormous hunger churning in their bellies.

“The Subjugation Of The Ego,” Erik began. “Chapter Two… To refer to a slave without name is essential. Names may well be useful after the submissive has learned their craft; but for the initiate, it is necessary to treat them in ways that remove the normal customs of humanity from their consciousness. Remaining nameless is a first step. A slave will learn watchfulness immediately, so that simple eye contact will communicate the master’s message, leaving words unnecessary. A good slave will respond to simple commands when referred to simply as ‘slave.’ 

“In addition, the slave collar is essential in the dehumanizing process. The device should be snug, affixed about the neck tightly, though not enough to bind. It should remain in place at all times—being a substantial reminder to your slave of their  subservient nature. Collars are also useful for leashing and other means of bondage. 

“Raw livestock should remain naked for everyday activity. They do not eat at tables, sit in chairs or on sofas, sleep in beds, and should be tethered when walked or ordered to crawl on all fours. It is only proper that they remain at the feet of their masters, or humbly waiting in corners during meals, where, if their master is so moved, they are fed by hand, or given scraps from his plate when his meal is finished. In the same way, if it pleases the master to keep their slave at their side, they will sit at his feet, and at night sleep with only the very necessary bedding on the floor. A slave’s comfort is never a matter of consideration in the early stages of training. And to allow any sort of simple luxury would be detrimental at this juncture. Every measure taken with initiate livestock should emphasize their degraded status.” 

Erik looked to the audience, and seeing their rapt attention was about to continue until his eyes fell on Jason. 

“I read ahead in the book,” he said rather quietly and quite unlike the boisterous man. 

“So you’ve read this chapter?”

“The gist of it. Then I did a little exploring…in the cellar…” his voice trailed off, though his message got the attention of everyone in the room. All eyes focused on Jason’s muscled body and the aura of strength that seemed to wrap him with an air of authority. Even Sandra seemed more alert—though she couldn’t see the impact of her boyfriend’s physical presence, she could feel it through his hands. With eyes gleaming from his newfound source of command, Jason ran one hand down Sandra’s neck, continuing to her chest where he pressed his palm across one breast and squeezed. She quaked, shyly grinning as a tingle of delight flooded through her. 

Then with Jason smiling deviously, he reached to his side, and pulled out a fat leather collar, which he placed around his fiancée’s neck. 

“Ooh!” she jumped slightly, her hand going immediately to her throat to feel the smooth surface of the piece. She let out a gentle sigh. 

“Turn around, slave,” Jason ordered her. 

Elise was sitting up now, Matthew as well, tucked in behind his wife, the two glaring with desire at the demonstration before them. 

“Take of your clothes,” Jason ordered. 

The nervous Sandra stared into her boyfriend’s eyes with hers wet and gleaming. Then, as if in a trance, her hands went for the buttons on her tee shirt, slowing opening each one like a dutiful slave until the thin knit fell off her shoulders with one simple shrug. She giggled childishly and bowed her head; which put a scowl on Jason’s face. He reached for her chin and drew it high so she couldn’t hide.

“Keep going.”

Reaching back, Sandra unhooked her bra, letting two pink/white breasts spill like heavy pillows from the cups and finally settle into her torso with a ruffled shimmy. The pert ends of her aureoles looked as though they’d been brushed with pink, and in the very centers, two tiny nipples gently poked beyond the smooth surface. Jason took each nipple between a thumb and index finger, pinching them until he saw a wince of pain register on Sandra’s face.

“Your shorts,” he said. 

Sandra shuddered, but obeyed, moving her hand to the waistband of her running shorts; and with her fingers going under the elastic, she tugged them over her hips. Her bare ass appeared, the skin translucent with the mellow glow of candlelight bouncing off the tenuous surface. While the others eyed her splendid ass, Jason’s first look of Sandra’s nakedness revealed for him the dampened curls of pubic hair between her thighs and the pink of her clit at the center of two fat labia. 

“Very good, slave,” he commented with a twisted grin of delight. “Now sit.” Sandra turned, facing out, and rested the cushion of one ass cheek on the hardwood floor as she settled in-between Jason’s parted thighs. She leaned back as though being naked were easy in these circumstances, though still a shudder of embarrassed energy gave away her obvious fear.

So completely mesmerized by her friend’s sudden leap into submissiveness, Elise began to remove her clothes as though she’d been ordered to do so, too. She turned first, so that Matthew could see her disrobe, and like Sandra, kept her eyes fixed on her husband’s impassive face. 

Elise’s nakedness was far different that Sandra’s. Her small tight body had the appearance of a Jackal, firm and sharply defined not sensuously rounded as her friend’s pink voluptuous shape. Her nipples stood nobly erect beyond her modest breasts, and her flat tummy seemed to swell just slightly as though it were filling with erotic energy. Hardly seen, since she was sitting on the floor, was her close-clipped pubic hair shaped into a smart triangle, and the sexual equipment hidden below. Matthew, however, was close enough to detect her female scent fraught with arousal drifting toward his nostrils. He reached out and fingered her neck, imagining the collar that wasn’t there. 

Laney, the lone clothed woman in the room, sat up nervously on the couch and stared at her husband. He stared back not yet saying a word. 

“I thought we’d take our wager one step further,” Jason suggested as all eyes watched the Priestlys intimate exchange, “have fun with the customs of Marquis Island. That is if all the women here are willing to participate. It would make our wager that much more interesting, don’t you think?”

“What about it, Laney?” Erik finally spoke, though Laney wasn’t answering. 

“I found the collar in an old trunk in the cellar,” Jason added. “We really should explore the place, you’d be amazed what’s there.”

“What about it, Laney?” Erik asked again. He moved forward, taking a seat on the edge of the coffee table directly in front of her, watching how cold chills of fear made her entire body quake. “Take off your clothes.” His voice was strongly resonant, filled with tenacity that came from deep within his dark substance. He rarely employed such power in sex, but he was now. It aroused him, and Laney as well. 

She bit her lip, held it with her teeth for several seconds, then looked at her naked friends, seeing their gross sexuality leap out at her, begging her to join them. She let go of her lip and her desire poured from her mouth and breasts, her breathing deepened and her eyes seemed to soften. Her hesitation was a poignant reminder of the fear that encircled the room and the desire billowing from that fear. Still, her anxiety did not keep her from acting on Erik’s order. With nervous fingers grasping the hem of her tee shirt, she pulled it over her head. Unclasping the white cotton bra, her bronze skin seemed to moisten with perspiration as the anticipation in the room magnified. 

Ignoring the eyes that stared her way, she continued—as though she had no choice, her body moved beyond her mind. Her crotch tingled as she struggled to get free of her shorts. The eroticism was alarming. Once nude, Laney slumped to the floor and settled in with her knees bent and tucked to her chest, her arms going around them while her head rested at the top as though she were exhausted. It was not entirely a submissive pose, but it was the best she could accomplish at the moment. It did afford the rest of the room a direct shot at her shaved pussy, the pink/brown lips of her pudendum, a swollen purple clitoris, and a bit of silky black hair in a tuft at the top. 

“Very good, my obstinate chattel,” Erik remarked, then he turned his back on her as he stood.

“Do you suppose we can bring the trunk upstairs?” Erik asked Jason.

“Easily,” he replied, rising, leaving Sandra by the stool. 

While their slaves waited in silence for their return, the three men swiftly made their way to the subterranean depths of the old house and minutes later returned with a hefty camelback steamer trunk. Matthew moved the coffee table, and in the center of the room before the fireplace, Jason and Erik carefully let it drop to the floor with a gentle plunk. All six stared at the massive antique for some minutes—it gave off the aroma of damp dust while suggesting that, like Pandora’s Box, there were secrets inside that, once exhumed from the dark, could explode unchecked altering the natural order of their lives. Could it hold such awesome power? Did it contain that kind of force? Or did their fascination have its source in the same numbing sexual spell that had already moved this night beyond the pallid and into the extreme?

Matthew was the first to act. Tired of waiting, he impulsively unlatched the rickety lock—one already breached by Jason earlier that day. Opening the trunk, the dank smell hit his nostrils like a blast of wind. Inside, the reality of the trunk’s contents was quite plainly visible. A treasure house of S&M paraphernalia, there were implements of punishment and bondage, an array of leather harnesses and bridles, boots, chains and most importantly for the moment, a half dozen slave collars.

Matthew immediately lit on a metal one: slim, velvet lined and very snug around Elise’s slim neck. As he fixed it tightly and locked the latch behind there was a tiny but ominous click, signaling the gravity of its purpose. Taking the long tail of his wife’s lustrous chestnut hair in hand, he twirled it into a thick bun at the top of her head, and thread her long hair-pick through the locks to hold it in place. Her hair swept off her shoulders, the diminutive beauty formed a stunning statement of submissive elegance with the metal collar circling the flawless perfection of her pale neck.

Erik made a different choice in collars for his slave, finding one made of black leather, much like Sandra’s, but studded with thick round silver bullets. In the front, a large metal ring dangled a good inch below the leather itself. Around Laney’s neck, the collar was bold, brushed lightly by the ends of the short straight pageboy. She was less elegant than Elise, less indulgently robust than Sandra, and like her plain-stated personality, more abrupt than either woman, harboring a trace of defiance in her attitude that one would expect from a woman so determinedly frank. 

Once his slave wife was collared, Erik rose again. “As long as we play our wager, you’ll wear these,” he said.

“And how long will that be?” Laney asked, looking up meekly. 

“As long as we like,” Erik replied to her tersely. “Now, I think I’ll read a little more of the book. And this time,” he looked straight at his wife, “no interruptions.”

Curiously, the swiftness of the change took no one by surprise. After three days on the island with their imaginations fueled by the peculiarities of the odd place, it almost seemed to be the natural order of life, the way things should be, an adjustment to the disharmony that had rankled them all since they arrived. As bizarre as it seemed for three women to be naked, collared and subservient at the feet of their men, no one questioned the act—not even Laney could protest with words. She struggled—even Elise struggled. Sandra seemed the most gone. Regardless, however, this was fate, and it would not change. Accepting their collars and their subordinate status seemed far more natural than resisting. In time, they realized that their disquiet would fall away, to be replaced by an effortless surrender none would have attempted anywhere but on Marquis Island.

Moving away from his collared wife, Erik strolled to the fireplace, the book in his hand, and leaning an arm against the mantle, he began to read. There’d been a challenging swagger in his walk and a sharp turn in attitude as though he were allowing what was already inherently dominant in his make-up to emerge more distinctly. His was a cool almost calculating sort of dominance. Jason’s was emotionally hot and intense, while Matthew’s predilection was quick-witted and imaginative. Each man in his own fashion suppressed an explosive energy that waited like a hunting tiger about to strike. The thought of that energy erupting through their uneasy calm held their captive slaves, their prey, enthralled, on edge and wary. 

“To subjugate the ego of a human slave it is essential they  have no self concern, self-consciousness or modesty. They must have no thought for propriety. Indeed, they should have no concerns at all. Their single task is to obey the rules set for them by their master, and in so doing dispense with any idea of self and the conventions of society they may have adhered to in their past. 

“In order to attain this selfless state, it is imperative that they undergo efficiently administered beatings on their buttocks, thighs and even their shoulders—all places where punishment can be dealt and not produce permanent damage. For such acts, humiliating poses of surrender are required with asses raised lewdly, genitals splayed wide, and the flesh worked harshly. This kind of treatment, regularly imposed, imbues the slave with a sense of their degraded and worthless state. 

Should they find themselves in a masochistic revelry because of such beatings, that fairs well for the master—he knows then that he has less to punish with a slave who finds sexual, physical release in the act. Be sure, however, that the abuse is not laid on too lightly in order to achieve an erotic outcome. This can come later. Instead, the intent at this early stage is to instill a state of surrender and to suppress the ego until its effects are abolished altogether in the mind of the slave.

“Should the process of abuse raise the erotic desire of the master—which it commonly does in such a highly charged environment, feel free to use your beaten slave in any sexual manner you choose. The indignity of such physical violation only enhances in the slave the servile state of abdication.”

Erik paused to gaze at Jason and Matthew, as this message from the Master Christian Barth became clear in their minds—he might as well have been writing a script.

“I thought we might draw lots to see whose slave is abused first,” Jason suggested. There was something particularly unnerving about these words coming from that source. Jason, normally the least somber of the three, seemed to be as much the ringleader for this scene. But make no mistake, the fervency in all three men drove the bargain to these inevitable ends, as much as the island, the house, Christian Barth’s crude missal, and the scorching fires ignited in the loins of these three astounded women. 

“Fair enough,” Erik said. Opening the deck of cards on the table, he turned them face side up and pulled three queens from the stack. “Jason’s slave will be the Heart, mine the Spade, and Matthew’s bitch the Club.”

“Last time they’ll be thought of as queens,” Matthew chortled from his own dark space. He took the cards from Erik, shuffled them on the table, then laid them flat so no one knew which was which. “Draw our lucky slave, Jason,” he said. 

The smirking master strode forward, considered all three cards, then quickly whisked one away, holding up the Queen of Spades so everyone could see. 

Laney shivered silently in her collar as Erik stared her way. What protest might have appeared inside her throat was cut short by fear; and more importantly, the desperate desire that seemed to have replaced her sanity and arguments with an unexpected lust she could not squelch. Some vein of passion, like a vein of pure gold, seemed to have been tapped in her, and now mined, held forth an unending supply of rare desire from which to see this through. 

“And will you do the honors with the slave?” Erik asked his friend. 

Jason’s eyes burned with fire as he nodded his agreement and moved swiftly to the trunk of treasure, plucking from inside a short leather spanking strap. In his hand, the hefty two-inch leather almost brushed the floor. Laney’s gaze focused on the horror, though the look of the leather and the intensity of Jason’s firm fist gripping the thick handle lured her entire body. Her life had taken this twist without her conscious mind grasping—no thoughts seemed to get through now, no reason seemed to have any sway; there was no logic guiding her. Just lust. That pure vein of molten passion.

“On the table, ass end up,” Jason ordered. 

Looking at him meekly, Laney crawled on hands and knees to the coffee table, slinking like a stalking animal, her ass swaying as though this were an invitation; though Jason hardly needed the seduction to lure him to her. He came on with the full power of a master’s lust guiding. 

“Put your head on the table and raise your ass,” he ordered. Laney complied. “Spread your knees.” She did that, too. “Wider,” he commanded grimly as though he were displeased. She obeyed, though the position was difficult to manage and disgustingly lewd—just as Barth would have demanded.

Her ass was high, the two orbs tight, the tawny skin stretched, her thighs quivering and her exposed pussy wet with female cum. She flexed and clenched while pretending to relax, though there was not a muscle in her body that was not tense and teeming with anxiety as she awaited the first strike. 

Jason stood back to appraise his target while all eyes focused on the show. The two waiting slaves watched petrified, while the two men witnessing were moved by the same strong hunger for domination. Their fingers were as itchy as this new master’s, but their appetites were on hold. A degree of patience seemed to breed in them along with their lust. 

The first smack of the spanker fired hotly across the expanse of Laney’s ass. 

She shrieked aghast as a surge of sensation splashed against her skin. 

The second smack came down as damagingly; and the slave’s ass churned uncomfortably as another and another and another rain of sharp thwacks shot painful arrows through her. Though the heat of the spanking grew intense, her shrieks died off as though she unconsciously knew she should not protest with any venom. Her discomfort doubled and redoubled. But, her lust didn’t die, nor could she squash the crude sensuality barreling through her in great waves, choking all her senses. 

Soon, an even rhythm grew between the slave and master as the beating on Laney’s ass proceeded. Her body caught up with the pain and used it to her advantage. “Ah, ah, ah, yessssss,” she was seething quietly under her breath, even though the whole room heard her when her distress changed to pleasure. Even with Jason coming on more strongly, she bore the pain with grace. Her mind swam with pictures, as if Christian Barth’s slaves were sending her images from the past, of ecstasy and untold pleasure inside the depths of pain. 

In time, Jason broadened his target, aiming lower to the base of her ass and the tender back of her thighs. With such abuse, Laney crawled into the corner of her soul feeling beaten but not vanquished, feeling burned but not consumed. 

When Jason stopped, his erection was at her pussy’s door, thrusting meanly to get off. The act was swift and certain, and Laney’s response not unexpected. He tripped her climax before his shot off inside her. When he was finished, he pulled her back, her scorched ass resting on her heels, and made her lick the remains of his cum from the head of his dwindling erection. They’d never been intimate, but now his sexual use of her seemed as normal as any odd act in this odd place. 

“Now, get back on the floor,” he ordered. Turning to Erik, he added with a wry twist, “Your slave knows what she wants, she climaxed.”

“Perhaps those who fear the most have the most desire to burn off,” Erik suggested. “Shall we attend to the other two?” 

“Creatively,” Matthew said, moving to the waiting Sandra and clamping her collar with a leash. He tugged her toward one of the alcoves fitted with both O-rings and an empty pedestal. Thrusting her belly down over the marble post, he then wrapped her hands with rope and affixed both wrists and ankles to a pair of bolts. Moving to Elise, he dragged her toward another alcove and bound her over a pedestal in the same fashion. Finally, pulling Laney along, she too was bowed over marble, tied in position. “I think these postures might mimic what old Barth might have done,” he said, observing his artful handiwork. “They’re locked secure this way, ready to be whipped or spanked or otherwise generally abused. What do you think?” He turned to his friends.

“I think our minds are becoming as devious as our hosts’,” Erik suggested. He took a paddle from the trunk and strut from bared ass to bared ass whacking each one until it was hotly colored. Even Laney’s ass took more abuse. Matthew followed with a riding crop, repeating the same rough treatment, and Jason added a few smart smacks of his leather spanker to Sandra and Elise’s roughed up behinds. Before they were finished, Matthew exploded his cum over Sandra’s spanked behind, and Elise, untied and pulled from the pedestal, took Erik’s erection into her mouth, sucking until the orgasm thundered through him and his cum spilled down her mouth and chin. 

Resting from their tiring labor, the three men washed a few pretzels down with beer and finally untied their slaves, bringing them back to the fireplace on leashes. 

In that remarkable hour, the nature of their stay on Marquis Island was written. No one had disagreed, there was not one protest—not even the thought of one passed through their minds. The transformation was complete, but eerie, even dreamlike, as though they were all the puppets of an unseen master who, with sleight of hand and wily schemes, directed their unspeakable acts.

Three slaves slept at the footboards of their master’s bed that night, contentedly, while in the minds of the men who relished the comfort of real mattresses, more wicked thoughts of domination appeared in their minds. They woke startled by what their dreams had to tell. 


Chapter Four

The hypnotic winds whipping the island did not cease the next day—but seemed to blow harder still. 

The next morning, the three collared slaves were turned loose in the kitchen to make breakfast, which they did naked, with gags in their mouths to prevent them from speaking. Matthew seemed to think it would be best that they did not talk among themselves. The others agreed. 

When the meal was served, each slave sat at their master’s feet waiting for crumbs. More importantly, waiting for their gags to be removed. However, the meal continued with no reward in sight for the famished three. Instead of being fed, after their masters had eaten, the slaves were each chained to marble columns in the dining room, their arms strung up high so that they stood stretched out flatly against the cold stone. Their ankles were bound to the base so they could hardly move—just enough to stimulate their anxious pubic mounds, which seemed constantly raw now with arousal. 

In this position, they took their morning punishment, as their asses brightened with the application of paddles and straps until all three charming derrieres were rosy hued and hurting. After letting them dangle a bit displaying their worked behinds, their masters took them down and removed their gags. As long as they didn’t utter a word, they were allowed to eat the leftovers from the meal. By then, they were so hungry that they would have agreed to most anything, so they obeyed. 

Once the morning chores were complete—the kitchen had been cleaned and the rest of the main floor adequately picked-up—Erik led the three slaves into the library where they stood in a line at attention, like sexual soldiers ready for battle with their loins cocked and waiting. 

“After you’ve been appropriately posed, we’re going to have our morning reading. Gentlemen,” he turned to his friends, and each swiftly positioned their slave in a manner that most suited them.

Laney was on the floor at Erik’s feet, her head to the wood, her hands clasped behind her. As Erik would read from Barth’s book, he’d keep a cane in his free hand and whack his slave on the thighs or ass as often as the notion struck him. 

Nearby, Jason sat Sandra in a straight back chair—after she’d been forced to wriggle a greased plug into her ass. With her impaled pink cheeks pressed to the back of the chair, her arms were then pulled over the top of the back bar, and her hands manacled together in chains. In the awkward position her breasts were thrust out lewdly, her nipples adorned with clamps that pinched the flesh enough so that a tiny stream of pain constantly charged her nerves. 

Finally, Elise was positioned straddling a spanking bench the men had pulled from a closet in one corner of the library. Her legs were tied widely apart so that, like Laney, her private parts were lewdly displayed. Matthew shocked her system even more with clothespins attached to each labia, which produced a dull aching sensation that grew more uncomfortable with each moment that passed. 

The slaves ready, Erik read again… 

“Chapter Three, The Use of the Whip—for Humbling, Sensuality and Punishment.”

He paused, looked to see that he had the room’s attention, and began the chapter.

“The whip is perhaps the most enticing of all sadomasochistic implements for its many varied uses. It serves extremely well as a correctional device, can be employed to quickly humble any slave, and is one of the most sensuous of any master’s erotic toys. Paddles and wood in general are primarily used for discipline and harsh punishment—something that every slave should know well. Straps, while sometimes sensuous, have the same correctional implications as the paddle, and unlike the paddle can be used for long, harsh sessions of punishment. It is the whip, however, that is the most intriguing in my mind, and so I focus on its use.

“While there are a variety of whips to choose from, I do have my preferences. An expertly wielded bullwhip can be an extraordinary tool, but it is also extremely dangerous in an unskilled hand. I do not recommend it for novices, especially when there are other whips as useful, erotic and far easier to employ. My favorite is a six-taloned ‘dancer’ made of three-foot lengths of braided leather with split or tasseled ends. The size makes the device easy to control and easy to wield, while its specific design can produce a shocking degree of cutting punishment or a deliciously sensuous spray of sensation—dependent solely on a mere flick of the wrist. 

An effectively handled ‘dancer’ whistles in the air, while its blow offers a far reaching result, covering a good deal of your subject’s flesh—or if artfully applied, centering in on one particular physical target. The ‘dancer’ is also an effective implement for the stimulation and punishment of a slave’s forward body—belly, breasts, thighs and cunt. Applied with a minimum of practiced finesse, the ‘dancer’ can skim the surface of the flesh, or bite without severe damage. Even applied directly to your subject’s splayed cunt, the implement can be functionally administered without fear of injury. 

A slave has not completely understood the nature of surrender until they have been soundly beaten about their tender privates. The ecstasy and the pain are breathtaking companions in the journey to total abnegation of the ego. The cry of your slave in the midst of such treatment inspires the sadist in their purpose and beckons them onward. In my experience, there is no implement quite so astounding for these purposes. Some masters will argue with me, that the cane can be as shrewdly employed. And though I find the cane a mesmerizing device, it does not animate master and submissive in the same joyous manner as a six-thonged ‘dancer’.”

Erik chuckled, pausing, “Barth was quite the romantic when it came to his craft. Perhaps I should have his ‘dancer’ not this rod.” He eyed the cane in his hand, then gave Laney a sharp cut on the rear. “Still with me?” 

“Yes, sir.”

“It would seem to me that we’ve gone too lightly on these ladies,” Jason piped up. “If this whip is so easy to use, I think it’s time we found one.”

Matthew was already on the move, rummaging through one of the library closets, which the men had discovered were great storehouses of S&M paraphernalia. “Here. I think this is the implement our host favors.” From deep inside the cabinet, he withdrew an awesome looking black whip with six leather talons woven into a braided handle. Drawing back the thongs, he whisked them meanly through the air so everyone could hear the whistle Barth mentioned in his book. Laney, Sandra and Elise shuddered perceptibly as the sizzle worked its way inside their quaking bodies. Even their masters seemed respectful of the sound. 

None of the women could forget the suggestions that the master had made for the ‘dancer’s’ use. And while they understood the severe bite that might work inside their backs and asses, they could not yet fathom the whip’s sting on their bare genitals. This was a torture beyond their comprehension; but because it had been so graphically described for them, their minds and bodies were already anxiously seizing on the idea. 

Taking his new toy to the bowed and bound Elise, Matthew let the feel of the leather handle and its dangling thongs begin to work its magic. Desire crept up through his fingers and into his arm, the sensations of dominant lust then moving through his blood and bones, and into his belly and groin where his cock replied with throbbing pulses. Beginning a slow assault, Matthew let the words of the experienced master urge him forward as the whip’s six talons rained like sensuous nails across his slave’s back and buttocks. He spent some moments getting used to the varied ways in which he could administer his strikes—from the gently sensuous to the severely ruthless. 

A harrowing chorus of replies peppered the air as his slave moaned erotically, then grimaced, tensed, and sometimes screamed in anguish. 

“You should be glad I haven’t already turned you over,” Matthew informed her when one bloodcurdling cry splattered the room with sound. “Get used it slave, I rather like Mr. Barth’s assessment of this whip, and I won’t spare a target on your worthless body.” His words cut as meanly as the ‘dancer’ buffeting her skin. But neither word nor whip was without an erotic stimulus. 

Holding her breath after each strike, Elise anticipated the next with longing she could taste on her lonely lips. Though her eyes filled with tears as the pain increased, when they splashed down her face, she found them almost as soothing as the next biting snap.

Rashes of red began to surface on her skin. Her back, her thighs and the plump centers of her ass brightened. She began to sway, making erotic movements against the flat board that held her body, as though she were making love to the inanimate thing.

“I want her on the dais,” Matthew suddenly stopped. With the glint in his eye lighting like a flame, he began undoing the ropes that bound his slave wife to the spanking bench. Having her freed, he pulled her to the corner of the library, where there was an unusual structure, the purpose of which having just appeared as a vision in Matthew’s head. This large, deeply rounded alcove must have measured roughly four feet on each side, defined at each corner by tall, fluted columns similar to those throughout the house. Like all the other stately pillars, these were fitted with a series of O-rings embedded in the stone at various heights. Between the four columns was a polished, marble dais about three feet off the floor. Though there were dozens of possible positions for binding a slave, there was just one in Matthew’s mind, the basis for it straight from Barth’s chronicle of the whip.

Already cuffed at the ankles and wrists, Elise was immediately bound on her back with her arms stretched high above her head and fixed to the columns in the corner; while her legs were spread and attached to the forward columns. For this session, however, her ankles were bound nearly three feet above her body. Ass, hanging free at the edge of the dais, her pussy was spread, which left her most private places vulnerable to the whip about to conduct a second reign of terror. 

Mathew’s first move brought him to the dais, standing at his wife’s side looking down on the scared woman. She jumped anxiously; and her lips were parted as though any minute she would beg for mercy. Dangling the loose ends of the ‘dancer’s’ talons across her breasts and belly, her master gently teased her body and her mind, which was nearly numb with fright. 

“You’re giving yourself away, darling slave.” He almost sounded kind; though the expression on his curled lip was too wicked to consider kind. He let his unbridled talons float about her pussy hairs and then dragged them over the sensitive open cleft where her clit and the tender tissue around it screamed in fear as dearly as Elise’s baffled eyes. “You’re wet,” he pointed out the obvious. Her startled pussy tightened, for the caress only doubled her arousal.

As he moved to her breasts he flicked the talons with more intensity, letting the ends come down with a bite; then harder still, until she struggled frantically back and forth in her useless attempts to avoid the strikes. Already, there were patchy places on her slight breasts where the leather dug into the softness. 

“Ah, no, please,” her first audible cries bruised the air with a woeful tune. 

Matthew was unmoved as he flicked the loose ends on her undulating belly. “Ah, nooooo!” she emitted another pleasured, painful gasp. Feeling the whip at her pussy, her entire body quaked end to end, and she thrashed her hips as far as she could. It was no use. There was no avoiding the mean ends of this whip. 

Moving off the dais, Matthew took his position facing Elise’s open cunt and began raining down on the exposed cleft with a series of strikes—some mere caresses, others fierce with the intention to cause his slave great pain. The whip deserved its name, dancing off this victim’s private places, cutting into her thighs and occasionally grabbing at her belly with a painful snap. Elise shrieked while her hips continued to gyrate wildly. 

“A dildo, Jason!” Matthew turned to his friend, who then rummaged through the library coming up with the requested device. “In her cunt.”

Jason obliged, shoving the thick plastic erection far into the slave’s wet hole, for several seconds thrusting the dildo like a dick, seeing how the penetration was turning the pain into something more. “Hold it there, slave.” As he backed off, Matthew began again, giving the shameless slut a thorough, yet artful experience in submissive lust. It wasn’t long before her body brightened, her back arched, and she climaxed with her muscles squeezing the plastic dick as though she might make the thing ejaculate. 

Throwing down the whip, Matthew jumped to the dais and straddled his wife’s head with his knees. “You owe me, slave,” he informed her while he opened his fly and speared her mouth with his stiff organ pushing down her throat. She was as effective with his erection as the dildo and whip had been with her cunt. He splattered his seed from her throat, to her mouth, to her lips, to her chin and naked breasts. “There now,” he said as he pulled off, “you’ve been well whipped.”

The other slaves in the room were rocked with heat, while a surge of deviously dominant desire swam through Erik and Jason’s blood. 

Picking up the whip, Erik strode back to his wife who was now humbled on the floor, and urged her with the biting talons toward the center of the room where Sandra remained bound in her chair. 

“Watch, bitch, you’ll be last,” he said to Laney, positioning her to his right where she could plainly see the abuse he’d give the petrified blonde. Then gathering the ends of the talons in his left hand, he started his strike with his right hand, letting the ends go so that they landed together on the alabaster sheet of Sandra’s fleshy breasts. Her entire body stiffened, and again, each time he laid his calculated strikes against her skin. 

While Erik worked, Jason crouched behind her, running a finger along her shoulders. “Does this hurt?” he asked her mockingly.

“Sheaahhhh,” she whimpered. Attempts to remain mute were swiftly dwindling away, as stroke after stroke of Erik’s genius played out on Sandra’s body. He struck the breasts, and her belly as it rose and fell like a breeze that causes autumn branches to rise and fall; finally her thighs—though tied as she was, he couldn’t hit her pussy. Her ass was still plugged with the fat dildo, and her hips pressed back far in the seat. When she squirmed, the action of the dildo in her was as painful as the whip on her skin. But her gyrations didn’t stop as the innately skilled Erik worked her body to a peak of impossible sensation. 

“I think she needs this on her cleft,” he finally announced. “A direct hit.”

Thinking the same thing, Jason untied the writhing beauty. Though grateful solely for the change in position, Sandra’s moment of relief only lasted a few seconds. When the two men led her to the dais, from which Elise had just been released, they laid her on the floor, then tied her wrists together, fastening them to the floor above her head. Unlike Elise, they bound her ankles together as well, and lifted them straight up, attaching her bonds to O-rings in the balustrade above, leaving her ass just slight elevated off the dais. The anal plug remained like a fixture, shoved deep into her ass. 

The whipping that followed was Jason’s first feel of the whip. Relishing the surge of power generated by its unrelenting feel, he worked Sandra’s pussy soundly, with strikes that bit and bit again. His style was more methodical than his friend’s, the gait steadier. But the intensity and the drama were not as harsh as Matthew’s more quixotic treatment; and the end came sooner. Sandra did not, however, climax from her punishment. The plug in her ass, while rigid and uncomfortable, could not massage the important places in her crotch. 

“Slave,” Erik aimed the command at his wife, “use your mouth to work her cunt.”

For Laney, the thought of sex with her best friends could never be distasteful—even though it had not yet taken place. Never in her wildest imaginings, however, had she thought such a moment would come in this extraordinary way. Now crawling to the woman in bondage, her eyes were glued to the sight before her, the pink marked flesh, the struggling, swinging ass, the long legs tethered to the rings above and Sandra’s beautiful pink cunt throbbing before her face. This was not the way she imagined it. There was no intimacy, no kisses, no breath on breath, or smile, or ticklish nibbling, or any of the things she might have expected from female/female love. It was mouth on pussy and nothing more—or so she thought—but regardless of its less than sensuous aspects, Laney dutifully dived into the task, with the faint hope that there would be some degree of pleasure for them both. 

Licking the moistened hole, she felt Sandra’s body stir with desire. It seemed to sweep her system quickly, arousing her animated moans of delight. Laney could feel Sandra’s pulse quickening, and sensed the spasms begin to build in her belly. Working her tongue around her sweet-tasting clit, she knew that each delicate measure brought the bound blonde closer to the end. So intent on Sandra’s climax, she hardly heard Jason barking out his order.

“Back slave!” With her mind so engrossed in the activity, she didn’t respond right away. “I said back!” Jason gruffly pushed her back on her heels. “You’re making this too easy for her—and for yourself.” He moved to Sandra’s crotch, running his fingers around the base of the dildo that was lodged securely in her clenched ass. He gave it a rude twist then jerked it free.

“Sheeeeeesh,” Sandra seethed, scared and in pain as the gaping hole adjusted to the emptiness.

“Now suck her crotch,” he ordered. “Do her ass just like you were her pussy.”

Too enthralled to be daunted by the surprising order, Laney worked her face back into Sandra’s snatch, her tongue traveling deeper to the anus, which was now as tight and puckering as it would have been before the dildo opened it wide. The passions teeming through both women were of a different sort. Something base, maligned by convention, but deeply satisfying moved through their subliminal minds. Their bodies reacted on another plane, and the orgasm, which had been about to take Sandra into bliss, diminished, while another brand of pleasure took its place. The bound slave swooned, her stretched body writhing, not fitfully now, but in undulating waves. One might think she was orgasming and that this orgasm would go on for hours. The new rhythms and the gross sex act of Laney’s tongue at Sandra’s ass might have appeased them both for some time. But they were not such lucky slaves.

Once the scene became too tedious for their restless masters, the inspired Jason rummaged through their bag of tricks once more, this time withdrawing a device that had captured his imagination on his first trip through the amazing toys. Descending on Laney, he pulled her back from his fiancée’s crotch, and pressed a ball gag in the slave’s wet, worked mouth, attaching it securely around Laney’s face. Unique to this simple gag was the stiff, rubber penis jutting from the mouth opening. There was no guessing at its purpose now as Laney’s face became the cock to make the hot slave climax.

“Fuck her ass now, slave,” Jason ordered, and for a third time, Laney moved in position before her friend’s cleft. Carefully guiding the head of the rubber penis into Sandra’s ass, Laney eased it beyond the tiny rosette anus, watching the hole expand as the stalk worked its way deep into the channel. The more she pressed her face to the woman’s ass, the more the channel expanded. 

“No, no, no please, “ Sandra wailed.

Laney stopped.

“Don’t give in to her!” Jason snapped. “This is what she needs and what I want. Fuck her!” 

With the order clear, Laney continued. Though urging her even more was the crude lust welling in her so strongly that she had no pity for her suffering friend. Laney fucked the slave as ordered, her head bobbing in a merciless rhythm, reminiscent of her husband’s cock pummeling her own pussy. Through Sandra’s twisting contortions, through her miserable groans, through the slave’s anguished appeals for mercy she thrust the mouth dildo into Sandra’s ass. 

Sandra’s cries came deep with her climax just moments away. Then with the stimulation of Jason’s fingers on her clit, her body arched with her breasts rising like clouds toward the ceiling. The brilliant flames of her orgasm seemed to shower the room with erotic/electric sparks as though a Roman Candle had been ignited in their midst. 

The used whip was now in Erik hands, lapping at Laney’s crotch, the slave still on all fours at her friend’s spent snatch. 

“Move away,” Erik ordered. 

Nothing in Laney could argue now. Having settled into a fuzzy vacuum, everything blurred around her except the sensation in her body, and the feel of the whip that teased her. She hardly realized that Jason had removed the gag. 

Starting slowly, Erik worked her with a gradually increasing intensity, although Laney had no idea how vilely he struck her pussy. With her torso slumped to the floor, she raised her ass end exceedingly high without one order given. 

It was all in the snap of his wrist and the way he anticipated the mounting stimulation, and the way Laney’s body accepted pain as something more than pain. The talons bit, but there was little sting left. Even harsh snaps of the ‘dancer’ caused her to groan with pleasure. Then there was a release when everything let go. Erik was in her pussy with his cock getting off, which was all Laney needed to bring her body to a thousand edges of physical delight. 

In the corner of the room, Sandra was taking Jason’s cock in her mouth and nearby Elise and Matthew lay on a chaise watching. The whip that had defined their morning’s exercises in sexual aberration was now in Matthew’s hand—where an hour ago the session began. There was no need to evaluate their acts with words, or devise some justification for these indecencies. Their passion spoke loudly and could not be improved by trying to find a larger meaning for these primitive appetites. 


Chapter Five

Midday, afternoon and evening following the session in the library drifted aimlessly. The half-dozen stranded on Marquis Island seemed lost to its world. Curiously, after several days of gloom, the sun broke through the clouds warming the tiny island the way the tropics should be warmed by a tropical sun. Returned to its more natural pleasantness, the island beckoned its guests outside with gentle breezes and a good-natured smile in the branches of the hovering palms. Delighted by the change of weather, the party moved happily into the fresh air. 

While the three slaves remained collared and naked, it didn’t seem to matter as much with blue sky overhead and the heat to dry the dampness from their bones. Two days before, Marquis’ long stretch of white sandy beach had eluded them. Having found it now, a bit of normalcy seemed to return in their attitudes, even if their challenging attire would constantly remind both slaves and masters that they were in the middle of an ominous game of love and lust. 

Revived from the languid aftermath of sexual extremes, they played Frisbee on the beach, snorkeled, swam and sunbathed as they might have on that other island paradise—where their journey should have taken them. For dinner, they ate hamburgers grilled on an outside barbecue. And when the sun became too hot, the men strung hammocks under the trees with their happy slaves serving them lemonade and cookies. (They weren’t homemade cookies though they were a taste of home in this unreal world.)

When Archibald Devane strolled unexpectedly into their midst, they were instantly stunned, like children discovered with candy on their messy faces. 

“It was only a matter of time,” he assured them as he gazed contentedly about the scene.

“How so?” Jason asked, recouping quickly. “This sort of thing happen before on Marquis? Your female guests turn into sluts, the men into brutal masters?” He said this without passing judgment on the facts, since they’d accepted the state of things. It was, however, a matter of curiosity considering how swiftly they had cast off proprieties ingrained in their right-minded psyches.

“I warned you the first night of your visit that this place has uncommon properties.”

“And that sounded vague and mystical,” Jason retorted.

“I was speaking the truth. Just look at you now.” He viewed Sandra, Laney and Elise as proof of what he said. And the three, as though chagrinned and uncertain of Archibald’s purpose, were on their knees, heads bowed, waiting for some further instruction from their masters. 

“Christian Barth’s little black book seemed to strike a chord with our wives,” Erik jumped in. “And, since we’re in a secluded locale, we have both the time and the inspiration to play with our fantasies. Nonetheless, we still need to get off this island, and do hope you’ve been trying your radio for some assistance.”

“Yes. That is exactly why I came to see you. I believe I have the answer to your dilemma, Mr. Priestly. There will be a first-rate boat mechanic arriving to service my skiff at the end of the week. He’ll be happy to look at your engine as well.”

Erik scowled. “I don’t need a first rate boat mechanic. We have two topnotch mechanics right here. We need parts for the damaged engine.”

“I’m sure Terry Childs will be traveling with everything you need to make the repairs,” Devane returned. 

Erik wasn’t satisfied, but he gave up forcing the issue. Perhaps the day was too mild, the air too sweet with the scent of flowers, and the mood too mellow to let his impatience take shape. 

“You might find, Mr. Priestly, that there are other reasons to look forward to my friend’s arrival.”

“And what would they be?”

Devane smiled, looked at the women and spoke, “Perhaps we should discuss them in private?” He then motioned the three men to the veranda where their conversation could not be overheard. 

After a brief conference with Erik, Jason and Matthew, Devane left, the slaves resumed their attentive service to their masters, and the mood turned erotic. 

The shadows on the island were lengthening and the scent of night began to blow through the trees. Inspired by the sultry mood, Matthew took Elise into a thicket of shore grass and screwed her from behind with the spear of his cock driving a deep pathway in her cunt. Yards away, Jason pushed his fiancée against the striated bark of a date palm, squashing her big breasts so the already marred flesh was scratched more. In this position, he lifted her ass cock height and stung her with the head of his erection breaching her pussy’s doorway. 

Further down the beach, Erik bound Laney’s arms and legs with seaweed, and attached them to driftwood stakes he pounded into the sand. It was an uneasy binding; one Laney could rip apart with a good tug of her limbs. But it was the meaning of it that mattered. Erik wanted her immobile when he fucked her, her body focusing on complete acceptance of his power over her thoughts and substance. Giving back to him what he wanted, she yielded to the force of his cock as he finished off another climax and then led her back to the house. 

As slaves, the three expected they would sleep at the foot of their master’s bed that night, just as they had before. Each settled in to the mats that had been prepared for them, slightly fearful of the rope that bound their collars tightly to the bedposts. 

Laney wanted sleep. She could feel it coming to her like a friend, reaching its hand to draw her in so that her battered mind might repair overnight the little damages of the day. At the very least, her dreams might set the world aright again or give what small piece that still resisted some explanation for her behavior. She wanted sleep, but part of her continued to push it aside. 

“Erik,” she whispered into the silence. How lovely that the rain and wind had finally stopped. How quiet! What tranquility! Erik heard her hushed voice clearly.

“Yes, Laney,” he answered her as quietly.

Had he forgotten to call her ‘slave’?

“How long will this last?” she ventured the tiny question hoping he wouldn’t find her disrespectful for speaking without permission. 

“As long as we want it,” he answered. 

“And does it please you?” 

“Yes, it does. Very much.”

The room fell quiet as though Erik planned to sleep. “Come here,” he said instead.

A simple command. Laney peered over the end of the bed so Erik could see her in the shadowy darkness and remember the collar and rope at her neck. 

“Untie the rope at the bedpost,” he said.

Laney moved quickly, undoing the knot and scampering like a kid to the top of the mattress. 

“Tie it here,” he said, reaching to the railing of the headboard above them. 

Accomplishing that quickly, she snuggled down into her husband’s arms. It had only been two days, but it felt like years since they’d been this affectionately close. 

“Aren’t we breaking some rule here?” she wondered thoughtfully.

“Rules? I make up my own, Laney,” Erik replied flatly. “No book or master speaks for me.”

“Then you’re conscious of what you’re doing?”

“Why wouldn’t I be?” 

“I don’t know. I’m so thoughtless, like I’m not myself, out of my head, almost delirious.”

“You’re holding an intelligent conversation now,” he reminded her.

“But I also want to drift away.”

“Then do that, slave. Your days on the island are hardly over.”


Chapter Six

“Chapter Four—Bridles, Tethers and Disciplinary Devices…” 

There was something about Erik Priestly’s voice and the darkness of his Eastern European heritage that gave these readings of Barth’s book their erotic feel. Almost haughty, almost tongue and cheek, almost reverent, but none of these. The discourse rode a fine thread between sanity and insane, between serious and laughable. But regardless of how his audience perceived his mood, as he spoke, the mind began to work and pictures began to form. Perhaps this was the magic; this the spell. Perhaps it was in the spoken word where the longing began; and from where it flowered.

“Bridles, tethers and other such devices are for containment. What cannot be beaten from a slave, can be squelched with bodily restraint. In this, the spirit for rebellion dies. A caged slave is soon a conquered slave. Bound, within their body alone, they become lust driven, for it is only in the physical pleasure of the body that they find satisfaction and release. 

“I have often caged my initiate livestock for many weeks, knowing that when they are finally freed from their bondage, they are at peace—not listlessly so, but content. The slave who has had this ‘uncertain nothing’ wishes for little and is satisfied with small things. Simple pleasure hangs on them like stars hang in the night.

“No well-behaved and well-mannered slave learns their duties without experiencing the utter emptiness found within extreme restraint.”

Elise listened thoughtfully to Erik’s reading as her eyes gazed about the room. There was little to see but her husband restlessly moving every few minutes to calm his impatience. Jason was behind her, out of sight. Sitting in straight-back chairs, back to back to back in a tiny circle facing out, the three slaves couldn’t see each other. Erik, while reading, strolled around them making it appear he was wrapping them in the message from the book—containing them, restraining them with unseen bonds. 

Elise’s thoughts were no longer independent of the group of six. Some symbiotic relationship united their beating hearts. This gave her reason to wonder as Barth wrote of weeks in bondage, and days of cruel punishments, if she and her two best friends weren’t on the fast-track to submission and sexual servitude—better than Barths’ slaves that they could zoom through the requirements to become surrendering and dutiful with so little training.

Finishing his last sentence, Erik stopped in front of her and stared over the top of the book into her eyes, as if he’d caught her mind wandering and needed to bring it back. His look was sensuously frightening.

“There are numerous devices that will suffice to arrest the freedom of the slave. Bondage can be accomplished easily with rope—rope having an earthy quality unsurpassed in bringing a slave to their metaphorical knees. Dozens of positions are useful. Hog-tied and displayed like a museum artifact, a slave will learn to draw within herself even if there are a hundred people milling about them, humiliating them with their eyes. Hog-tied and thrust in a closet, a slave will understand their worthlessness to the master as he goes about his business with no concern for the discarded chattel.”

Erik made his rounds, passing by Sandra, her lush eyes bereft inside the blue. He could guess what frame of mind was behind the vacuous expression. While he stared, Sandra imagined herself in the closet, on her knees, or posed in some uncomfortable position with her hands tied behind her, the collar attached to some bar above. To be there felt as though she were walking in the middle of nothing. Would these masters be bold enough to give her that kind of freedom? All her life, she thought of other people before she thought of herself. Being a slave was like a natural step in her character… but this was something different, as though she could forget everyone, and no one mattered. That would feel intensely free. 

“While days could be spent discussing the varied intricacies of bondage, I prefer to move on to my favorite means of restraint—bridles, bits, leather and cages. Tight corsets, breasts constrained with leather, and crotches fettered in brutish chastity harnesses force the slave body to feel restrictions with every move they make, every quiver of muscle, every bat of an eyelash.

“Once the initial physical nakedness is no longer a matter of concern and is easily accepted by the slave, I recommend restrictive gear specifically designed for the subject, which will not only suit the individual slave’s character, but provide some ritual the initiate can submerge themselves within.

“There is room here for the imagination to work freely. Being in tune with one’s slave—and at this juncture that should be the case—a skilled master will devise the appropriate torturing garments to move the process of enslavement to its next step. One final note at this point: it is wise not to forget suitable headgear. The restraint of the mouth can be a vital addition to this kind of bondage. It is from the mouth and throat where self-expression has its home. To deny the slave a means of self-expression drives to the core the truth of their meager status.”

There were closets and trunks in the old house filled with flouncy materials: silk, satin, lace, leather and a large variety of contraptions that had been used as bridles and facial harnesses. The three slaves waited as their masters went on a scavenger hunt to find the appropriate attire. They sat in their circle of three, feeling their breath in the quiet, sensing even the slightest movement to their left and right. 

When the masters returned, the six moved together into the empty downstairs music room, where behind the drapery, hanging on walls, there were mirrors, a half dozen facing inward so there was no direction for a slave to turn without seeing their reflection. Attending their slaves, the three men began to dress them in the garments they’d scrounged from the trunks and wardrobes. 

Sandra stood before one mirror peering at her nakedness while Jason encircled her torso in an ivory leather corset. Hooked from the front, laced in the back, the rigid stays pinched her waist; and as Jason tightened the laces from behind, the form of her hourglass figure exaggerated with each tug. Appearing as two fragrant melons of white flesh, Sandra’s great breasts billowed from the scalloped lace-edged top, looking softy alluring as they rippled in the mellow candlelight. Even the marks remaining from the whip the day before stood out beautifully as tiny pink badges of pleasure. Below, her hips and thighs burgeoned like those seen in Old World paintings. Coming to a delicate point at the bottom, the corset drew the eye to the silky hair of her rosy pubis. 

“Ah, I can hardly breath,” she gasped as Jason gave the laces one last tug and tied them off. 

“You’ll get used it,” he advised her coolly. “Besides, I’m hardly finished.” 

To add to the effect of the corset, Jason attached a split leather cord to the base of the garment in back. Run through the cleft of her ass, the cord was made to be drawn up taut so it bound her nether regions. Splitting in two fingers between her anus and pussy, it was drawn on either side of her vagina and clitoris, at the same time holding her labia apart, with each end then secured to clips at the front of the corset some six inches apart. She could not move without feeling leather rub these sensitive private places.

Before Jason finished this binding, however, he stunned his beautiful slave by attaching to the leather cord, an anal plug and inserting the rigid five-inch rod into her ass. She’d had worse plugs in her behind, but never one that would remain inside her all day long. 

Moving on to her breasts, Jason drew tiny nooses of metal cording around her nipples so they pinched the buds into painful knots. The knots were then connected with a metal chain that could be tugged and pulled and used to attach to a leash, if her master so desired. He then zipped her feet into ivory boots with four-inch heels, each one adorned on either side with metal rings for further bondage. To complete her attire, Jason forced a small bit into her mouth. The metal rod sized for a human pony fastened with leather straps to a new ivory collar around her neck. 

As Jason dressed his slave in ivory, Matthew created a far different vision of surrender in Elise. In the cellar of the house, he’d discovered a complete array of pony gear, which was much more intricate than the simple bit in Sandra’s mouth. The brown leather contraption began with a harness of straps that circled his slave’s slim waist, ran down through her crotch and then in front, pulled up on either side of her breasts, augmenting their small shape. The harness ended with the straps fixing to the metal collar at her neck. Then about her head she wore a bridle with a thick bit almost gagging her mouth. Having drawn her long hair back into a high ponytail, the thick mane dangled down her back. To enhance the sensuous elegance of her ass, she wore tightly fitting lace-up thigh-high boots. When she walked, their high heels pushed out her derriere, making her fleshy flanks take on a sumptuous equine look. Her rump was downright spankable the way it lured the eye. 

Further exaggerating her appearance, Matthew added a brown horsetail to match her natural hair. The haughty piece was braided at the base, extending upwards eight inches before the horsehair fell away dangling much as Elise’s natural ponytail. Though this lovely feature of her costume was attached to the harness, it was also fixed firmly in place with a dildo impaling her anal channel. Like Sandra, she would feel the effects of this bondage, not just on the surface of her body, but deep within her petite frame. 

Matthew’s final torture was a small but very effective one: serrated nipple clamps that circled her pale brown areoles, and when tightened, drew the flesh together, leaving the exposed ends to slowly turn a deepening shade of purple as the blood became trapped inside the tight space.

When Matthew wanted his slave more completely restrained, the harness allowed him to draw her arms behind her and cuff her wrists together above the tail. This first time in her new clothes, he took these measures, making certain that his slave could see the complete image of herself as bound chattel—or in Barth’s terms, simple livestock. 

Seeing herself transformed into a slave pony nearly made the astonished slave faint. Her body seemed to burst with sexual excitement, though her head felt light, her belly hot, and her thighs weak with desire. 

While their masters carefully prepared Sandra and Elise, Laney stood before a mirror in wonder at the woman she became at her husband’s inspiration. In Erik’s search for the proper clothes, he’d come upon an amazing suit of black leather with properties similar to both Sandra’s corset and Elise’s harness—though it was very different than either one. He took a chance with this costume, since it would not fit every woman. Though he assumed with Laney’s average height and weight that she might well fit the mold as easily as the woman it was made for. To his delight, the snug body suit conformed to his wife’s body like a glove, covering her torso in black leather from the high collar at the neckline to the crotch below. To add to its provocative allure, it had high cut legs, and zippers at the cleft and breasts. Zippers open, Laney’s rounded breasts looked as though they’d burst the seams of the body suit, while at her crotch, the zipper opened to display her private assets from tail to pussy. Erik had been clever enough to think ahead, ordering his slave to shave her entire crotch clean of any hair, so that peeking out from between the sides of the black zipper, her pussy looked quite stark and innocent. 

By itself, the bodysuit would cause only the basics of restraint that Barth encouraged. To create the physical tension that he suggested, Erik pinched Laney’s nipples with connecting metal pinchers, and then snapped clamps to each of her labia, drawing them wide apart and attaching the ends to metal rings on the suit. Having exposed her sex, he added the pain of a final clamp to the hood of her clitoris, making the poor sliver of flesh—already excited from the tease—throb with a maddening sexual beat. 

Laney wore black lace stockings and stiletto heels, giving the costume and her body a severe and elegant look. So clothed, she might pass for a female dominatrix as easily as she might a slave. But to ensure that there was no mistaking her status, Erik added the final piece: a ballgag, which fit snuggly inside her mouth and prevented any means of speech. Though Erik enjoyed the look of bits and bridles, he preferred to restrain his wife’s mouth with something more basic. Silencing her was a deliberate statement of his mastery over a woman, who before this unexpected vacation, rarely gave in to anyone. 

They served their masters with a courtly grace—Sandra in her ivory corset, Elise her ponygirl attire, and Laney in the basic black body suit. Unlike the slave days that had just passed, they took pride in their appearance—even though it was perfectly astonishing and depraved. It hurt to be restrained. Barth’s vision was quite accurate of slaves in bondage. The painful extremes of their costumes kept them mindful of their bodies, their brains detached, and their thinking clear of unnecessary thoughts that might get in the way of obeying their master’s orders. They remained tuned to their asses, their breasts, the pinching bite of the clamps on their nipples, and the fact that their bridled, ball-gagged mouths had become completely pointless in the eyes of their masters. As often as the leather chaffed their skin, they were reminded of their masters’ dominion over them. As often as a shot of pain up the ass or in their pussies rendered them weak, the costumes reinforced the truth about what they’d become. 

That night, when it was time to go to bed, they were taken to the cellar—the slaves’ first journey to the subterranean depths of the old house. By that time, their feet ached from the strain of wearing the high heels, and they found the rocky dirt floor was nearly impossible to walk on. To keep their balance, they clung to the damp sides of the stone corridor until they reached the vault.

“We’ve cleaned out the rodents,” Matthew told them. “Not that slaves care—but there are no bats, no rats, not even a spider or a mouse to threaten you. Just what’s in your mind tonight, what ghosts appear, what dreams you keep, what nightmares rock your sleep—if you can sleep at all. You’ll remain here in chains until we come to get you. And just so you aren’t tempted to alter your costumes in favor of a more comfortable rest, you will be manacled.”

That was all he said, all any master said until each slave was bound so their hands were worthless to them, and they were shoved into one of the many stone cages that lined the walls of the dreary cavern. 

There is night—night without a moon and stars; and there’s the dark that comes after the lights go out; and then there is black—the absence of light, a place where there are no stars, no light peeking from under a door, a place where nothing gets inside to dispel the endless shadows before the eyes. 

Locked inside their cages in the dark, the three slaves spent their night, turning in on themselves, thinking little, and hoping that sleep would finally descend to wipe their fears aside. There were small fights, and some painful wars with the aggravating features of their clothes—the clamps, the pinchers, the plugs, bits and gags. But the wars were brief. After a time, with fatigue settling inside their bones, they fell into a fitful sleep. 


Chapter Seven

In the morning, the trio were released from the vault and brought upstairs where they were undressed, and allowed to bathe in the salty, soothing ocean waters. The fresh dip revived their faith in life. And though the exhilaration was short-lived, they knew it was far more luxury than they should expect from any master. Bathing again in tubs of soapy water, each slave was given a quick enema bag to cleanse the insides of their asses. Once the contents were eliminated in the latrine, they were ready to dress for the day. This time, they were required to dress themselves with each other’s help; something as best friends they’d done many times before for proms, first dates and weddings—though the experience was never like this. 

In other circumstances, they might have been prone to giggle, or smile and talk. But not now. This was a somber ritual, something their masters watched with keen, judgmental eyes. So, the slaves kept silent, dressing with care until every garment was restored to their bodies exactly in the way their master had placed it the day before. 

To their dismay, it was far more difficult bearing the torture of their clothes this time. Their skin was raw, and beneath the flesh there were a hundred tiny aches and pains—all revived as they replaced each clamp, mouthpiece and invading dildo. Once finished, they presented themselves to their masters—finding as they did, a substantial peace invading their bodies despite the discomfort. 

Like every other day in this exercise in submission, they were well worked about the ass with paddles and straps until their exposed behinds were glowing brightly. Then like good slaves, they learned to strut their wares, display themselves like statues about the house, and otherwise do the bidding of their masters. These were all rudimentary functions of their status, though it seemed as though there were some ulterior purpose to their efforts. If there were, however, they weren’t advised by any loose-lipped master. 

After a long day, it almost seemed extraneous for another reading from Christian Barth’s book. Laney, Sandra and Elise were languid, tired slaves, afraid of spending another night in darkness, but sure that would be their fate. Their costumes cut. And where their tender skin was pinched, they could hardly stand the agonizing bites. They warred between their hungers, one for freedom and one that would drive them deeper into the feel of their restraints. Their minds were weary looking forward to sleep, while their stifled bodies sat waiting for the fire in them to flame.

Instead of moving to the library, the three trudged upstairs to the second floor leashed at their collars, each trying to look as starched and perfect as they had in the morning. Moving down the hallway past the bedrooms, they came to a door at the end of the corridor where they hadn’t been before. Inside, the unexpected scene delighted their eyes, with the room looking like one gigantic playroom, a sensuous brothel of lounges and pillows and diaphanous curtains, which seemed to float on the tropical breeze wafting through the windows. 

Ordered to kneel, they took their places on the floor and respectfully listened to the words Erik recited…

On slave eroticism… use the desire bred in the structures of slavery to enhance the sexual stimulation. It will come naturally, born from the extremes and the physical awareness challenging the slave. Everything becomes erotic. The skin sensitized, the orifices thirst for pleasure and the body becomes a magnet for ecstasy. Every movement, every touch, every kiss rife with passion…

As he spoke, Erik’s hand was at Laney’s neck. He sat behind her with his slave inside his parted legs facing forward. Pulling her close into his crotch, he passed his fingers over the leather of her bodysuit until they came to rest on one breast where they lightly dabbled with the pincher squeezing her nipple to its shocking sensitivity. She drew in her breath. Even with the ballgag in her mouth a tiny sound escaped. Tugging on the pincher for a moment, Erik finally yanked it off, and Laney’s cry amplified in volume. 

In front of her, Sandra and Elise were likewise teased as their master’s hands roamed their flesh finding points of pleasures, finding pain behind the release of clamps, and small cries of delight when bits and ballgags were removed. Bodies charged, the three women came together with female hands on female bodies—and male hands guiding their movements. Laney kissed Sandra on the mouth as she would any other lover, and her cunt clenched, finding moments later an erection entering her tight space from behind. She bore down hard to milk the cock, while her hands groped at the great wealth of Sandra’s breasts. Even while being fucked, she buried her face in the sweaty cleavage, basking in the feel of Sandra’s infinite softness as the velvet skin brushed her face. Hugging Sandra’s ass from behind, Elise burrowed her face into the woman’s broad ass, moving directly toward the warmly pungent cunt with her mouth. With both women pleasuring her, Sandra’s orgasmic belly spasmed as she arched her back and found an erection at her lips. Drawing it inside her mouth, she began to suck. 

The third erection breached Elise’s ass, darting inside the once impaled channel with a fervent move toward climax.

Time moved on and the orgy shifted, as bodies turned and twisted, and joined in other fashions, as climaxes took shape and ended in screams…as whimpering lovers sought new lovers…as cocks bloomed and dwindled, leaving the scent of spent sex on cushions below, and on female thighs and female faces, and female lips—smiling now. 

Small pains were soothed, while new lovebites surfaced on well-used skin. Sighs, satisfaction and great bursts of carnal lechery led them far into the night. 

At the end, just before dawn, just before the first light of sunrise appeared in the east, the slaves, minus the bits and gags and the other embellishing tortures of their costumes, were lead to the vault again and caged as before. This time they slept more peacefully. And though they weren’t gagged, they didn’t say a word. Too exhausted to utter a sound, they fell asleep. 

***

As the masters moved out of the vault into the cellar corridor, the heavy door hit hard against its frame and secured the cloistered burrow for the night. The three men moved in silence toward the stairs, Erik pausing before he started upwards, saying as he turned around, “Any of you wonder about what we’re doing here? We’ve just locked the women we love in cages…”

The comment startled the others speechless for a moment and they stood together considering Erik’s question until Matthew finally answered. “Yes. I think about it very late at night, wondering what’s happened in my old world that I’d invent this one.” They started up the stairs. 

“Like there’s something we’re not seeing happening here?” Erik wondered. 

“Yes, like there’s something we’re not seeing,” Matthew agreed. “I’ve felt manipulated by some outside force since we stepped on the boat.” 

“That long?”

“Yes, that long. I’ve traveled on the open ocean in boats far smaller than our craft…I’ve never been spooked by a storm, but I was during that one… and then the minute we landed on this island… and when we opened the unlocked door. Now, every time something jumps out at me that satisfies my most base desire… I see this unseen hand placing it there… and the obscene images it puts inside my mind.”

They were at the top of the stairs. 

“You sound possessed,” Jason tried to laugh it off. “Me? I’m leading with my dick…and seeing that the women in the vault aren’t rebelling, I don’t question what I’m doing. At least not consciously.”

“I wonder if that’s safe for any of us?” Erik considered as he pushed the door wide open and they stepped into the main floor hall. When they reached the living room, they were surprised to see Archibald Devane standing by the dining room door just as he had the day they first laid eyes on him. 

“Gentlemen…” he nodded obsequiously, with the tone of his voice having a fawning ring that made them wary. 

“What are you doing here?” Erik asked. 

“Letting you know that I’ve made the arrangements we talked about yesterday.”

He’d jarred their memories back to the conversation on the veranda. “That’s good,” Erik replied, although he’d been vague about that conversation, and wasn’t sure now exactly what they’d agreed to then. 

“Well, then,” Devane smiled again, the same crooked sort of indiscernible smile they’d seen before. He turned and waved, “In the morning.”

“Does anyone wonder about that man?” Jason blurted out once Devane was gone. “There’s something creepy—voyeuristic about him.”

“Sure he’s a voyeur,” Matthew agreed. “Been doing it a lot of years if he’s telling even half the truth. So, we’ve given him something to excite his fantasies. What this is about is the six of us and what we want. We keep our heads, as well as our cocks into what we’re doing, we’re okay.”

“I’m sure we are,” Erik agreed—but just halfheartedly. 

“So…” Jason looked nervous despite the rational explanation. “It’s my turn to watch downstairs. I’m getting some sandwiches, and I’ll see you in the morning.” Taking off for the kitchen, he found what he wanted. 

After hearing the cellar door open and close, Matthew and Erik went upstairs to bed. 


Chapter Eight

Laney wore white in contrast to the tawny brown of her complexion. Sandra was dressed in a cerulean blue that matched the blue of her eyes. And wearing metallic gold, Elise looked like a warm confection with the waves of her brown hair falling about her shoulders in a soft cascade. 

The ball gowns were of an Eighteenth Century style, from the more decadent moments of that era—and with notable exceptions to accommodate the spirit of the present event. The ruffled sleeves of these fine dresses were off the shoulders, accenting the neckline, while the bodices plunged so low that the slaves’ breasts were fully exposed. All three looked more generously endowed than they naturally were with the corseted waists pushing their round orbs into fantastic cleavages. Poor Sandra looked as though she were about to give birth, her bosom seemed so enormous. In more concessions to the activity at hand, the broad skirts of these gowns were cut open in both the front and back for easy access to the private regions of the feminine form. As yet, however, the slits remained hidden inside the generous folds of the fabric, out of sight until the unveiling began. Though they were collarless, they wore high heels to accentuate their physical assets when they walked or stood.

Waiting in a tiny anteroom next to the estate house living room, their masters waited with them, Erik reading…

“The Public Presentation of the Slave—Chapter Six… The imperative requirement for presentation cannot be ignored in a slave’s training. Whether the formal presentation takes place before an audience of hundreds, a small soiree, or just one astute eye, it is the act of exposure that is paramount. A slave learns modesty, self-control, and humility in these events. She takes on her task with a resigned heart and in a spirit of goodwill, with the sole idea of pleasing her master and those he shares her with. She will remain, at all times, compliant, even eager to obey the acts required. Her eyes remain bowed, her lips open, her mind alert to the commands she hears. 

For active inspections, she will pose as ordered and maintain her pose until her audience has been satisfied. A respectful slave will give homage to her master. She will breath containment but suggest her sexual sensibilities with a body readily willing to perform in ways that please anyone who takes her. 

Inspecting masters and the audience do no favors being reticent or wavering in their scrutiny of a presented slave. The subject must learn to take any taunt, bear up under any humiliation of body and mind, and adjust to any circumstance in which they find themselves. However, after the stern training that I’ve outlined in this book, presentation should become, like so many things in a slave’s life, a natural state to which she easily conforms. 

Erik leveled a killing eye at each slave to sear the message to her brain. They hardly had time to react, however, when they heard voices and the door to the vestibule opened. Seconds later, they were ushered into the living room. Lit with a hundred candles, the room glowed, even in the light of early evening. Music played on the old Victrola—some 1930’s Jazz that went right to the crotch with sound. Two dozen guests dressed like lordly gentlemen, with their gentle ladies on their arm, milled about the room, which had been freshly swept and dusted in preparation for the guests. 

The trio stared in stunned silence as they walked into the sensuous room followed by their masters, who were nearly as surprised as the slaves when they saw the number of witnesses who had been summoned for this event. Their entrance hushed the crowd, while a soft and murmuring silence prevailed as Laney, Sandra and Elise stepped to the center. All eyes were on their revealing bodices, looks of admiration and even judgment appeared on the spectators’ faces. Baffled by the transformation of their sequestered island hideaway, each submissive trembled, numbed by fear. Their thighs went weak and their palms began to sweat, while their mouths became parched with sexual thirst. Elise nearly fainted, Sandra could hardly breathe, and Laney, in response to the eyes that focused on her proudly upturned breasts, stood more erectly, offering an unslave-like haughty expression in self-defense—until she remembered the words her husband had just read. 

So mesmerized by the room around them, the three moved unthinkingly into a small circle back to back, staring in wonder and embarrassment at their audience. All that Erik had said suddenly meant much more to them now—but it wasn’t time to remember, it was time to forget, to let the blanket of their submissive natures cover them and dictate their behavior. 

“Stand still, your shoulders touching, and face forward,” the order came from a voice they were unused to as a voice of command—from Archibald Devane, who seemed as much a part of this gathering as the rest of the unfamiliar people. He’d made some changes in his appearance for the event, dressing in white linen pants and jacket, looking surprisingly youthful to his six houseguests who were more accustomed to a doddering old man. Certainly, the years had done nothing to take away the commanding tremor in his voice. If he’d been a master himself, he’d have been an impressive one with such remarkable qualities of power still his to command. 

Obeying the order, the slaves pressed themselves backward, with their fancy, full-skirted dresses competing for space while they tried to come shoulder to shoulder in a tiny triangle. 

“That’s quite enough,” Devane added when they were posed to please him. 

“Thank you, Mr. Devane, for your assistance,” Erik stepped in, giving the man a nod. Old Archie retreated with a nod in return, while Erik moved on to address the company of island guests. As he gathered steam for his next remarks, Matthew and Jason took prominent positions in the room to define their purpose as masters of these initiate slaves. Those around them acknowledged their presence with respectful glances; they seemed familiar with the rites of Marquis Island as though they’d participated in them many times. They were, however, an interesting bunch. By their dress, attitude and behavior, they did nothing to give away their sexual inclinations. There were no collars, no leashes, no exposed body parts. There were no overt signs that they participated in sadomasochistic sex. Still, they were totally absorbed in the activity, almost looking like vultures ready to attack as Erik continued with his small speech. “You’ve come here for a presentation of slaves. You have them, yours to consider. They will not disappoint you.” He gave emphasis to the “not,” knowing that three sets of ears would hear him clearly and take to heart his warning. 

For a few moments, the crowd was quiet, a few circled the slaves with somber, circumspect faces. And then one haughty female with short, spiked hair and dressed in a red-sequined sheath stepped forward and smacked Sandra’s tits on either side, as though the shocking sound were intended to awaken the sleeping guests. The woman waited as red imprints appeared on Sandra’s white skin. “She colors well. I’m sure her ass will redden as easily.” Taking a nipple between her thumb and the side of her forefinger, she squeezed, then twisted the little thing until the blonde slave squealed. “Keep your pain to yourself, slut,” the woman almost spit in Sandra’s face. 

Moving on, she assaulted Laney next. “You’re the bitch of these three, I can see that. No way to slap the haughtiness off your face.” Laney remembered the reading…keeping her eyes lowered, her mouth parted, with every fiber of her soul breathing submission—not for this harpy, but for Erik who stood judgmentally to her right, still inside her peripheral vision. “Nice tits. Bet you have a fine ass, a fine brown ass that turns a rosy bronze when it’s whipped—which I’ll see before this presentation is over. I do asses, you know, I make them hot, and when I’m really nasty, I take the cane and make them bleed.” She turned looking at the masters. “Have they made you bleed, yet?” She snickered. “Perhaps not. It’s said that the female dominant is much crueler than the male. I’d suggest you believe that. Of course then, you’ll get to make a just comparison between master and mistress.” She nodded knowingly. “Yes, you’re the bitch I came here to conquer. Don’t forget. You call me ‘Mistress’ or I’ll slap your pretty face.” She had some vendetta to satisfy against women like Laney, that fact reeked from her like the smell of garlic from an Italian kitchen. Having said enough to set her hooks in Laney, her spite moved on, strolling to Elise.

“Oh, my,” the woman nearly laughed. “Look at these, pint-sized titties, they’re so small,” she cooed like a sarcastic mother, then turned to her friends. “Perhaps she should be sent back for better boobs. There’s not enough to play with,” her expression turned mockingly disappointed. Elise’s face began  brightening with a blush. “Embarrassed? You should be.” The bitch suddenly opened the sequined bodice of her dress and plucked her two tits from inside, showing Elise what generous meant. “You won’t attract much attention as a slave unless you have a little more than those tiny pebbles. Look at these!” Elise couldn’t help but see the tanned breasts, which looked as though they’d been cosmetically enlarged, they hardly jiggled like natural flesh. “If I’m really nice, I’ll let you plant your face between them and get a good whiff of a real slut.” Pushing her breasts back inside her dress, the woman whisked sassily around. “Anyone else?” she said to the audience with her lips broadening into a calculating smirk. 

“Gina, you’re a miserable cow,” a male voice barked in answer, as a gangly though distinguished looking gentleman stepped forward. He waltzed around the three slaves without the scorn in his expression, though there was an adequate degree of judgment as he scrutinized the trio. “Lovely to look at, and reasonably subdued, but I have my doubts that slaves can be trained in such a short time. It takes breeding, months of careful, even painstaking attention to the attitudes, the postures, and the essence of submission. I find it almost laughable that you could possibly present these tarts as finished slaves.” He looked back to their masters who stared him down with expressions as arrogant. They really didn’t care what the man thought. He actually sounded like Barth himself, or at least very like the man who wrote the book on Female Slavery that had become their guide. The strolling master turned his gaze back to the slaves, staring right at Sandra’s breasts. “Then, too, this livestock hardly hurts the eye,” he sniggered. “And we’ve hardly seen it all.” Reaching to the side, someone handed him a small conductor’s baton, which he used to stir the slaves’ skirts, leaving the sensuous sound of rustling satin to electrify the air. 

“I’d like to see their asses,” another man offered his opinion. This corpulent fellow moved quite swiftly to the forefront, carrying a spanking paddle in his hand. “The true test of slaves begins with their asses. How much pain they can take, how much punishment their skin will bear, the kind of cries they offer in reply.” Making his comments to the rest of the audience, he heard no complaint. “Good, then let’s see these slaves collared to present their asses.” 

Matthew, Erik and Jason stepped forward, circling the three slim necks with brushed- gold collars, each equipped with an O-ring at the front. Snuggly fit, these first restraints of the night made each slave quake as their bodies quickened with both fear and desire. Once their privates were unveiled, the evidence of their arousal would be clearly seen, as the honey from their roused pussies began to trickle down their thighs. 

“Matthew,” Erik turned to his friend. Having preplanned the scene, the masters knew that underneath the floor boards there were conveniently placed hooks to set their tethers. Moving between Elise and Sandra, Matthew knelt on the floor and pulled the hidden panel away. 

“Turn around and bend over,” Erik commanded the three. Following orders, the trio balanced themselves carefully in their high heels and bent at the waist, finding their heads just brushing each other as they posed. 

Matthew, who had devised this grim scheme, attached one end of a thick metal chain to one of the embedded hooks, and then drew the chain to the ring on Elise’s collar, fastening it securely in place. He repeated the procedure with Laney and Sandra, then pulled out of their circle. 

“Place your hands on each other’s backs,” Erik finished the arrangement, giving the three at least some means of support as they drew strength from their sister slaves. The scheme was simple, but clever, and perhaps one of the most difficult bondage feats they’d  been required to endure. Having finished, Erik stepped back into the crowd, nodding to the guests, “Please feel free to inspect our sluts.” 

The assault was quick. Anonymous hands explored the slave’s broad skirts, finding the slits, which they opened wide to unveil three pairs of naked bottom cheeks. Sandra’s broad ones were like lush white sails, marred from previous corrections to her ass with a few tiny bruises under the skin, and several small red rashes. Laney’s behind had been worked with equal force, and showed the signs of it; though her bronze skin hid the worst of the battle scars where Sandra’s light complexion only made them stand out more clearly. Elise’s tight ass, with its small but fully rounded pillows of flesh, were surprisingly free of obvious damage, except for one small streak of red across the top of the left cheek. She was the first to create a stir with the crowd thinking that adequate punishment had been denied her. 

“How can any slave sport such a flawless bum!” one woman barked derisively. 

“I wonder if they’ve bothered with the cane, or kept to leather?” another chimed in. 

“One wonders,” yet another voice with a thick English accent piped up. “But see how the fluid leaks from their quims; they’re ready to fuck, I’d say.”

Whether admiration or humiliation, the comments put the bowed slaves in tears; though, at least while their faces were hidden, no one would see the truth. 

Moving out of the crowd was the distinguished fellow who had worried that their truncated training couldn’t possibly produce decent slaves. Planning a more thorough examination, his hand was in Elise’s crotch, playing with her pubis. Moving higher, he parted the cleft to expose her anus. “Tight round bud; has it been worked?”

“A good deal,” Matthew remarked. 

“Very good. I’d like to take this one in the ass after I’ve worked her over.”

The corpulent fellow with the wooden paddle was anxious to make such an examination. Though taking Laney as his first target, he toyed with her privates only briefly, giving her labia a good tug, and jarring her anus with his thumb. Stepping back, he spanked her bottom briskly, while the poor slave worked to stay on her feet. As the impact of the brusque smacks began to take their toll, she was sure the heavy chain at her neck would make her topple forward. It took every ounce of strength in her to keep her balance in the spiked high heels, and the help of Elise and Sandra, whose hands where there for support. When the man finally finished, Laney sighed heavily, hoping he’d move on.

“Oh, we’re just getting started with you!” the bitchy femme dom with the sequins and the attitude swaggered forward carrying a thong whip. She ran her long red nails over Laney’s red behind, scratching lines into the red surface and digging so deeply that Laney was sure she was trying to cut the skin. “Let’s see how much damage my cat can do.” She chuckled darkly. “If nothing else, you are a sturdy slave!” She gave her ass a good smack, and then the bosomy woman stood back, and in a fit glee, raised her arm and let the leather sail. As the thongs splashed on Laney’s hot ass, the shriek on the other end of that strike pierced the hushed room with a bone-chilling alarm.

While the beguiling dominatrix wielded her whip, two other femmes took turns with Sandra’s ass—one at her left cheek, the other at her right. The female dressed in black held a leather slapper; the one in grey satin carried a short cane. Working either cheek back and forth, the pair pelted the slave’s ass with sharp rhythmic blows until both mistresses lost breath and had to stop. Sandra was in tears, working as furiously as her friends were to endure the assault. She could feel the fire, and even more, the way the distressing warmth crept through her body and moved beyond her ass to the place of arousal. Despite this horrible trial—and perhaps because of it—her pussy was dampening more, and beginning to convulse as though the action of her inner muscles might generate a spontaneous orgasm. 

Between these two, Elise felt the smack of several hands that enjoyed the feel of her naked flesh. The distinguished gentleman worked her for some time, diving his fingers into her cunt and ass as much as he laid in to her bottom with the palm of his hand. When he finally stepped aside, there was more punishment, as a continuous stream of guests pleased themselves with this slave’s glorious derriere.

With fingers hanging on to their neighbor’s skirts, the three battered beauties clung to each other, grasping frantically as their bodies bumped and jostled erratically to the varied rhythms of punishment. 

Enrapt with sexual merriment, this company of strangers might have gone on forever with the raucous proceedings. The sexual energy of the room grew in great waves of passion as the slaves suffered each indignity. But after nearly twenty minutes of intense probing, spanking, whipping pleasure, the extreme positions became too unbearable for even lowly slaves to physically endure. Stepping in to break up the exhibition, Erik calmed the crowd with his even-tempered voice. 

“Lest we get too overcome here…” he began with his voice strong enough to ease its way above the sound of striking leather and whimpering slaves, “let’s not forget that our evening has only begun.”

The attentive masters and mistresses slowly responded, moving away from the three. Then, the chains that anchored them to the floor rings were removed and the slaves were allowed to rise. With their skirts still tied back, the delighted crowd enjoyed the sight of these once fair asses blooming vibrantly, like the blushing petals of new roses.

“Back to back again.” Matthew ordered. 

“And hold hands,” Erik added. Though he was about to name the next trial himself, another man appeared in their midst, boldly advancing on the scene to the immediate horror of the three scared submissives. 

Perhaps it was his black attire—his coat, shirt and pants looking like midnight. Or his gaze, the way he seemed to look inside them, not at them; and the way that gaze suggested that he knew things about each one, private things—their thoughts, what they refused to say, or what they remembered in the dark when no one was around. The result of his appearance produced a sinister shiver through the trio, which moved on and rippled through the crowd to leave a cloud of darkness in its menacing wake. 

The man in black had been a master many years, no one could doubt that fact. He’d been born with the gift and had used it during his long life; though it was almost impossible to tell his age. His hair was greying, but not yet white; and his ruddy face, while suggesting a man who lived in the out-of-doors, hid the number of years from anyone’s fair guess.

“Let’s not mistake who you are, anymore than we’d mistake who I am.” He spoke to the three almost cheerfully, forgetting the onlookers while circling the trio with his eyes moving from one to the next as he walked. “You’ve made your decision as slaves—an irrefutable contract that will never leave you. Oh, you may leave this island, you may walk back into the other world where you’ve lived before, but you are assured by the nature of your stay here, not to forget the choice you made.” He paused a moment, stroked his chin and then strolled in the other direction. “You’ve proven yourself in the short term, and done rather well—though you’ve hardly been tried as much as you will be before this presentation is over.”

The watchful slaves listened to his words—as did the entire room—all mesmerized by the power he had to contain them.  

“You have, though,” he went on, “just by being here, having found this island paradise of lust, stirred the ethers with your stunning decision to accept the debasement of your character. You’ve brought us here, you’ve changed the lives of all these people…” his hand gestured broadly to the waiting guests. “Did you think you had such power?” he added rhetorically and didn’t wait for a response. “Of course, you don’t see it that way, do you? Your minds have been so bent out of shape you have no idea what you’ve done here, and I suspect it will take some time before you’ll figure it out—if you ever do.” He raised his eyebrows knowingly. “Some slaves don’t. It is pointless to laud a slave, to give them any merit at all—I sometimes get taken to task by my fellows when I speak this humanly to chattel—” he chuckled, “the problem is, we all suspect the truth…” he stopped short of naming that truth, and where he’d almost been jovial with these worthless specimens, he became unduly stern, staring at each one narrowly. His hold on their minds was cruel. His expression like ice, his eyes as chilling, and all three stared at him, rattling with terror. “Don’t let your masters down. If they suffer, you will only suffer more.” He stopped again, and with the character of a chameleon, he mutated one more time becoming quite lighthearted. “The game—it’s a very old game indeed—you lock your hands together as though the three of you are bound with rope that cannot be broken. Your skirts will then be opened, your pussies splayed, and then serviced by three women until you each orgasm. If, in the throes of passion, you let go the hand that holds yours—any one of you letting your fingers slip away if only for a second—you’ll all be taken to the cellar where another torture will begin. We have our eyes on you…there’s not a man or woman who hasn’t staked his claim to a mouth, a crotch or ass. If you fail, you’ll have to survive us all…and all the extremes that we collectively can employ. Oh, and we are a crafty and experienced lot of sadists.” He paused, walking the floor around the trio one last time. “A rather daunting prospect, isn’t it?” He smiled. “Trust me, the deck is stacked against your success.”

The nameless master let the sound of his voice linger, then he disappeared inside the crowd to watch as three women came forward on their knees, one at the feet of each slave. 

The fussy Eighteenth Century gowns hid little from view once the kneeling ladies had rummaged through the sheets of fabric and found the splits in the skirts. There were tiny ribbons on either side, which conveniently pulled the garments wide apart and then tied off at tiny loops in the corset waist. Working with meticulous care, the three women completed the unveiling, showing to the room three lustrous pussies—one blonde, one brown, the third shaved bare as a babe. Ordered to stand with their legs wide, hands grasped firmly in the palms of the slave beside them, they were ready to be plucked off by the lips and fingers of women skilled in the art of cunnilingus. 

With hands expertly moving along the tottering thighs, the women journeyed inward where plump labia throbbed and sticky nectar oozed to lubricate the fingers invading the steamy portals. They parted the moist inner lips, opening the sensitive folds of skin where the vaginas leaked more profusely as the eroticism gained energy. Tongues lapped at doorways, and circled around the buds of painfully aroused clits. Laney’s lover pulled back her prominent hood and sucked the sliver of flesh deep into her mouth tearing at the edges of sensation.

“Ah, no,” Laney’s mouth answered, though she was hardly saying no, and her whore ignored the plea.

The three slaves began to move as the powerful tongues worked the slits and their bellies began to spasm. Their crotches undulated, sometimes fitfully; and their heads fell loosely to the side, and then circled around while their backs arched and their bosoms beckoned hands to play. 

The servant sluts continued on, each one sensing the rising, falling nature of their slave’s sexual response, gauging the intensity, mindful of the rhythmic breathing as the worked cunts began to hasten toward their climax. They worked with fury, seeing the movements of the three become more exaggerated as their need increased, though they backed away when the orgasm got too close. The sluts waited while the impatient slaves thrust their pussies wantingly in the direction of a pleasing mouth. But only when the crescendo fell away, did the sluts return to take the anxious trio to another peak. As the drama unfolded, great gasps, whimpers and excruciating cries of torment swam through the charged air, while the three escaped elsewhere in their minds, closing their eyes being lost in this physical luxury and the promise of release.

Beyond their frenetic circle, there were masters—and mistresses transforming into slaves—all moving in the same erotic rhythms, with thighs against thighs, crotches rubbing into asses, lips seeking flesh and heat and full-mouthed kisses. Long before its scheduled start, an orgy was about to commence in response to what they witnessed—though it quickly abated as the three central figures in this theatre began to spike with pleasure. 

Elise tensed first, her body thoughtlessly thrashing against the woman’s mouth now sucking in her juices. The longhaired slave began to moan, at the very moment that Sandra’s eaten cunt was starting to cum, and the two whipped about in a raving frenzy of culmination. Between them, Laney, much slower to her orgasm than the others, held fast. She could feel her friends struggling to stay linked, but there was nothing she could do to ensure the unbroken circle—not with her own vagina beginning to clench, and her sex juice flooding on to her lover’s face. For a time, she thought she might have enough power to keep their hands locked tight; but suddenly, with Elise jerking one way, and Sandra’s body wrenched in the opposite direction, the tear was made between the three. Their fingers slipped from each other’s grasp, and the two didn’t notice their failing until it was too late. Half the room saw the breach and watched the slaves’ frantic, only slightly conscious efforts to regain their hold. Even then, as their loins exploded and they hung on tight, the damage had been done and the company was satisfied that they’d see these slaves in another kind of bondage very soon. 

“Have we ever lost a game?” the master in the black attire moved into the forefront again. An answer to his question was unnecessary. 


Chapter Nine

Laney, Elise and Sandra were taken from the living room into the mirrored dressing room where they’d first been attired in their costumes of restraint. Their hands hand been tied behind their backs with rope, and they were left alone in the otherwise empty room to rest. No pillows, no easy way to get comfortable, they did the best they could in these sparse circumstances, leaning against the damask papered walls, and closing their eyes. Despite their sweaty bodies, the unwiped female cum at their snatches, and their hot, confining ball gowns, they managed to nap, beings too exhausted to think about their discomfort. 

Like many of the rare moments when they were alone together, they might have spoken to each other. It had seemed like an eternity since they’d had a conversation. In fact, they hardly spoke to their masters except to answer questions with clipped replies, and occasionally ask one, which might lead to another question, or might well be frowned on. There were questions in their whirling minds now. The evening had stunned them, taking such an unexpected turn. Where had these men and women come from—how had they suddenly materialized on this remote island? Who brought them here, Devane? That seemed logical. But who were they? And could it possibly be that one of these gentlemen was Christian Barth himself—perhaps the master wearing all the somber black, or the distinguished fellow who first perused them with such curious interest. Devane had said his employer was an invalid—but he had no reason to tell the truth if it served him to do otherwise. 

Though their minds were filled with such imaginings, their questions remained unspoken; and the discussion between friends that might have taken place was lost to a needed rest. Maybe another day… or another lifetime the answers would appear. Today, they preferred to sleep. 

***

In the living room of the estate house, the party continued. Considering the wildly erotic end they’d all just witnessed, it was surprising to see the guests switch moods so quickly. Any immediate thoughts of sex dwindled away as the slaves were removed from the room. 

It looked as though it had been some time since these people had last been together. Like old friends, they greeted each other with some hugs and a good deal of jovial conversation. Devane had shipped in wine and food for the occasion—even two housemaids to serve the party. Knowing the inclinations of this crowd, it was surprising that these domestics were not chatteled slaves, or dressed in scanty costumes. Instead, they were quite appropriately attired in black dresses with white aprons, just as they might be attired in any formal household. 

The wine was vintage. The food simple—considering that cold food had to be kept on ice—but still quite elegant. As sadists go, this group had manners, exquisite taste and a fine sense of humor. The picture seemed too perfect in Erik’s eyes. 

“You find these people sort of odd?” he whispered to Jason.

“If you want to put them in the ‘odd’ category, we’re odd, too.”

“Yes, but…” he couldn’t quite name his feeling. 

“It’s as though they were ready for this,” Matthew mused instead. “Like they were expecting this scene … planning it in advance, sitting just off the beach in a boat, waiting to come on shore.” 

“Yes, exactly,” Erick agreed.

“I don’t know,” Jason shook his head. He was reflecting on how the day began when a boat arrived that morning with eight guests, who quickly moved into the house as though it were home. They found rooms upstairs; and all but two shed their clothes and took to the beach—some naked, others in swimsuits. The new masters then briefly conferred with the pair that remained in the house on matters concerning the presentation later that day. 

What was so curious about these guests was their age. While several were clearly old enough to have partied on Marquis Island when Barth reigned, at least three were too young to be playing S&M games in the late seventies. It had been over twenty years since the island had seen such action—if Devane could be believed. Then again, it might be prudent to discount the veracity of the man’s stories. 

The daytime had apparently been set aside for innocuous play, while Erik, Jason and Matthew had kept their chattel contained in the vault. The slaves were well aware of something special about to take place, but they had no idea that there were new players in the contest for which they were the prizes. 

What had been so strange about the evening’s festivities, however, had amazed all six residents of the house. Instead of a small gathering with eight new participants, the number had swelled to well over twenty. Where these other people had come from, even the masters didn’t know. They seemed to materialize out of nowhere. Would they disappear as easily? 

Now, Barth’s living room on Marquis Island looked very much like an average cocktail party with a similar sort of small talk and lively banter that they might see at home. The mood could easily lull them into thinking there was nothing awaiting them this night; that the women they loved weren’t lying exhausted in a nearby room, ready to face the worst part of their ritual presentation. 

Before they could further discuss their concerns, however, Erik, Matthew and Jason were lured away by other guests toward three separate corners of the room, engaged in conversations about the stock market, Broadway theatre, and the politics of the environmental waste and the greenhouse effect. For Matthew, a banker, Jason an assistant theatre producer, and Erik an environmental management consultant, the topics immediately threw them into familiar worlds far from the one they were living on the island. It took some time before they realized how well their attention had been diverted. 

***

When the mantle clock tolled the hour with eleven tuneful chimes, the sound could be heard in the empty room where the three wasted slaves remained docile and adrift in their light dreams. When the door opened, it did so with a creak, and the sound of the chimes magnified, drawing the three from their reverie into consciousness.

The trio of dominants entering the room was swift, going to their slave of choice and placing yet another new collar around the slave’s gentle neck. With leashes attached to each, they tugged the women to their feet and led them through a door, which opened into the back hallway. The distinguished gentleman who’d already announced his intentions for Elise pulled at her collar with a not so genteel jerk, making her almost stumble. “The name is Essex,” he informed her. She nodded in acknowledgement, then turned her attention to her current task. After so much time upright, followed by her brief rest, the balls of her feet now ached with every step she took. How could she hope to walk? Knowing that she had little choice, Elise moved forward as fast as she could in an effort to keep up with this master.

Following close at her heels was the master clothed in black. “You’ll know me as Darius,” he told Sandra directly as he drew her into the narrow corridor.

Picking up the rear, Laney had already been inadvertently introduced to the Mistress Gina, who threw her sequins around like pennies and her rancor like a splash of turned wine. 

Reaching the cellar stairs, the six halted at the top while Master Essex opened the door and attempted to light the darkness below with the insufficient glow from his stubby candle. Moving away from the opening, he prompted Elise forward with a warning, “The stairs are steep, there’s little light.” Something she already knew. “I’d suggest you walk carefully since the only thing that will catch you if you slip will be this leash on your collar.” He gave the thing a jerk so she’d remember the tether. 

Trembling, Elise bit her lip, squinted, and then slowly took one step downward hoping she was judging the distance accurately. If only she had her hands to help her balance, there would be no problem making the descent. But with them still securely tied behind her back, she had to use her wits and intuition and a little prayer to keep her on her feet. She’d traveled this path several times since her slavedom began—each night descending to find her bed in the vault, and then returning upstairs in the morning. At least those trips were taken with her hands free so she had some control over the hazardous journey. Though Elise shook with fear at each tentative step, she finally reached the dirt-packed floor. Breathing a relieved sigh, she waited for her friends to appear from the darkness above. 

There was something curiously animated about the underground catacombs. They gave off the feeling that these depths could go on forever; that there were corridors and chambers stretching the whole length of the house and beyond… in a never-ending maze of darkness. So far, the slaves had been in the vault and, briefly, a few other rooms on the way to their bedchambers. This time, their journey led to the left, not right, along a dank pathway that smelled of the sea and something very wild. The first to pierce the black nothing Elise was petrified thinking there were shadows and ghosts jumping out to clutch her throat. As Sandra took the tenuous path, she felt one blast of salt air on her face, and imagined the ocean breaking through the barriers of stone and dirt, swallowing them all and taking them out to sea. Following at her heels, Laney, tried to stay sane, repeating to herself that she was safe, even when her whole body was quaking with fear. 

Where were their masters? they all wondered. And why had they turned them over to this frightening threesome? Would they be rescued from this dark? Or chained to the walls and left to rot inside the cellar? 

Their mounting fears subsided momentarily when the six entered an extensive open space. As more candles appeared, and the torches along the walls were lit, the room began to brighten in a dull sort of way—though there could never be enough light in these depths to cast off the intense feeling of dread. 

As their eyes adjusted to the eerie luminescence, they noted several devices that only added to the spirit of fear. One contrivance was unquestionably a torture rack, a second fixture stood upright, a vertically fashioned version of the first terrifying structure. There were heavy manacles, chains and other devices implanted in the cellar’s stone walls, as well as an empty space with an intricate apparatus of bars, ropes and leather dangling from overhead.

Pushed into this empty space, the three slaves stood trembling before these masters. Mistress Gina gloated freely, especially when she viewed her prize, Laney. Essex and Darius were less contemptuous, at least until Darius began to berate them with a freewheeling tirade the slaves thought would never end. 

“How dare you call yourselves slaves,” he started as he paced back and forth in front of them with his eyes like daggers pinning them to the wall behind them. “How dare you be so presumptuous, wasting our time in this silly pursuit! You think we have such freedom that we can attend a gathering like this on the spur of the moment, only to have such paltry examples passed off as true sex slaves? I have seen nothing here to commend you.” He shook his head in disgust. “It would be my advice to your masters that they collar you, chain you, and beat you morning and night for six months before they try to teach you anything more. You need to meditate on surrender!” 

He stood before Laney, and seeing her tears, slapped her face. “Slaves don’t snivel!”

Moving to Elise, he stared down at the diminutive woman, then grabbed her hair. “Every hair on your head should be shaved off. This gives you too much pride, bitch.”

Sighting Sandra, he took a nipple in his grip and squeezed, and squeezed more while her lips trembled and her eyes moistened—she did all she could to hold back the flood of burning tears knowing that he wouldn’t tolerate such weakness. 

“Release their hands,” he spoke to Essex and Gina, who quickly had the three slaves free.

“Now get out of those clothes…” he ordered. He pushed Sandra back so that she nearly tumbled to the floor. Only her determination not to falter kept her on her feet. 

Moments later, the expensive satin lay discarded in the dirt, while a pair of rigorous hands settled on each slave moving them into bondage. 

Essex captured Elise by her collar, drawing her to the horizontal rack, where she stood naked, shaking with fright and expectancy surging through her small body. Admiring her nipples, Essex’s look of calm sophistication turned devious as he took from his pants’ pocket a pair of lead weighted pinchers. “These will hurt,” he advised her, “especially as the pain compounds over time.” Though his words were grim, his                          face was almost gleeful as he opened the small devices and placed them over each of Elise’s nipples. With the sudden shock she bit down on her lip; though as the shock eased to a dull ache, she knew she could live with the feeling, and even find some pleasure in its crude feel. Essex looked at her as though he read her thoughts. And hooking five-inch chains to the ends of devices, he snickered playfully, “Don’t worry, your nipple torture has hardly begun. You’ll be ravaged by its delights before we’re through.” 

Moving his slave to the rack, Essex instructed Elise to climb on face down. And with a torrent of excitement barging through her system, she settled in on the mesh of wooden struts spread-eagle, waiting to be bound. Her arms were outstretched at shoulder level and clamped into thick cuffs, while her parted legs were anchored with leather straps at the ankles and thighs to make certain that there was minimal movement. Her small torso adjusted to the fit of the simple bars at her hips, waist, and above her breasts. Dangling straight down from her pinched nipples, the weighted chains began to tug her flesh with a significant burn. Despite the discomfort, an agonizingly rich flood of desire attacked her crotch, turning it wet and her pussy amazingly hot as though it might pour its liquid like molten lava.

With Elise’s ass appropriately exposed, Essex moved on it with hands, probes and a leather paddle. He would have her ass—the flesh, her anus, and the interior channel worked to a frenzy, until she orgasmed from the depths of her surrender and demanded more. But he was a patient master and would take his time as he brought this slave into the dark realms of anal satisfaction and indulgence. 

While Elise was bound, Darius led Sandra to the standing rack. Eyes gleaming with fury, mind consumed with his schemes, he assailed the voluptuous slave with ropes, binding her breasts into a wickedly intense display of flesh. Her two generous orbs were encircled twice, the cords in figure eights around her shoulders and crossing in front. With her chest trussed in the unnatural pose, she looked down to see the ends of her tits blushing with pink as they filled with blood; and the very tips, her nipples, looking abnormally large. 

Though the bondage at her groin would be less startling to look at, Darius proceeded to constrain his slave, expertly binding her waist, thighs and cunt. Thick rope skirted the sides of her clitoris with the cords holding her labia apart and then attaching to the upper bindings. The procedure was vaguely reminiscent of the corset’s cords, which opened her pussy to view. But this was far more crude. With each knot secured in the elaborate device, Sandra turned more inwards. It was a feeling she’d repeated often since these scenes of submission had begun; but this time she was taken down a perilous path. Jason was absent from the scene; and she was left on her own to find her way with a new master she could not yet trust. She proceeded on faith and desire alone, wishing somewhere, maybe off in the corner of the cellar, Jason was there watching, and his bountiful heart was there to give her courage.

Having his slave bound to his liking, Darius continued shackling Sandra to the vertical rack with her arms and legs spread wide and to her sides. With her pussy exposed to a startling degree, she clenched inside being fearful of what pleasures this skilled master could devise. 

Strange how he stared her down, eyes assaulting her like two sharp lasers—as though they were another set of ropes with another set of plans to make real. More than any man, more than even Jason ever could, this master had her locked inside his twisted world, ready to surrender without reservation to the lust that boiled from within his nefarious kingdom; he made her thoughts of Jason slip away. He continued with fingers at the doorway of her cunt, and others pinching a blood-engorged nipple. Inside she shrieked, her body recoiled; but she was with him, going nowhere but where his schemes would take her. 

While her friends were immobilized, Laney watched from the sidelines. Her mistress was not so quick to have her bound; she preferred the subtle, taunting approach to torture, the one that worked on the mind in a deliberately acerbic sense. Gina found pleasure driving a psychic stake through the heart as much as she delighted in the physical extremes. It wasn’t that she wouldn’t give this slave a good dose of sexual torment; but that could wait. Everything was in the timing, and the timing was not yet right. 

Standing behind the mesmerized slave, the Mistress whispered in her ear. “You’ll call me Mistress, bitch. You have that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And you’ll lick my feet.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And you’ll thank me for my efforts.”

“Yes, Mistress Gina.”

“Very good. At least you learn quickly. But there’s so much more with me. Your friends are simple slaves while you are a complex bitch.” She grabbed Laney’s collar and pulled back, while her long fingers reached around and caught a nipple. “You think you know what pleasure is, slave. But you only know half of it. You think you know surrender, but you’ve only surrendered a teensy little piece of who you are.” The woman scowled and clutched her breast in a steely twisting fist. “You don’t need a master, you need me. You need a slut bitch who knows your female heart. Who understands what machinations your mind takes to avert your submission. You have a hundred excuses rattling through your brain… Oh! Your masters think you’ve submitted by your practiced forms of surrender, but none have come close to putting you on your knees.” She bit off each word as though it were fresh meat. “You need cunning. You need someone who understands your insidious and deceitful heart. You need me, bitch. You understand that, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You understand that Laney Priestly?”

She used her name—spitefully so—how would she know that?” 

Mistress Gina’s fingernail dug into the soft flesh of Laney’s tit, setting off a little shriek inside her victim. “Does that hurt?”

Laney didn’t know to answer. 

“I asked you a question!” the woman came quickly to her front and slapped her face.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Better,” she conceded, though she was hardly conceding anything. The twisted smirk on her red lips yielded nothing in this slave’s favor. If it were possible to hate a stranger with the venom of an injured spouse, then her contempt was proof that this was possible. Curling her lips with judgment, she strutted around the anxious Laney carrying her baton, occasionally whapping the cutting end against the slave’s thighs, buttocks and breasts—to which Laney jerked while she silently screamed inside. 

“I don’t suppose you’ve ever been in suspension bondage?” the harsh woman postulated. 

This time, Laney wisely didn’t answer, having guessed correctly that the question was purely rhetorical. 

“It’s not a feat any initiate should be subject to… but you, you’re special, aren’t you? You can take the worst of it. What your friends in slavery are enduring would be so easy for you,” she mockingly referred to the bound Elise and Sandra, while digging the end of the baton into Laney’s side. “Look how they squirm… how their muscles are being primed for the worst… look at them…” she grabbed Laney’s chin and forced her gaze first at Elise and then Sandra. Each one was inside some present pain, Essex and Darius working them to profound depths. Laney envied them. 

“My friend is going to have his way inside that little bitch’s ass,” Gina continued her mocking monologue. “He’ll widen her until she screams, then fuck it like a crazed lunatic. And your tenderhearted blonde bimbo gets Darius… some say he took the master’s course from hell—some say he’s kin to our Marquis. Me? I work the craft because it keeps me sane.” The woman paced defiantly, finding more barbs inside her mind to preach. “When it’s over, when this island is just in your dreams and the three of you are basking in triumph, back in control of your world, you will remember this day, you’ll remember me. I won’t let you forget, slut. You’ll have something to haunt you. Trust me, you worthless bitch, you will never forget.”

There was movement in the room, to Laney’s left where the doorway opened into the cellar corridor. Guests from upstairs were slowly making their way into the dungeon, moving cautiously to meld with the awesome activity they witnessed. 

“You’re strong, you work out. You have handsome muscles in these arms,” Gina strutted about the anxious slave inspecting Laney’s physical assets. “Let’s see how you survive this struggle. Let’s see.” She turned away. “Darius!” she called to her fellow master, finding the man disinclined to obey her commanding voice until he was ready. 

Having his own slave to torture, he continued working Sandra with small torments that shocked her system raw. Adding to her confining bondage were a string of clothespins in a semi-circle from mid-thigh to mid-thigh. With each new pin added to the slave’s crotch, Sandra winced, though her gaze remained focused on the master’s eyes. His, like love, enveloped her. If only that fierce glance didn’t stray, she would be safe.

“Gina,” he finally turned to the waiting woman. “You want your chattel strung up?”

The haughty femme smiled.

Turning back to Sandra, Darius captured her gaze again. “Focus on me, slave. Not on my eyes—but on what I do. Keep them focused no matter how they wish to stray and you’ll survive this. Let them drift, the pain will burst through you in contemptuous strikes and you will not contain your agony.”

It tore at Sandra’s soul to have the master turn away. His glance was barbarous, but it kept her transfixed. Would his warning do as well to ease the throbbing beat of pain arising from her pinned groin? She stared his way intently. As more people gathered in the room, some moved toward her as if they’d steal away her thoughts; but she kept her focus forward and her mind on Master Darius while she said her desperate prayers. 

In the corner of the room, Mistress Gina crouched behind her slave, attaching heavy bands around Laney’s ankles, while Darius peered into the depths of this slave’s moist eyes. 

“Suspension can be heaven, or you can make it hell,” he said. He had her hands in his warm, efficient ones, lacing long sturdy cuffs snuggly around her wrists. The bonds were specifically designed for suspension, having extra padding at stress points to minimize the physical strain. Already feeling the pull on her muscles, the arousal in her crotch began to breed. “She is brutal, but perhaps you need this, slave.” He snickered, then mused aloud, “Perhaps, someday I’ll tug your strings as darkly as this mistress will today.” Taking each of Laney’s wrists, Darius stretched them high, and fixed the rings embedded in either side of the cuffs to chains on the ends of a three-foot bar. “Don’t cry,” he warned, “keep your humiliation inside.” He gave her one last stare, and having said his piece in his straightforward fashion, he moved to the side of the room to operate the pulleys. 

Mistress Gina, having finished binding Laney’s ankles to a spreader bar, stood back watching as Darius turned the crank to draw the chains up tight and slowly lift the slave’s feet off the floor. Laney’s muscles responded, giving her some support, though there was terror etched in her expression as she worried how much she could bear. Every minute would be its own forever. It was wrong to fight the suspension and her fear. Struggle would be useless and only strain her muscles further. With a quick, nervous glance at the side of the room, her eyes fell on Erik as though he might give her some support. But his stare, like that of every other master and mistress in the room, was calculatingly cold and without empathy. Slaves didn’t deserve as much. 

A ruthless show greeted Jason, Matthew and Erik when they entered the cellar’s dungeon. The frightening exhibition at first annoyed them all. Seeing their slaves in bondage to other masters was a stab of humiliation at their lack of control none of them liked. But the poses were hot, and their slaves looking unabashedly carnal with a lustrous layer of perspiration to makes their bodies glow. While Laney’s eyes were languidly mellow, Sandra’s breathed in erotic rhythms as she adjusted to the pain moving through her crotch. And Elise’s ass, getting worked with a leather paddle, anal plugs and fucking fingers seemed to dance weightlessly on air as it took the heavy punishment. Each gave dark witness to the depths of their erotic surrender, and the power it had to guide them far beyond what was sane and merciful. 

“Yes, he’s here, bitch. But you’re mine now,” Mistress Gina snapped, with lips pursed venomously as she noted Laney’s roving eyes. “Trust me, he’ll give you no sympathy, nor will any other master or mistress in this room.” She forcefully pulled Laney’s face around with a hand that grabbed her chin like a claw. “You’re gonna get the shock of your life, so you’d better be very good to me. You’d better beg me well, and you’d better prepare to give me everything I want. That clear?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Her eyes didn’t waver now. She didn’t dare. While the Mistress Gina moved around, crashing her thin baton against her flesh, Laney gazed forward, thoughtlessly, letting sensation rule and her thoughts disappear. 

On the far rack, Elise’s ass was riddled with red blotches of color appearing all over the fleshy orbs and down her thighs. Essex increased the size of his anal probes as though he had some specific purpose in mind. The more the distressed portal widened, the more thrilled he became, the more his hands probed deep when he withdrew the dildos and plunged his fingers inside. His stressed slave had never been worked so determinedly, her body never abused with such vile intent. Though each device shoved into her ass seemed more impossible to tolerate, she refused to reveal the agony. Letting the pain go free, she accepted more and more of Essex’s dogged probing, becoming anxious to please the man and give him all he asked for. 

The final expanding dildo remained for some minutes in the slave’s behind as Elise adjusted to the augmentation, and Essex stepped away. The businesslike master snapped a slick latex glove over his hand and lubricated it with a slippery liquid. Returning to his slave, the master slowly withdrew the anal dildo and prepared for his finale. 

The last thrust of Essex’s hand was the best of all. Elise squealed when he forced his way inside her, but her mindless acceptance of the invasion allowed the inevitable end to follow. Essex’s fist—quite slim for a man’s—at last slipped fully into her nether regions and settled deeply working the channel in a slow, rhythmic pulse.

Elise could hardly contain the pain and the deepening pleasure of this physical battle, as she struggled to remain in control of the awesome sensation bounding through her. The fire moved from her ass, to other regions of her body, sparking an inward, orgasmic feel quite different from a clitoral spasm. Even the weighted chains tugging at her nipples and breasts added to the extremes of this crude indulgence. Her whole body turned into one great climaxing feast.

It was not enough that Essex fucked her ass with his fist. Sensing her mounting cum, he started to withdraw and prepared for the final assault. Cock perched and ready, the hefty thing slipped inside the empty cavity and rocked the slave with the force of thunder. Her body crashed into its climax with Elise tearing at her bonds. But remaining bound, she was contained and inside the pleasure, while Essex finished himself and offered her to the gathering throng. 

While Elise came, in the other corner of the dungeon, Sandra’s eyes pleaded for mercy with Darius standing before her with his whip. Readjusted to his liking, the rack was now horizontal, giving him full and easy access to both Sandra’s cunt and mouth—he’d use both. 

Beginning with her crotch, the skilled master snapped the leather thongs, picking the chain of clothespins off Sandra’s thighs one by one. The surrounding crowd listened to the ardent screeches of the tormented slave as a spike of pain flashed like lightning through her flesh. Though she shrieked, her body moved in delightful fits of energy. Her cunt was moist, becoming more so with each pinching clothespin his whip severed from her skin. 

“Sheeeeahhhhhhhhhhh!” her voice ripped the room, and then another thwack of the whip whisked another clothespin to the floor. When all were lying scattered below, Darius moved around the rack while a second master moved between Sandra’s thighs. 

In the empty infinite of a quiet in-between, the slave rested, letting the pain in her body begin to subside and the feel of true pleasure arise in its place. The cock at her crotch was almost soothing to this vanquished beauty. Even the hammering of her insides with this pointed shaft was sweet relief beside the small shooting pains that continued to strike her like arrows when her thighs wriggled in their bonds. 

Darius was at her head now, reaching out to massage her tethered breasts with his hand. His touch made her quake. His fingers felt like tiny electric probes. 

“Ah, ah, ah,” she cried softy as her head fell back, and her tits strained toward the ceiling, making her jutting nipples stand like tiny mountain peaks. Her body was on the verge of explosion. Finely tuned, designed for giving and receiving pleasure, she was at the end of herself, willing and sure of what she would offer her masters—and that was everything she was.

At Darius’ signal a second master positioned himself between Sandra’s thighs and prepared to enter the spasming wet opening. Eyes filled with lust, he stared up at Darius waiting for his sign to begin.

With his hand on her soft, fair face, Darius stroked the skin lovingly, while the pulse of his erection pressed against his pants and marked the beginning of his finish. He withdrew his member, presenting it to Sandra’s mouth, and she opened wide as the ready organ slipped inside and down her throat, while the second master impaled her cunt. Grabbing the shaft with her facial muscles, Sandra worked the erection hard, just as her cunt was working the penis that thrust between her thighs. It took some concentrated effort to give to both men, but that was the first thought in her mind, the only one present, and so the driving force of her next minutes. Even her own pleasure did not take charge until she noted that these masters were well on their way to climax.

The master at her snatch was straightforward and physical, while Darius touched in her other places. Using her mouth was both more intimate and more overbearing than                                      a swift cunt fuck. Darius’ choice was condescending, a smug and lordly message that as a slave, she had one purpose: to be her master’s orifice of sexual self-indulgence no matter what the cost to her. Sandra, always dutiful in this life—or in her other one, gave without questioning that purpose once she served Darius and his friend. She had her satisfaction in the finale, as other masters, and even mistresses, came to her wide open body and used her liberally to satisfy their lust.

In one of her final acts, she ate at a mistress’s cunt, when the woman mounted the rack, and crouched over Sandra’s face, to lower her wet genitals to the slave’s mouth. 

Even suspended and in the middle of Mistress Gina’s taunting torture, Laney sensed her friends in the midst of their surrender, taking pleasure and giving in return. It seemed so simple with them, so complete, while she still struggled with the worst of her battle still looming before her. Just make me empty! She prayed in desperation, hearing her own whispered words speaking to her hopes, even as the baton spoke with Gina’s wrath. 

Almost as if someone answered her prayer, the beating stopped. Though Laney became suspicious, knowing that such a pause was never without a purpose. She remained within herself, looking only vaguely at her fellow slaves, refusing another glance where her husband stood off to her left, staring fixedly at her torture. In the slim space of time while Mistress Gina turned her attentions elsewhere, Laney wondered of Erik’s state of mind, his thoughts on her suspension—was he jealous or elated? Or, like her, filled with sweet emptiness? It was too painful to think real thoughts at moments like this. There was only time to be physical while the rest of the world ceased to exist and she endured the great ache her suspension bondage caused. Likely Erik was simply horny, stroking his cock until he had a decent hard-on and could take his turn at one of the slaves. 

In one bizarre moment Laney’s mind drifted free, she thought of her apartment in New York: the cream-colored drapery, the statue from Milan, the roses in the imported rug, and the camelback sofa where she’d spread her work around her when she stayed at home. The kitchen, the cutlery, the table with the single silk rose, and the hallway to the bedroom painted a shadowy sort of green; and then, her Schnauzer, Duchess, whose tail would playfully waggle her rear in happy greeting once they were home again. 

Yanked back to reality with a searing pain, Laney opened her eyes to see Mistress Gina’s long red fingernails on her tit again, digging so deeply into her flesh that she was sure she would draw blood. A second later, she felt the pain of that hold dart to her crotch, and the randy thing began to clench with a flood of dew sliding down her thigh.

“Ah, augh, augh, augh,” she breathed in short gasps, as Gina’s nails bit deep. Yet, when she looked down, her breathing stopped for one long minute of terror-filled fascination, seeing an erection protruding from Gina’s groin—a strap-on dildo poised for fucking. Laney was too stunned to believe her eyes. 

“Two, you get two,” the woman sneered happily, as another mistress moved in beside her. She, too, was nearly naked with her fancy dress removed, and wearing a harness around her waist complete with a stiff, cock-shaped, flesh-colored shaft. “Mistress Catherine will have your cunt, while I take your ass,” Gina made her declaration triumphantly. 

Gina and her mistress friend moved on to detach the spreader bar at Laney’s feet, while Darius was at the wall adjusting the pulley to ease the strain on her arms and shoulders. Once the two femmes were ready, Gina stood at Laney’s rear with Catherine at her front, and then pulled the exhausted slave into their arms enough to position her crotch for the impaling. With Catherine’s cock sliding into Laney’s cunt, the slave breathed a sigh of relief at the familiar feel of fullness, even though the woman’s body pressing into her breasts seemed terribly strange. But from behind, the added feat of a long prick barging at her back door sent a tempestuous shudder of grief through her weak body. 

“Oh, my noooo!” she whimpered, thrashing frantically to dislodge one of the competing cocks. There was no relief from the warring pricks, and no one was listening to her sad cry. 

Those free to watch were hypnotized by the sight of the slave being taken by these brutish whores. With their rubber dicks sliding in and out of Laney’s depths, they made her sweat as she struggled. To her shocked dismay, her body betrayed her as it gathered the momentum to force the inevitable orgasmic end.

Though Laney would climax, the two mistresses worked her hard to realize their own ends first. Fixtures in their harnesses rubbed against their clits to work them into sexual frenzy. Though it was one jarring, struggling and sometimes painful trip to ecstasy, all three females were bound to find what they needed. Gina came first, wriggling her prick into Laney’s ass, while her hand reached around and clutched the slave’s breasts. Mistress Catherine followed shortly afterwards, getting off with short, soft sighs emitting from her ruby-painted lips. And, at last, primed, poked, and screwed until she felt hollow, a long slow spasm shook Laney’s body. She bore down on both cocks—for all the good it did—and released a burst of female nectar, which made Catherine’s cock too slippery to stay put. 

As the two shafts pulled away, the pulley apparatus lowered, and Laney slumped limply to the floor. Her arms and shoulders ached so dearly that she couldn’t lift them on her own. 

From the sidelines, Erik felt his wife’s vacant loveliness mold his desires. The black void where his heart had been filling with the scenes of mastery and dominion all week. But seeing her now, the darkest picture of his desire had been realized.

The cellar room emptied within minutes of the last scene ending. Seeing all there was to see, the guests moved upstairs to the comfort of the estate’s plush living room. Only Darius and Essex remained with the spent trio; even Gina split with the others—her use for Laney was over and what happened next in this sub’s pitiful life didn’t matter. Gina got her satisfaction and she didn’t need anything more. 

“I should put you in your slave costumes,” Darius suggested as he stared down at Laney’s slumped body. She looked up, but didn’t speak. “Humph, so quiet…” he continued in his thoughtful rumination while Essex slowly released Elise from the rack. 

“On the floor,” her master ordered when she was finally free.

“Oh, sir,” she looked at him with a pained expression on her face. 

“Oh, my, these still hurt, don’t they?” the man retorted seeing the clamps still hanging from her nipples. 

“Yes, sir.”

“And you’d like me to take them off?”

“Only if it pleases you.”

His mood was calm; and after the sex he was stringent with his rules. He almost smiled, and reaching down, loosed the tight grip of the restricting clasps. Pulling them off, Elise winced unhappily as each nipple spiked with pain, then caused the suffering slave to shudder as though another wave of orgasm would wrack her body. Seconds later, there was nothing but relief and a degree of comfort she hadn’t felt in some time. The abuse had served its purposes as much for her as the masters she’d satisfied.

“Up, slave,” Darius prodded Laney with his boot. “Untie your sister from her bondage, but leave the ropes around her breasts. I’m not quite finished gloating at this triumph.”

With a fresh burst of energy, Laney moved to her feet and hastened to Sandra’s side where she lovingly removed the straps and cuffs that bound her friend to the rack. Lifting her to her feet, she steadied Sandra in her arms, until she could step back and untie the ropes around her groin. As ordered, she left the upper bindings in place. 

“Seems you’ve fared well, sluts. Now upstairs,” Darius ordered. 

He pushed the trio forward into the cellar corridor, which seemed much more inviting than it had been earlier that evening. They made their way swiftly through the pitch-black air before them, sensing the path toward the stairs more by intuition than by feel of hand. Glad to be barefoot, they moved with ease, and despite their fatigue and the great soreness in their bodies, they were almost giddy having passed this most recent test of their slave life—if not passed, at least endured. They couldn’t imagine being more slave-like in their behavior, more within the rules of Barth’s design. Though they imagined that their present euphoria would be short-lived, for the moment, it gave them a piece of bliss to dwell on until they faced their next trial. 


Chapter Ten

After the long and arduous session in the cellar, the upstairs rooms of the estate house were surprisingly rife with sexual energy, and the scene quite different from the dungeon of the house. 

What had once been an uncomplicated living room with a simple fireplace and a few scattered and shabby couches was transformed again—becoming even more fresh and festive while the sexual activities had taken place downstairs. It was amazing to the eye—but suspicious. What spirits were working here? What sorcery that could alter the mood of this tiny world, and change even the look and nature of fixtures and furniture. The entire room looked like a delightful den of licentious lechery, designed for an orgy with mats, pillows and lounging sofas throughout the room. The smell of potent incense mixed with the salt air drifting through the open windows. The candles’ flames now writhed like sensuous dancing whores, making lewd shadows on the walls and languid bodies. Bathed in a sweet erotic glow… lit with melodies from the old Victrola, and more basely, the sounds of making love… the room seemed a sumptuous lair, where the tongue could taste the essence of sex and the body could breathe arousal. 

Unlike their first entrance into the living room several hours before, this time, the trio of slaves were wholly ignored. To dispense with them quickly, Darius and Essex took each to an alcove at distant places in the room, and tied them there—not uncomfortably with great restraints, but so they were anchored with their wrists and ankles unable to move but a few inches in their assigned space. As soon as they were secured, the three were left to gaze at the undulating orgy of languid bodies engaged in another and seemingly endless exhibition of sex. These scenes of copulation were far more ordinary compared to the wildness of the sadomasochistic rites just finished. And yet, they were passionately executed by bodies teeming with need and unhampered by restraints. Fancy clothes were discarded and bodies writhed against each other. Thighs met pussies; and mouths met cocks; while the redolence of male and female nectars mingled in a pungent aroma of lust. 

The only bodies not participating in the delightful couplings were the three tied to O-rings in their separate alcoves. One would have thought the slaves would be too exhausted to be aroused, but the sights before them made their spent pussies itch, their nipples draw into knots, and their mouths water as they thirsted with parched lips, seeking more. This time, however, they were denied any pleasure, while they remained the raw inspiration for the crimes of passion exhibited before them. 

There were no whips to mark their skin, no phalluses, fake or real to screw their mouths and groins, no pinches, no racks, nothing but simple bondage. And still, this was torture, the worst sort, delivering them a full-blown pain to sting their hearts. Instead of offering their bodies, they were forced to watch as their masters, the men they loved, were taken by the charms of voracious women, who zeroed in on their cocks and sucked them dry, only to stimulate those organs again. As though the three had the same restorative powers for sex as women, Jason, Erik and Matthew seemed invincible, riding mouths, cunts and asses, while their happy faces reported their savage bliss.

This orgy had a pulse of its own, the energy rising and falling—sometimes brisk, with fast-paced screws, and other times more lethargic as the bodies snaked erotically in time to the languorous music on the phonograph. 

For a time, Erik took three women. Engaging in a vigorous screw, he went from cunt to cunt to cunt as though he might go on all night in his vigorous pursuit of pussy. Jason, having focused on a buxom redhead, spread the woman’s legs wide, holding on to her ankles while he knelt between her thighs and banged her pussy in a gentle rage. His fiancée gazed on longingly, with her body hot and her thighs screaming to be held that way. Her inner muscles tensed as though it were her pussy where he’d placed his cock. 

Unlike his friends, Matthew’s passion was more remote. He chose his lovers deliberately, moving from one to the next, preferring to assault asses and fuck from behind in the ruthless fashion that suited his detached temperament. Elise’s longing eyes moved with him from slut to slut as though she were diving into this lust. Though Matthew seemed to take pleasure in the mindless grope, Elise sensed that her husband would be happier in circumstances where each lover knew exactly how to screw him, how to suck his cock, and with her personal experience, how to squeeze the luscious cream from his erupting stalk. 

Inside her own small corner of the room, Laney drifted in and out of consciousness as though she were inebriated. For a time, she watched Erik feeling disconnected from the reality of their relationship. She watched him fuck feeling little desire of her own, then her eyes moved on to Jason, Matthew, Essex, Darius, and even Gina. She settled on the woman for a while, thinking that there was something familiar about her—beyond her knowledge of the bitch on Marquis Island. But no details registered now as no real thought could push its way inside her brain. Perhaps she should feel left out, jealous of her husband’s passions with other women and jealous of the women who reveled in him. But at the moment, Laney was too drained to feel much of anything but the gentle and unrequited ache between her thighs.

***

The morning came to the island sweetly. At dawn, the sound of sea gulls and the surging of the ocean could be heard through the open windows. A balmy breeze cleared the air of the potent odors from the night before. 

Barth’s living room looking like a ship wrecked on a lonely strand of beach; and with the luster of the evening having faded, its shabbier look returned. Yet, it was not an unpleasant sight, the awakening Laney thought as she peered around her. The room was restfully easy to gaze on after a night of such highly-sexed extremes. The world of Marquis Island was no different than it had been, just messier and less involved in broad daylight.

Laney, Sandra and Elise had slept tethered together in a corner where there were pillows enough to allow them some comfort. The rest of the guests were scattered throughout the house, most in the rooms above. Before the slaves had been released from bondage, they’d watched as Erik and Matthew moved upstairs with women clinging to their nude bodies. Jason left the house with a woman on his arm, laughing and kissing her face as though they’d known each other for years. Where he slept the night was anybody’s guess. 

With daylight, the house began to rouse, and Darius appeared to the slaves first. He was fully dressed—in black again. The tip of his boot nudged Elise’s arm. “Up, slaves.”

Elise crawled from her sleepy-eyed stupor and looked up. Seeing the somber expression on the master’s face, she pulled up quickly, drawing the sleeping Sandra with her. Laney followed on her own. The three were disjointed, still connected at the throat with chains joining their collars, and their feet shackled to the floor. Darius gave them a moment to settle themselves, and then removed the shackles and led the trio into the mirrored room. 

“Your costumes are here. Get dressed as you have before. Breakfast is being prepared in the kitchen, you’ll serve in the dining room when we’re ready.” Before he left, Darius removed the collars and chains from around their necks so they were free to move about. 

Finding the familiar costumes of restraint, the three quickly dressed—Elise in her pony gear, Sandra in her ivory corset, and Laney in her black leather suit. It would seem that returning to these clothes might be a pleasant reminder of the several days spent in the confining attire. And yet, their discomfort in these costumes had only increased after their day without them. Every tightly fitting strap, cinch and cord, cut more severely into their flesh. The pinchers and claws bit into already battered skin; and the bits and ballgag at their mouths seemed even crueler than before. Wearing the spike heels only made the strain on their sore bodies more obvious. 

Nonetheless, the three slaves moved adroitly into the kitchen as though they were long-experienced slaves, and these discomforts were just part of the game they lived with. Perhaps, by then, the annoyances had become friends—a sign that there was a master who cared enough about them to have designed such delightful misery. Perhaps it was a sign of their profound acceptance of their subordinate status, that the pinching, squeezing, aching burden of their attire was something to guide them toward sexual pleasure—even now after an arduous day of physical endurance. 

The three were quickly turned into kitchen slaves at the disposal of an experienced cook who, with the two maids, had served food the previous day. Following orders, the trio worked fast, setting the large dining room table for a full buffet brunch—amazing what kind of feast was still possible in these primitive circumstances. 

Looking longingly at the food, they wondered how long it had been since they’d eaten. Their stomachs suddenly seemed so empty, they thought it had been days since they’d been fed, when it was really just a scant twenty-four hours. If they could have just one morsel to appease their hunger, but there wasn’t even a chance for them to sneak a bite or two with their mouths bridled and gagged.

Once the food was ready, they were ordered by one of the maids to wait for further instructions. They stood like statues in front of the dining room columns, their bodies alert and somewhat proud in their high heels. Despite their sore feet, they kept their elegant posture, displaying themselves for what would likely be another thorough inspection.

As the hungry guests straggled into the dining room, they generally ignored the three costumed slaves in order that they might satisfy their physical hunger. A couple of masters appraised them with haughty glares, but they were otherwise passed over. Even Erik, Matthew and a very tardy Jason seemed to have little use for them now. 

Only after the bellies of these exhausted guests were full did they bother to acknowledge the presence of the costumed chattel. 

There was the murmur of voices for a time, a few quick glances their way, and then Essex spoke first. “Present yourselves.”

Present? How was that? They had no instructions and didn’t know what to do. Waiting hesitantly for one of the others to make a move, their hesitation made them blush with embarrassment. 

“Present yourselves!” Essex repeated. 

They still didn’t move.

“Oh my? You’re not familiar with that command?” He chuckled. “Does this surprise me?” he mocked them gesturing haughtily as he strut in front of them. “How about if I suggest that you bow at my feet? Would you understand that?”

Answering his question without speaking, the three bounded toward the man and humbled themselves in a semi-circle at his feet.

“That’s better,” he gibed, “now, someone have at their asses.” 

There were a few guests who seemed interested, but it was Darius who stepped forward with a long razor strap dangling from his hand. “Asses high!” he ordered.

The crouched three were already kneeling with their heads bent forward and resting on the floor. To answer Darius’ command, they raised their behinds, holding an uncomfortable position that would soon strain their thighs. Hopefully, this punishment would be brief.

Brief it might have been; but that hardly mattered when Darius drew back his muscled arm and began to pelt their asses with the thick strap. He gave them a vigorous workout until the three behinds bobbed and jiggled as a glowing crimson blush colored their skin, and each slave struggled to swallow the cries that threatened to escape beyond their mouthpieces. 

When Darius ended the punishment, Essex returned to them. “Go to the posts and show off your buttocks until you’re ordered otherwise.”

Obeying quickly, they presented their asses, facing three pillars in the dining room, raising their hands high, and spreading their feet wide. The impact of the strap still stung, though the burn was beginning to melt into their flesh, leaving a lush and erotic charge of energy they’d not yet felt that day. They imagined more insult, now so accustomed to that treatment; but that was not the result. 

Archibald Devane’s voice rose clearly about the background conversation, “My apologies for interrupting, but the boats will be arriving in a half an hour. They are scheduled to leave Marquis as soon as you’ve boarded.” 

With their minds turned elsewhere, the houseguests moved rapidly out of the dining room to elsewhere in the house as they prepared to leave.

Having been the center of attention for these festivities, the three slaves found it strange to have the room—once so filled with sexual energy—now empty. No one paid a lick of attention to the trio, and in time, they wondered if even Erik, Jason and Matthew would return for them. 

***

The house fell silent. No more voices, no more footfalls on the stairs, no more energetic commotion of friends chattering, and no more reverberating cries of lust.

Still in their costumes, still waiting, Sandra, Laney and Elise remained facing the tall fluted columns, noting how their bottoms had cooled and the effect of Darius’ punishment had vanished. For the first time in days, the sensually magic spell that had wrapped around the house and all their strange activities seemed to lift—at least for a time—like clouds parting to reveal the sun. A few worried thoughts paced through Laney’s mind. With her anxiety rising, she wished she could whisper her concerns to the women on either side of her. They must be as apprehensive as she was, although there was no way to communicate but through their weary eyes. 

Just as Laney was about to pull out of her pose, there were shuffling sounds behind them. All three tensed, not knowing who was entering the room; then they eased when they felt their master’s familiar hands draw them away from the columns. Laney’s gag, and Elise and Sandra’s bridles were removed, along with the most intense of the clamps on their nipples and clits. Their binding attire remained, as well as the anal plugs and high heels, but with the physical tension of the more extreme tortures absent, the three were able to relax.

As soon as they moved into the living room, it was immediately obvious that it had changed—yet again, almost as though it shifted shapes when no one was looking. The room now appeared much as it had before the onslaught of guests arrived on the island: a few scattered couches and chairs before the fireplace, even the deck of cards sitting on the table they used frequently in the first few days. And the book—Christian Barth’s missal of S&M treachery—lay on the mantle next to the clock. 

Devane was in the room when the six entered, though he was on his way to the front door. Hearing the rustling of feet behind him, he turned back as if he had something to say.

“The boats have left, taking all but my personal friends back to port.” No one replied to his remark, so the old man added smiling, “Well then, I’ll leave you be.” He started toward the door again. 

“Barth!” Erik suddenly exclaimed. 

The old man hesitated but he didn’t turn around and he didn’t stop.

Unfazed by his lack of response, Erik called again, “Christian Barth.” His voice was louder and the timbre of his message more commanding.

Devane stopped, turning to him slowly. “I am Archibald Devane, Mr. Priestly.”

“No, you’re Christian Barth,” Erik said, quite sure of himself. 

“What makes you say so?” Devane asked.

“What my gut tells me,” Erik replied. “Do you deny it?”

The old man considered for a moment, while his eyes filled with a mirthful rapture. “No, of course I don’t deny the truth.”

Laney, Sandra and Elise nearly convulsed as the startling information settled on them. Their eyes opened wide in fear. Even Jason and Matthew appeared stunned. Apparently this surprising bombshell was something Erik found out totally on his own. Perhaps it had just come to him—one of those unexpected jolts out of the blue. It left them all jolted now. 

“You’ve used us, sir, for your merry pleasures,” Erik went on, with a clear accusation in his voice. 

“And your pleasure as well, I might add,” the old man quipped. 

“But this was your plan: to allow us access to your house, deliver us your book, and then see what crudities we’d devise for the entertainment of yourself, and finally your friends. Is that not so?”

“My world speaks for itself, Mr. Priestly. I did not cause the storm that damaged your boat. I did not steer it in this direction—that would be akin to playing God, who I am not. The fact that you appeared here, accepted my hospitality, and then submerged yourselves in my own personal fascination with sadomasochism, I don’t consider that my doing—but yours.”

“I can agree on an overt level. But I also believe that you directed more of what transpired here than you let on, Mr. Barth—the first manipulation being the lie about your identity.”

The old man snickered. “True. I’m a shrewd man. A little mysticism never hurts to entice the minds of impressionable people.”

“So, you hand out that journal of your imaginings to everyone? It’s an obvious blueprint of your bizarre desires.”

“Which became your desires, my friend. Or are you trying to disown your last week, making your behavior my fault?” Barth eyed him with contempt as the physical shell of an old man became more like that of a robust master. “My book is a blueprint for the truth about Master/slave relationships. I may have led you to the water, but I did not make you drink. You lapped the darkness freely, and let it quench your thirst. Until you came here, you didn’t even know what your longing was about.”

“But…” Erik narrowed his eyes on Barth, “is that longing something real, or simply a product of this place?” he stared around looking suspicious of everything he saw.

“Oh, sir, that I cannot say. You’ll have to answer that for yourselves.”

They looked on with wondering faces, as Erik tried to move the argument, though he found little ammunition left to load his guns. Even so, something malevolent burned inside him—and that something seemed to fire Jason and Matthew as their previous musings on the subject returned to them with curious clarity. 

Devane—Christian Barth let them off the hook. “Yes, I’ll agree, I devised this past twenty-four hours quite meticulously. I’m not sure novices could have pulled off the event without some assistance, so I made sure the slave presentation went according to plan. I would hardly bring my friends here unless I could guarantee the show they expected. You think that is devious, I suppose it is, but I did not see any of you throwing off the game in disgust or boredom.”

Barth’s points only stirred the angry fires in all three men, but it gave them no words to counter with. 

“Of course, now that it’s over, you can leave, if you like. Your boat was made seaworthy over the last few hours. The ocean is manageable, and should remain calm. There are no storms in sight. You can pack up your belongings and leave right now, or you can wait until morning. It makes no difference to me, or…” he stopped.

“Or what else, Barth?” Matthew asked.

He old man snickered, “Or, you can stay and finish the book. There’s a chapter left. That is, of course, if you have the guts to see it through. As I see it, gentlemen, slaves,” he nodded to them all, “there is undeniably one thing about your experience that is fact, no matter how hard you might try to deny it or ignore its impact on you, it will never leave you. If you leave now, you’ll always wonder, there will always be a question about that final chapter. If you go now, the opportunity will be lost. Sure, you could try to reclaim it in another venue, but there is no place in this world like Marquis Island, and no time like the present moment. The choice to stay or go is yours.”

He’d said all that he would say; and having made his point clear, he turned again and left the house without another objection from the six who were standing motionless near the hearth. 


Chapter Eleven

Once Christian Barth left the house, Jason, Matthew and Erik disappeared from the living room going in different directions without explaining their behavior. The three slaves were tossed into a void of attitude and feeling, left alone in costumes that seemed to be increasingly more annoying with each second that ticked by on the mantle clock. Though the aggravation produced by their garments hurried them into this frustrating and nonsensical in-between, it also submerged them headlong toward their sordid sexual cravings.

Then, as though it were a homing beacon, the book lying on the mantle engaged their minds, luring them back under the spell that had so completely named their days and their hours spent in bondage. It had defined their feelings, their sex, every second of their lives for nearly two weeks. And now, Christian Barth come to life? His words both in the book and in person left them terrified, even as their power to seduce drew them to this mysterious man. 

An hour passed in silent vigil with the three too terrified to speak, when Laney, strutting on her spiked high heels, finally moved to the fireplace and rested her hand on the cover of Barth’s slim leather book, perhaps hoping she might divine the contents of the last chapter through osmosis. 

“I don’t want to know what it says,” Sandra said plainly.

“No?” Laney looked a little bewildered.

“Would it make a difference if you knew what it said, or not?” Elise asked. 

“Of course it wouldn’t,” Sandra declared, “haven’t we moved with everything that book has said? Hasn’t it been imperative that we take each step it suggested? Has it mattered what that step was?”

“I’m not arguing,” Laney defended herself, “I’m just curious.”

“I don’t want to know,” Sandra repeated. “If we hear it read, and I have a feeling that we will, I want it to be a surprise, another shock. I already know I won’t go where it leads, if I know what it says in advance, my mind starts to meditate on the message. It means more coming directly from our masters. Don’t fuck with the process, Laney.”

“Well, it’s all a moot point, Sandra,” Elise said in exasperation. “The masters of the house seem a bit disturbed.”

She wasn’t looking toward the kitchen, and when a voice boomed out, Elise turned in shock. “The masters of this house are just fine!” Matthew swept into the room with flashing eyes alarming them all by the swiftness of his return.

“And who gave you permission to talk like a bunch of magpies?” Erik added as the three masters moved in tandem to the head of the fireplace. The shape, the size, and even the feel of the room altered the minute their energies rocketed through what felt like a cavernous hollow. 

Jason’s eyes beamed at his fiancée, “On the floor, slave.”

With Erik and Matthew pinning their brides with the same furious power, the two women hit the floor in humbled poses without having to be ordered. 

“Nothing’s changed because we left you for an hour,” Matthew said. “I’d suggest you remember that, or we’ll freshen the burn on your behinds with a bit of the crop—and reapply your clamps.”

“Your job now is to clean this house,” Erik moved on briskly. “We’ll leave it the way we found it, despite the fact that we had some assistance in disrupting its order. When you’re finished, slaves, you’ll join us in the library. Get going!” The trio of slaves scrambled to their feet, stumbling as they tried to right themselves. “And for God’s sake take off those heels, or you’ll kill yourselves!” Erik added.

***

They had been ordered to strip off their costumes and appear naked in the library, wearing their original collars. The bands seemed more snug now than the many they’d been forced to wear in the last three days. But their feel was oddly comforting. 

The mood of the room was overflowing with sexual energy stronger than any they’d experienced on Marquis. Knowing this was the last chapter, outlining the last cruel rite in their training as chattel, deemed the occasion potentially dangerous, and the sense of danger fed their lust. Regardless of their expectations, however, whatever finale Barth outlined in his book would have to surpass in intensity the other acts of perversion he prescribed. They were accustomed to extremes and expected nothing less.

The three sat again in straight-backed armless chairs. Their legs were ordered spread; and their hands were clasped uncomfortably behind the wood struts at their backs. There were no handcuffs, chains, or ropes to keep them bound, only their fear and the desire that billowed from their anxiously aroused bellies. All three were wet where their pussies parted, Sandra so liquid that her juices stained the fabric seat of her chair. 

As before, Matthew and Jason remained on the sidelines observing the drama with detached expressions; though there was something in their eyes, another deeper level of darkness that drove home the grave nature of their purpose. And Erik, a vision of calmness and clarity, read again, as he strolled around the circle. 


Chapter Seven—Body Alterations: Branding, Piercing, Tattoos and Cutting

Sandra shrieked hearing those words while the other two slaves listened to the revelation with their stomachs suddenly tensing with alarm. For a moment, it seemed as though they’d all stopped breathing, though they listened with open ears. 

“A slave, having made their choice, and giving themselves to the negated life of submission becomes the property of her master, no different than any other property he might own. She is bound to him by her own decision, and, as such, will be subject to all decisions that he makes for her. There is no question in the matter; it is simply a fact of the arrangement. Chattel is property, livestock is property, nothing more or less. Thus, what happens to the slave from this point is totally dictated by the property owner, and as such, many masters including myself find a certain finality associated with leaving their mark on the chattel’s body as proof of their sovereignty over the submissive livestock. In turn, the mark becomes that last, and very important acknowledgement by the slave that they are no longer free to govern themselves but are owned and have no rights. It is a symbol of their choice, a physical reminder to the slave that is undeniable, that can’t be washed away or altered. The more permanent the alteration, the more resounding the statement. 

In a community of likeminded souls, this prominent physical alteration identifies the property owner of the subject slave to other participants in sexual rites and scenes; and ensures within the group an understanding of the unalterable contract in this master/slave relationship.

There are numerous means of marking chattel. My preference goes to the more permanent mark. Piercing clearly makes a bold statement. Foreign objects such as rings, bars and other devices, juxtaposed with human flesh suggest a very deliberate violation of the body. For a master’s mark, I would recommend the more unusual or extreme pierce, as opposed to more common ones. (i.e. nipples, lips etc. Even the tongue pierce, while a very stirring submissive sign, has become more commonplace in recent years, and thus less useful for the purposes I outline here.)”

Erik stopped reading, looking quite amused at this point. “And how many years has tongue piercing been popular?” he posed rhetorically as he gazed around at the other masters. He turned the book over looking at what seemed to be an aging cover. “Either Barth did a fair psychic reading of the 1990’s years ago, or this book was written rather recently. Though he does have a point here.” 

Jason stirred, chuckling under his breath, “Nothing in this place is as it seems, Erik.”

“How true.” Erik read on…

“One pierce that will likely never be commonplace is the piercing of the clitoris itself. Deeply painful when it’s executed, it will have a long-lasting impact on the slave, as well as make a daring statement to those who view it. 

“Tattoos can also make staggering statements adding the drama of color and offering a wide range of creativity to the master’s mark. Though I recommend both of these physical alterations, however, I am most enamored by marks that dig deeper into the physical body. Pierces can be removed, often without a sign that they have been there; and even tattoos are now much easier to change or even remove if the subject abandons their choice. Cutting and branding, however, are the most permanent of body alterations. What deforms the flesh cannot be changed. And the terror involved in the process is enormously exhilarating. 

“No technique to mark the human flesh is without its dangers. And it is the sacred responsibility of the master to be acquainted with the procedure, its hazards and its proper execution. Where experience is lacking, I recommend enlisting the assistance of those who are accomplished in the practice—thus I do not go into the details here. 

“As regards the ritual surrounding the marking of a slave—ritual can be ignored in favor of a simple off-hand procedure, totally without ceremony. Certainly, such a step would properly demean the chattel. However, by the time the master has reached this point with their slave, such measures should be unnecessary. The marking can then be part of a larger ceremony—like a marriage, which bonds these souls together in a distinctive statement of relationship. 

“I have effected both cutting and branding on my personal slaves. My decision in each case is totally dependent on my mood at the hour, and my current feelings about the chattel to be marked. There is satisfaction for the master in both. 

Standing back from these acts, I think the greatest impact on the slave comes when a deliberate ritual accompanies the mark, so leaving an impression that will last forever in their consciousness. The mark of a slave breeds the feast, feels forever in the psyche; it becomes an undeniable wellspring for pleasure. It is a mistake to ignore this truth.

      Erik turned the page reverently, “The book ends with this note…”

I now end my musings on the subject of training human flesh, and give them up to my readers, who will either excuse these ramblings as nonsense from a depraved and vacant soul, or find within my words a scheme for liberating the submerged desires of those who have a more profound purpose to pursue. Whether as lowly chattel or lofty master—I suggest that if you have an emotional/sexual response to this book, it would be worth the reader’s time to explore that response. 

I am, Respectfully, Christian Barth.

Erik closed the cover of the leather bound volume and looked up at his audience of panting slaves. Obviously, Barth had no more to say—at least officially—on the subject of his amazing book. 

Turning his attention toward his friends, Erik circled the trio of women one more time. “You made your choice, we’ve made ours,” he said, making it clear to everyone what would happen next. As this thought lingered on, the slaves quaked with excitement. This was no game anymore, not some torrid and impossible sexual scene with a beginning and a decided end. It was not a series of rites induced merely by the unnatural climate at the curious island. Just as it had been repeated to them several times: they would not, could not, forget their stay on Marquis Island, no matter how they may try to deny its impact on their lives. It was clear that those prophetic voices were right as the experience would be no easy memory to lose with its imprint permanently altering their flesh. 

The main door of the library opened, with Darius and Essex entering the room with Christian Barth as Archibald Devane following closely behind. Devane only entered nominally, remaining near the door while the other two moved into the center of the room.

“Gentlemen,” Erik nodded to their guests. “We’ve prepared our slaves; they are yours.”

As Erik stepped back, Darius stepped forward with an air of authority radiating from his formidable form. Sure in his purpose and his next steps, the rugged man let his eyes come to rest on each slave as he methodically appraised the trio. 

Each shuddered, feeling surprisingly embarrassed to be nude before his imperious eyes. Perhaps it was his knowledge of them, having produced such a profound intimacy that caused their chagrin. They felt more naked now; for he seemed to have unclothed their souls as much as their bodies were bared. He could see beyond the surface to the secret truth inside each beating heart. 

“Stand,” he ordered them. 

They rose, barefoot now, peering upwards into Essex and Darius’ faces while the pair loomed down on them. Feeling so dwarfed by their supreme bearing, it almost seemed natural that the three should drop to their knees in an act of respect. Yet, without such a command given, they remained on their feet with their faces blushing with misplaced modesty. 

As they went eye to eye with Darius, Sandra remembered her night under his control, soon finding a bit of her female juice was trickling down her thigh in reply to the vivid remembrance. Elise was truly fearful of the man. She’d bonded with Essex, who remained just out of sight. She would have preferred that master’s gaze to this devilish one. Laney was smitten by the bold man in the black clothes. She viewed him as an older version of her husband, and her immediate desire was to be fucked by his savage instincts. Her body boiled with desire as Darius’ eyes assaulted her, and he allowed a fleeting moment of lust to pass between them. If Laney were not mistaken, she was as much an object of his desire, as he was hers. But such a thought could be dangerous to a slave owned by another master. 

“Essex,” he turned to his friend. “The shed is ready?”

“Indeed is it.”

“Very good,” he said as he moved to the door, “Bring them on leashes and put them to the floor when we reach the chamber.” 

***

Beyond the estate house with its grand façades and tropical architecture, near a path toward the beach, there is a stone hut with an ancient padlocked door. Looking like an abandoned storage shed, the aging, though still sturdy structure, remained ignored by the newest guests on Marquis Island. They’d passed it several times on their way to sun themselves on the sand. Grasses growing three feet high skimmed its surface, blowing like gentle waves of grain in the brisk ocean breeze. Loneliness caressed its wind-polished stones, while a curious mind could imagine a thousand scenarios for its probable use—but likely, none that rightly guessed the building’s actual function. 

Stepping into the tropical air, the three slaves quaked nervously, while they let the mild day allay their fears, at least for the few minutes it took to reach the hut. 

With the key to the padlock in his fist, Essex led the way along the sandy beach path. The masters followed, hiking briskly while towing their leashed slaves so fast the three naked women had to struggle to keep up. Then, as if he were prodding them all with a poker—which he was not—Darius brought up the rear. 

As Essex unlocked the hefty hasp on the aging hut, the door creaked open slowly, revealing nothing but black and something glowing strangely beyond. A gust of heat from inside almost pushed them back, while the smell of something burning singed their nostrils. The slaves’ fear magnified.

“On the floor,” Erik barked before they could adjust their eyes to the odd room. 

Crouched at the masters’ feet, the submissives remained poised, with their heads down and almost touching the packed dirt. They sensed some ritual about the proceedings, which seemed like a bizarre formality in these crude surroundings. Whatever the plan, however, its shocking implications took what physical arousal that was already abundant in their bodies and raised its force to alarming degrees. Trembling, they waited for the men to take their places. And as their eyes adjusted to the darkness, they could peek enough to see a three-foot high stone structure beside them. Its upper stones glowed red, suggesting this was some kind of furnace with its fire stoked and phosphorescent embers in the pit above. In front of the them was an apparatus that looked very much like a torture rack, though smaller, with its spaces more confined and its use likely limited. Considering the purpose of this rite, it seemed reasonable to assume that each one of them would be strapped down to the device in order to be marked. 

There was nothing in this scene that did not strain their desire to limits beyond which they believed possible. Sandra’s thoughts, voiced hours ago as they waited wonderingly for their masters, came back to them with the significant truth: they didn’t want to know what happened next. The truth could cause them peril when they only wanted to accept. 

Standing behind them, their masters waited; curiously calm as the scene unfolded. Their intrepid journey on Marquis Island was coming to an end. A fact that settled well with them. If their slaves were somewhat drained of strength, living on raw desire and little more, the three men mimicked that predicament, realizing that this game—what had started as an innocent wager and magnified to something far beyond that—needed its finish now. The end they chose seemed fitting, permanent proof of what they’d done these two weeks. It didn’t faze them that in their right minds, at home in New York, the whole fantastical drama would seem absurd—especially this last unalterable act. Time can alter memories, but nothing could alter these physical remnants of their tropical vacation. It took some trust to let this scheme unfold, but these masters were too enamored with the promised results to allow any fear to rule. 

Standing beside the furnace, Essex peered into the smoldering embers—his face glowed like the devil. And Darius, the acknowledged master of the occasion, stood over the three women wearing his dominance like a crown of supremacy. If Christian Barth were in the room, no one seemed to care. Though he’d been the original author of the play, he was now as unnecessary as the costumes the slaves had packed away that afternoon in the hefty steamer trunks. 

Still unsure what awaited them, the trio waited expectantly. They could guess the kind of markings that their masters had agreed upon, but until the words were actually spoken, they didn’t dare think that the men they loved could be this daring and arbitrary with their untarnished bodies. 

“The masters on Marquis Island,” Darius began to speak the shocking truth, “have chosen to mark their chattel on their flanks, using fired pokers to brand their initials permanently into their chattel’s flesh. With this act, they strip away any notion that the events occurring in this place have been some inconsequential game. The die has been cast. May these marks signal the beginning of extraordinary lives beyond this island.” 

Grabbing for a cane that was leaning against the wall of the hut beside him, Darius addressed the chattel specifically, tapping the long rod on their thighs. “Look at me,” he said. The three slowly pulled out of their crouch and leaned back against their heels, peering up at Darius’ steely eyes. As their anticipation increased, desire leapt on desire, and leapt on with such tingling excitement that they could hardly take a breath. Such desire brewed the liquid in their crotches and made their bodies itchy with apprehension and arousal.

“Grey’s chattel present yourself,” the master called the woman from her stupor, rapping the side of Sandra’s thigh. 

Not knowing exactly what to do, she guessed accurately by rising to her feet. 

“On the rack,” he said.

She moved forward. Having a better look at the rough structure before her, she determined where to place her feet and how she should lay her body over the wooden bars. But with every nerve in her body quivering so nervously that she could hardly move, that was little comfort for the scared slave.

It took another sharp rap of Darius’ cane to get her started. Then as she mounted the rack, Jason moved in to strap her down. There was a bar for her feet six inches off the ground, and above that, a network of wooden slats to secure her torso—all fitted with straps to hold her tightly in place; then a second bar for her to grasp in front with more straps at her wrists to make sure she couldn’t suddenly bolt away. 

“The pain is surprisingly less vicious than one might think,” Darius informed her master, though not because Sandra’s master was hesitating with the plan. The comment seemed to ease the troubling energy that was vibrating about the hut as each slave recorded Darius’ words desperately hoping they were true. 

After a careful inspection, the master prepared a spot high on Sandra’s right thigh, cleansing the skin with disinfectant, then nodded at Essex. 

Fanning the fires in the furnace, he turned the recently prepared rods, noting with a practiced eye how well they glowed, and the degree of heat they contained within them. Picking up the iron with the initials JG, he handed it to Jason and backed away, letting Darius lead him in the act. Once the branding iron reached the proper heat, Darius nodded the okay, and Jason moved in. Having been well-tutored prior to this moment, he laid the hot iron high on his lover’s thigh, and let it singe his mark deep into her skin.

Sandra’s mind flashed with fear, and as the hot iron burned her body. Pain seemed to overwhelm her senses, yet it was more fear than true pain that evoked her scream. With her nerves instantly fried, there was not much to feel but the shock of sexual desire glutting her body. Darius carefully observed as the iron finished its work and was removed. Then he dressed the wound and nodded for Jason to remove Sandra from the rack.

“Mr. Parker, your slave.” Darius moved quickly with the ceremony, as though the first slave branded inspired his purpose. The lust moving through the small hut flowed freely, like a wild beast on the run, affecting everyone who watched or waited. 

As Matthew repeated the bondage with his wife, her body seemed small compared to Sandra’s voluptuous form. Yet, her thighs were as sensuously displayed, twitching with expectation as the truth of the moment became clear as glass before her eyes and mind. Perhaps Sandra had given her some strength walking this unknown path before her, for Elise seemed more calm and far less frightened—at least until her husband tightened the last strap around her left wrist. Then, suddenly overcome with emotion, she turned her head his way, and looked him in the eye as if she were begging for mercy. Her expression of uncertainty was so obvious that Matthew answered it telling her with conviction, “I’ve made the decision, slave. Your plea is useless.” His voice ran like ice through her veins, though the declaration was enough to see her through the next few minutes. 

The embers in the furnace glowed, the fire roared and dwindled, and out of the fire Essex pulled the second branding iron and placed it in the master’s hands. 

With slave’s skin prepared for the strike, Darius nodded and with a decided shove, the iron took hold of Elise’s upper thigh and reshaped the flesh in the image of her husband’s initials, MP, which made an artful looking scripted monogram to embellish her already lovely flank. Her body bore the strike with a less animated response than Sandra’s, though every muscle in her taut body shook with terror, and her gasping shudder settled especially poignantly in Laney’s unmarked body. 

Lifted from the rack, Elise was limp against Matthew’s side, looking like a vanquished princess; though she was merely a slave in his eyes and was forced to resume her lowly position on her knees. 

“Priestly, your slave brings up the rear again,” Darius declared. 

“She’s ready,” Erik informed the man. 

Pulling Laney to her feet, the wary slave made the journey with the same trepidation her friends experienced. She was afraid and aroused with her pussy so wet that her sticky sex juice felt uncomfortable between her legs. Lying on the rack, she wanted to rub her cunt against the bar that hit her squarely in the crotch. She could get off in seconds rocking her labia against the wood, pressing so that her clitoris moved out from in-between and got the essence of the stimulating motions. Her erotic need was so strong that no one in the room could deny its force. But they chose to ignore it, rather than let it change the mood of this solemn ritual. With his hand pressed firmly on his wife’s ass, Erik calmed the roaring storm inside her; then as she stared at him, he suggested with his harsh black eyes boring into her, that her behavior was inappropriate. 

“Slaves have been known to be whipped before a branding,” Darius added to further take the edge off her arousal. 

Though she still burgeoned with a need to cum, Laney kept still and waited. It was like some dream, like all the other dreams this island of desire had touched inside her. She was almost outside herself when the branding iron began its task. Her cry, her shudder, and the sensation thereafter seemed to happen to someone other than herself, as though someone else were being singed with the hot iron, and she was listening inside that body to the sounds and feel of someone else’s reality. 

It took some minutes for her to recover, only when the throbbing in her branded thigh began to awaken her conscious mind to the truth about this last dreamy pleasure. 

“It is done,” Darius finished the ritual with the simple statement. “Take care of the wounds as I described and they will heal well. You’ll note some changes over time in the appearance, though the essence, your mark on the slave, will remain intact.” 

Christian Barth had already disappeared from the hut. Essex soon vanished, too. And Darius remained only long enough to offer his final instructions. “Leave the door unlocked when you leave. We’ll need to make certain the fire is out before we set the lock again.” 

***

The evening proceeded quietly thereafter, with a subdued hush settling over the six guests remaining in Christian Barth’s island home. 

The three slaves refused to acknowledge what had happened, as though the hot iron had not seared their upper thighs with their master’s brand; or perhaps that with the swipe of a hand, they might vanish the marks burned into their flesh. Though there was a throbbing ache where the irons had hit, they ignored the sensations, letting them slide by with no apparent recognition. What they could not ignore were the pangs of sexual hunger rampant in their bodies. 

After a late supper, as the evening light dwindled into darkness, the three slaves sidled up to their masters and drew them away from their conversation. Stirring them into amorous pursuits, Laney beckoned her husband with her dark eyes in molten shades of lust, pulling him upstairs. What power bloomed in her now! It took so little to rouse his lecherous urges: the tease inside her eyes, wet lips, and her naked, collared body moving with a sexual heat that was so natural to her now, billowing far beyond her flesh alone. She, with her sister slaves, might have wooed an entire army of men with the energy their bodies bred.

As she and Erik retreated up the stairs, Laney saw Sandra seducing Jason. The steamy temptress knelt between his legs rubbing her breasts against this thighs, while her hands groped for the hardening rod inside his shorts. He fed her need, rising enough to push the shorts down his legs and let his erection float free before her face. As her mouth covered the beautiful organ, she began to suck with the skill of a whore. A gaze of jubilant surrender met Jason’s eyes and he smiled knowingly as he held her head to his cock and playfully ran his fingers through her sunny blonde hair. 

The air was fraught with sexual sounds. In some distant corner, Matthew and Elise were making love, the willing slave laid out on a table on her back. Her head dropped over the edge so that she could take her husband’s cock inside her mouth. He fucked her face fiercely as his desire gathered momentum; then he moved to the other end of the table when he was ready to cum and fucked her there as vigorously. Their passionate cries signaled the wet and happy ending, while their bodies collapsed in a heap of exhaustion until they were revived enough to return to their room upstairs. 

When a state of peace finally returned to the creaky old house, the lovers were in their rooms, tucked inside beds, snuggled together despite the sticky, humid night. A breeze ruffled the hair on their arms, and sometimes teased an exposed crotch as though the sensation might awaken more lust. Occasionally, one of the six would stir, but the arousal was only momentary. The energy soon settled and they fell back asleep. 

In each room, a slave collar was discarded on the floor, where it remained all night, unused.

***

The morning air rustled in agitated gusts, signaling a change in weather. Erik and Matthew were up early, inspecting the boat; and once roused, Jason followed, yawning as he met his friends on the dock. 

“It’s running perfectly,” Erik referred to the boat.

“Then it’s time to split,” Matthew said as he stared around at the uneasy sky. “Think it’s gonna storm?”

“No,” Erik declared flatly. 

“And how would you know that?” Jason finally opened his mouth to speak.

“These two weeks wouldn’t end this way. The sky is just restless enough to get us moving.”

“I don’t need the sky to goad me,” Matthew declared.

“But perhaps someone thinks we do,” Jason returned.

“Are the ladies getting packed?” Erik asked. 

“Laney’s dressed and in the kitchen,” Jason reported, “and I know Sandra was closing up our suitcase as I left. Didn’t see Elise.”

“She’ll be ready.” Her husband was quite sure of himself. 

Returning to the house, the three ate a breakfast of cold muffins and juice, then hauled their suitcases and camping gear to the dock, while the women followed their tracks to the beach.

“Sky looks strange,” Laney noted staring up.

“Doesn’t it figure?” Sandra said. 

“We’ve already noticed and written it off, ladies,” Erik told them, as he pulled their luggage into the boat.

“Full tank of gas?” Matthew wondered as he hopped aboard.

“Looks that way to me,” Jason said. “Old Archie was ready for us.”

“Makes sense,” Erik noted. “You ready?” he looked up at the three women on the dock, where they waited as though they needed a direct order to get inside.

Suddenly embarrassed by her hesitation, Laney moved first and the other two quickly boarded with smiles. As they cast off, the six stared back to the small rocky beach where they’d run aground two weeks before. Just barely over the sand dunes beyond, they could see the tops of the palms and the roof of the house. It was their last glance, before Erik piloted the boat out of the bay into the open seas, where he headed for the Florida coast. Marquis Island quickly disappeared from view. 

Epilogue

Six Months Later ….

They sat in a booth at the back of Checkers Bar; Laney facing Elise on either side of the table. 

“What’s keeping Sandra?” Laney asked.

“She has a new client,” Elise rolled her eyes teasingly as though that should mean something.

“Who?”

“She’s not saying, though she keeps mentioning Robert Divine.”

“Who’s that?”

“Laney, where have you been? Robert Divine is the hottest artist in the village right now.”

“Oh?” The news wasn’t particularly earth shattering. 

“She’ll get a swelled head.”

“Who’s gonna get a swelled head?” 

“Sandra! We’re talking about Sandra!” Elise noted her friend’s vacant expression. “Are you even here?”

“I am—just a little distracted.”

Elise looked worried. “You’re supposed to be the sane one, sweetie.”

“I am. Usually.” She stared around, her eyes finally brightening as she spotted Sandra coming through the door. Laney waved. 

The blonde rushed in happily. “Sorry I’m late. Did you order my latte?”

“I’m having beer,” Laney said. “Tastes better this time of day.” 

“I have another client at seven so I can’t drink,” Sandra said.

“Interior design has picked up, huh?”

“Yes,” Sandra gave extra sizzle to the “s” at the end of her reply. “How about you?”

“The law never changes. I mean laws constantly change, but the profession is as cutthroat as ever.”

“I don’t understand you, Laney,” Elise declared. “I thought you were getting out of the corporate game?” 

“I’m slowly pulling away, but it’s as though my feet are stuck in quicksand. I try to pull one out and I only sink in further. Erik keeps telling me to just resign.”

“Then do it!” Elise said. She still liked to dress in drab colors, though she managed to perk up the black and brown with a spark of vexation in her eyes. 

“I’d rather talk about your next concert,” Laney changed the subject.

That put a smile on Elise’s face. She rummaged through a huge leather bag at her side and pulled tickets from an envelope. “Here. Friday. Two weeks. That’s all I’ll say, except that I’m playing Chopin, and you’ll love it. And be sure to drag the guys along. I promised Matthew they’d be there.”

“You’re having a hard time getting him to go?” Sandra wondered. “He loves your Chopin.”

“Oh, he’s in one of his restless moods.” 

“Like how restless?” Laney wondered. 

“You know Matthew, he’s always disgruntled, wouldn’t be happy otherwise.”

“About anything in particular this time?”

“I don’t think so. We usually don’t talk about it. I just sit patiently by until he comes around—or I prod him,” she giggled girlishly. 

“You don’t wonder if, maybe…” Laney hesitated, “his restlessness has anything to do with the island?”

That one loaded word awakened Sandra and Elise from the mindless chatter for just an instant. Their bodies took note of the memory, registering that truth in their eyes, while Sandra nervously fidgeted with her straw wrapper. 

“No, I don’t think it has anything to do with the island,” Elise answered crisply.

Laney eyed her friends uneasily. “You know we never talk about it. Don’t you wonder about that?”

“Not really,” Sandra answered. “It was sort of like a dream—that’s how I think of it.”

“A pleasant one?” Laney asked.

“A bizarre one…but not an unpleasant one.” Her eyes did look dreamy, so it was easy to believe what she said. 

Laney turned to Elise, expecting a reply, though Elise didn’t answer right away, but tossed her long hair back with her delicate hand, and sighed. “Sometimes I think about it, but it doesn’t seem real. And it’s not like a dream for me, it’s as though I stepped into another world for awhile—opened a curtain and slid into another reality—and then stepped back.” 

“So, it has no impact on you now?” 

“Maybe our sex is a little raunchier. I think Matthew remembers then. He gets rough, I shut up, and submit, and we’re going after each other like a couple of pagans.” She smiled, as though she were holding something back. 

“I can sometimes see the island in Jason’s eyes,” Sandra admitted. “But I’m not sure how it affects anything but our memories. Sex seems the same, and it’s very good. Maybe it mixed things up a little, but it’s all so far away now.”

“And your brands are far away, too?” Laney was getting impatient. 

Sandra snickered. “It was like a worry stone for the first few months. I’d touch it and this funny feeling zapped my body. But it didn’t last. And I don’t think of it anymore, and Jason doesn’t seem to either.”

“You know, I was thinking of having a tattoo worked around the initials,” Elise said. 

“So you can hide it?”

“No. I think it would add to the look.”

“And it’s just a decoration?” Laney couldn’t believe what she was hearing. 

“What else would it be?”

“Nothing else I guess.” Didn’t they remember what Darius said about the brands? Or what was written in the book? Were they denying it all? Had it been the island and nothing more? Was it a magic for a season that was founded on shifting sands? She looked at them both guardedly. It seemed pointless to ask now. “I suppose it goes without saying that you two wouldn’t go back to Marquis?”

“For what, Laney?” Elise looked shocked. “It’s a broken old house, with an ancient caretaker who got lucky last summer when we crashed his beach party. Maybe it was good, maybe very good. But you don’t try to rewrite the script, or even play it over again. It was what it was. And now is now, and Marquis Island really doesn’t matter very much.”

“No, I suppose it doesn’t,” Laney quietly agreed. 

***

“They didn’t understand, Erik,” Laney stormed through the bedroom. “They weren’t there anymore. It was almost like it didn’t happen for them and they’re trying to rewrite history into something else?”

“Did you expect anything different?” He was taking shirts from his suitcase and putting them in his drawers, tossing dirty laundry on the floor, which Laney quickly retrieved. “Sandra’s about the most gentle soul on the planet and you think she’ll ever let herself go that dark again? Jason’s hardly any better. I think his heart would break.” He stopped unpacking his suitcase for a moment. “And Elise and Matthew? Trust me, Matt has a big fascination for S&M, but he’d be too afraid of it, and since Elise pulls the strings and has him collared, don’t expect it to go anywhere but in the dead desire pile.” 

“You know, I thought I would be the one to dust off my feet and walk away.”

He shrugged. “Sometimes we surprise ourselves, darling.” He pulled her into his arms, and his dirty laundry dropped to the floor. “You want to go back, don’t you?”

Her cheek was pressed against his chest so she could feel the thump of his beating heart. “Yes, I do,” she whispered. 

He ran a hand through her hair, which seemed to energize his passion. 

“When I was in Boston, I met with Darius,” he told her calmly. “Next weekend…” He felt every muscle in her body tense. He imagined her biting her lip the way she did when she couldn’t think of anything to say and was just a little scared. “I already have the new collar, one Darius had made especially for you.” Perhaps without knowing, or perhaps completely by design, his hand drifted to her upper thigh where through her silk robe he ran his fingers over the initials “EP” branded into her flesh. 

Laney began to ease and her cunt turned hot and liquid, feeling as though it would melt and float away. Her mind began to drift and images began to appear—of Darius’ face, and her master’s eyes, and the look of a hand grasping the handle of a whip before the thongs descended to her naked ass with a biting snap.

Property of the MarquisPrologue

Morning, at daybreak, just as the sun brightened the blue and yellow room and cast its golden light across the bed, Laney awakened, her hand outstretched along the smooth sheets beside her. For a moment before she opened her eyes, before she became conscious of the day, she imagined Erik having just climbed from between the covers and leaving an imprint of his body heat on the bed. With a soft smile on her lips, she opened her eyes and gazed at the empty space beside her, but there was no imprint of her husband’s body there, nor were there sounds of him showering in the adjacent bathroom, or the tangy aroma she associated with the man she loved. Every morning for six months she’d lived without the sounds and sights and smells of her husband, not since the private jet went down had there been any tangible, touchable evidence of his physical being. 

She gazed at her outstretched arm and the bracelet that ringed her wrist with the simple platinum band. Her heart thudded in her chest with a familiar pang of grief, although today, alongside that familiar grief was a stirring physical sensation, a wildness in her belly. She tasted a new desire on her lips. She’d been dreaming of the island—Marquis Island—all night long: the air, the breeze, the scent of island wildflowers, and her legs opening wide as some man’s enormous cock was driven deep between her thighs. She rubbed against the sheets beneath her naked ass, while every sexual nerve in her was awakened by the memory of that dream. Her right hand strayed to the moist valley between her thighs, a finger pushing its way between the cleft formed by her plump labia. 

“No, goddammit!” she suddenly shook herself from the delightful amusement, and jumped from bed. As she headed for the shower, she tore off her nightgown and left it in her wake. Briefs to be filed in court, a new client at ten, and the verdict of Jones v. Dalton. Then dinner with Sandra and Elise. 

She rubbed her lean body with the foamy, tangerine scented body wash, then stretched to rinse the suds from her elongated breasts. Her belly was flat and firm, her thighs muscled from jogging, her bottom small, round and tight. As her hands glided over her flesh, the platinum bracelet slid down her arm; where it touched, the skin seemed to burn. For a moment, she fingered the shiny metal surface, then cradled it in her palm. Closing her eyes the island returned to her again…and Erik returned to her, vivid, as if he might walk through the door alive and breathing. Her dream reformed, and behind her husband loomed the vague image of another man, an unfamiliar face cloaked in darkness. Her eyes jerked open and the real world descended on her again. The water flowing over her skin seemed to soothe the fire stirring in her belly. Sighing deeply, she shook the troubling images from her mind once again and continued to rinse herself, as if she could end the moment without any further disturbance. But then her fingers glided against the brand on her left flank. EP. Her husband’s initial burned into her skin. Her belly spasmed hard, and she felt momentarily faint. The brand throbbed as hot as it had been when it was new. 

Oh, please! she pleaded to the steamy air. Jerking her hand away from her thigh, and her mind from the thoughts the mark evoked, she stepped from the shower and reached for her towel.


Chapter One

With her arms loaded with packages, Laney awkwardly reached for the door knocker and let if fall, announcing her presence at 23 Arbor St., Elise and Matthew’s brown Victorian row house. A moment later, Elise answered, looking like a vision of loveliness, as usual. Her mane of chestnut hair spread across her shoulders and her smile was gentle, although there was that fire in her eyes that Laney associated with the often high strung pianist. She was barefoot, dressed in a long, diaphanous, plum-colored skirt and a small t-shirt that rode up high enough to display her small white belly and a pierced navel. Jutting from her small breasts, Elise’s bud-shaped nipples poked right through the pale yellow fabric, and might have easily diverted Laney’s attention, however, those sweet buds were nothing unusual to Laney’s eyes. 

Instead, Laney stared at the navel ring in amazement. “Woah! Is that new?” 

Elise blushed. “You like it?”

“Humm. Don’t know… but I think it’s…it’s very you. I mean the whole outfit… you have me aghast,” she laughed.

“Really?”

“You suppose you could help me,” Laney asked, as she juggled the packages in her arms. 

From behind Elise, the voluptuous Sandra reached out to take the packages spilling from Laney arms. “What in god’s name did you bring?” she asked.

“Presents.”

“Presents?” Sandra’s blue eyes lit with interest.

“And wine, some cheese I bought at the deli, and Greek olives.”

“Oh, I see, you’re trying to make me fat. I’m on a diet, you know,” Sandra said

“You can diet tomorrow,” Laney crossed the threshold into the foyer. “How often is it that we get together?” She hugged Elise first, feeling the tickle of erotic excitement she brought with her bloom, then went on to melt into Sandra’s soft body. She stroked her long blonde hair and gave her an affectionate kiss on the cheek. 

“You both look so lovely…” Laney said, on backing off. She had to fight back tears. 

“Laney, it’s just the three of us, you can cry if you want,” Elise said. 

Laney took a deep breath, and shook her head. “No, not tonight. Tonight I’m not going to cry. Life moves on and mine will, too,” she breezed by them both on the way to the kitchen. “Tonight I plan to drink some wine and laugh with my friends.” She turned back as she reached the kitchen door. “Now it’s time to open your presents.”

***

The fire in the grate had turned into glowing embers. Three empty bottles of wine stood like small sentinels on the coffee table. The cheese and the olives, along with Elise’s salad and Sandra’s cold-cuts had been devoured an hour before. Now nourished, happy and just a little drunk, the trio sat on the floor before the hearth, their backs resting against the sofa and two facing leather chairs, the table between them. The warm air was like a liquid bath around them, sensuous, but alarming, because it signaled an erotic mood they might all have reason to fear. They were best friends, but they’d been keeping secrets—several months of secrets. Maybe it was Erik Priestly’s death that made them close in on themselves. Laney had been their rock, their leader, and she’d crumbled like an ancient ruin when her husband died. The three became islands of their own making, afraid to talk, to touch, to laugh as they had before, driven into their private worlds where no one could disturb them.

After having opened Laney’s presents—music boxes from Denmark she’d picked up on a recent business trip—an unsettling silence gathered around them like a heavily laden cloud. The music from the prettily decorated boxes had been haunting, not the gay melodies Laney remembered when she chose them. Clair de Lune had never sounded quite so sad. But it was more than just the sad notes that quashed their merry reunion. Not since the funeral had they been together like this. Yet, it wasn’t just the recollection of that last meeting that colored their mood, but something that reached even further back. 

“Do you ever think about the island?” Laney interrupted the quiet. She words slipped in, almost unbeknownst to her, as if she’d hadn’t really spoken them and they were still dancing in her mind. But with just the tiniest ripple of discomfort sweeping their intimate conclave, she knew that she had voiced her question and it had hit a nerve. 

“No, I never think about the island,” Elise jumped in. She grabbed her wine glass and took another long drink of her Chablis, fidgeting nervously with her funky skirt. 

“Really? I wonder why,” Laney mused. She wasn’t really asking for an answer. 

Elise looked troubled, while Sandra’s gleaming eyes surveyed them both. “I don’t believe that,” she chimed in with an accusation aimed directly at Elise. 

She backed up instinctively. Elise could look prim and proud—something her new casual wardrobe tried to contradict, and now woefully failed to do. The modest, self-effacing Elise reemerged. 

“Elise, I don’t believe you,” Sandra said bluntly, her eyes lit strangely now. “Things have happened…I sense they have for you, too. I don’t think you can rid yourself from its influence any more than Laney and I have been able to do.”

“Well, this is a switch,” Laney looked at Sandra a bit surprised. She could feel her friend’s fear as a layer of goosebumps spread like a rash across her arm. 

At that moment, a flame burst from the fire, its flickering light dancing across Sandra’s face. Something eerie, something wicked seemed to sweep through the room. Sandra hugged her arms as if she were shivering cold while Elise looked on with alarm and Laney’s vibrant expression pressed her friend for answers.

“I’m not sure the island has influenced me at all,” Elise said, defensively, as her gaze moved from one to the other. 

“You don’t you remember what happened on Marquis Island?” Laney tried again.

“Of course, I do,” she shot out, as if she was trying hard to forget. “What good is it to talk about…”

“We get stranded in a storm,” Sandra cut her off, “the boat won’t start, and suddenly we’re captive to Jason, Matthew and Erik, imprisoned in a strange house with that strange caretaker Archibald Devane and his vile book.” Suddenly she’s a little dreamy, staring trace-like into the fire. “Chapter by chapter we followed the path of some mysterious Marquis, and were turned into sex slaves…stripped, bound, beaten…used …” Each word and her voice softened a little more.

“Sandra, dear, do you think we could forget?” Elise tried again to stop her, speaking plainly, but maybe a little too curt. 

“I want to talk about it,” she declared, but her declaration was met with silence. Sandra looked up. “I have to talk about it. It’s impossible to forget—you’d think by now…. If I mention it to Jason, he just shrugs it off and when the three of us have been together—which has hardly happened—it sits like an elephant in the room that no one sees.”

“As I recall, Sandra,” Laney said, “you and Elise were both quick to write the experience off when I brought it up a few months after we got back.”

“Well, that was a stupid thing to do,” Sandra said flatly. “Although maybe that day, it wasn’t stampeding through my mind. But it has often enough since.”

“Really? Like how often?” Laney asked. 

“Often enough that we shouldn’t be sweeping it under the rug like that vacation from hell didn’t exist.”

“You thought it was hell?” Laney probed. 

Sandra waited to answer, then shrugged. “Depends on my mood.”

“And what has made your mood so dour today?” Elise asked. 

Sandra’s tone changed. Her blue eyes danced with amusement and her lips formed a pouty smirk. She made them wait, their anticipation turning the thick, fragrant air electric. 

“I saw Essex yesterday.”

“What!” Laney leaned forward, while Elise’s eyes shot open. 

Sandra sat back and smiled smugly, her fleshy body seemed to jiggle with satisfaction. Now she had their attention. She stared directly at Elise, whose eyes still shone with agitated fear.

“You remember, don’t you?” Sandra said. “He enslaved you, Elise, the way Darius enslaved me and that nasty Mistress Gina turned Laney’s world on end.” 

Elise appeared to shake off her alarm. “Of course, I remember him, Sandra,” Elise spoke ardently in an attempt to placate her troubled friend. Of course, she remembered Essex, the proper gentleman, the sadist, the master who bound her to a rack, beat her body raw and fist-fucked her ass to an orgasm she could never drive from her thoughts. Essex, who with Master Darius had branded all three women as properties, as slaves forever in the world of Marquis Island. “And you’ve seen him?”

“Yes.”

“How did that happen?” Elise was now all ears. Her heart was feverishly thumping, and her pussy clenched and moistened…just the sound of Essex’ name…  

Laney seemed hardly surprised at all that the man would reappear in the world of their real lives. In fact, she was surprised that this hadn’t happened sooner. 

“You remember, Elise,” Sandra spoke, “when you said you wanted to have a tattoo added to your brand, something to disguise it?”

“I never did,” Elise said. 

“Well, I tried to. I went to three tattoo artists. The first acted like he was scared of it, the second man just shook his head and said he didn’t do that kind of work, the third recognized the style of brand. He touched it admiringly and said something like, ‘This is a slave brand, isn’t it?’ The look in my eyes must have given me away because I know I didn’t answer him. Then he said, ‘You don’t tamper with a brand like this.’ I was spooked. I finally blurted out something stupid like, ‘How do you know that?’ His twisted smile made me want to run for cover. Like any minute I’d have whips and floggers raining terror down on me. I was so horny, I could hardly stand myself. In fact, I masturbated as soon as I got back in my car. Right in the parking lot behind the tattoo parlor, next to that old surplus store on 8th St.. I didn’t care if the neighborhood drunks were staring at me.”

“My god,” Laney gasped quietly. “When did this happen?”

“Year and a half ago, after we had that little get-together.”

“And Essex?” Elise’s questioning brought their attention back to the man. She had to know more, as the memory of this master emerged from the sanctuary of her deepest memories where it lay lurking like a haunting dream. 

“He came to me about six, maybe eight months, after I tried to have the brand altered. I have no idea if the two incidents were somehow connected; I never asked. I was sitting at that little sidewalk café by the new city center building, you know the one that changed hands a couple of months ago… Boogey’s, Bogarts… something like that…” Sandra looked at Elise’ and Laney’s shining faces, sensing their curiosity and feeling the intense passion behind their interest. The fire kept roaring back to life, then dying away to embers. It seemed like a night for ghost stories and spine-chilling memories; and they were only just getting started. “I was drinking coffee, thinking about the customer I’d just interviewed for a remodel of her kitchen, suddenly a man sits down beside me. I turn and see Essex, as straight as an arrow, as straight and formal as I remember him.” Sandra stared at Elise. “I couldn’t help but think of you.”

“Did he mention me?” Elise asked.

“No. He said he thought I might need him. That he was in town from time to time. By then, my eyes were bugged out and my heart had jumped into my throat and was banging about like a raging bear. I was almost sick to my stomach. But I sat perfectly still as if he’d ordered me to. He reached for my hand and covered it for a moment, then he ran one finger along the back, tracing a line up my arm. I was weak from trembling. I had this really strange feeling that what had happened on the island had not ended there, but had just gone on and I was trapped, a trapped slave, caught in the web of those men and women.” Sandra’s voice was terrified and very quiet, and her eyes had a faraway look as she dwelt on her recollection. Then she suddenly snapped-to, locking on to Laney first, who jumped back a bit, then Elise, who simply stared remotely. 

“You’ve been seeing him, haven’t you?” Laney said. 

“Four times now. I went home that first day and told Jason. I thought sure he would think I was nuts and tell me no way was his wife going to submit to another man, even if it was Essex. Instead, he looked at me really strangely and said, that yeah, maybe I should see him. I should let him have his way with me. ‘Are you serious,’ I exploded on him. ‘Yeah,’ he said. ‘You can’t deny what happened, Sandra. You were hot, really fucking hot. You go see him, and you bring that heat home to me.’”

“Jason actually said that?” the dumbfounded Elise gasped. 

“Yes, he did.” 

“And you’ve seen him four times,” Laney chimed in, “So what does he do?”

“He flies in on business and calls, telling me to meet him. Once was at his hotel room, the other times were in the homes of his friends. He likes the private houses better, says it’s more intimate—which obviously it is.” She stopped talking, looking up nervously at both women.

“So…” Laney had to prompt her.  

“So, he makes me take off my clothes and kneel for him. Then, depending on his mood, I wait on him like a serving wench. It’s kind of strange in a strange house, to be walking naked into the kitchen to make Essex a drink and find the lady of the house drinking her coffee or making dinner. The last woman told me she wanted to see me after I was punished. I was so embarrassed that I practically ran from the room.

“That afternoon, Essex gave me an enema in front of the woman’s husband. He had a whole room outfitted for medical play. It was cold and creepy and erotic and… oh, I don’t know, it had me shivering.”

“Really, Sandra, no…” Elise uttered through her mesmerized stupor.

“I knelt on a hardwood bench inside the sterile room, my ass in the air, my breasts crushed against the wood, strapped down with a belt, while a wave of hot soapy water swept inside my body, rushing like rapids into my bowels, going deep, like the water was going to fill me up and I’d burst at the seams. I got all confused and disoriented. The rushing water made me feel so desperate that I started to cry. After a while, the feelings seemed to settle, but the pressure was steadily building. That’s when Essex started beating my ass with a cane. I started to scream and they gagged me with a thick rubber hose, and he kept on beating my bottom. I was sure that I’d explode, but then suddenly I’m jerked to my feet and shoved into the bathroom. I was as weak as a kitten once I expelled the water, but my body was hungering for more. The pain and humiliation aroused me more than anything I remember doing on the island. It far surpassed Essex’ previous visits. A few minutes later, I was strung up in the center of that white-tiled room and the two men, Essex and his host, came on me from both sides, fucking my ass and cunt at the same time till I was delirious. I guess they’d removed the gag at some point, although I don’t remember exactly when. I don’t know how many times I came; it seemed like one long stream of crushing spasms. I couldn’t stop coming, and I could barely walk when it was over. 

“What I remember most,” her blue eyes blazed darkly, “—and this is so funny—” funny, but she wasn’t laughing and she didn’t look a bit amused, “I looked toward the door as I’m finally coming back to life, just before the men pull out, and there’s the wife I met in the kitchen staring at us. She’s drinking her coffee, all dressed up like a perfect suburban housewife, and there’s nothing odd at all about seeing a naked woman dangling from her ceiling, with cum juice dripping down her ass and legs.”

It took a long while before Laney spoke. “This happened yesterday?” 

The trance-like spell Sandra had maintained throughout her story seemed to break and she giggled nervously, “Yes.” 

Laney looked at her strangely… “So you want this, Sandra, or what?”

“I don’t know,” the emotional blonde seemed close to tears. “I only know that I can’t stop. I can’t tell Essex no.”

“And what about Jason? You told him what happened?” Elise asked. 

“Not exactly. Sure, he found out how I spent my afternoon, and was all smiles, all cock by the time I finished telling him the story. He started fucking me in the kitchen, then we moved to the living room. We fucked like a pair of minks until dawn, and I slept until just before I came over here. I guess I still barely believe it happened. There were other times, but yesterday was definitely the most extreme.”

Only the sound of the softly snapping fire was heard for several minutes as Sandra’s revelations sunk in and she finally added, tearfully, “I’m so glad we decided to meet, I had to tell someone, and you’re the only two people who would understand.” She looked at them for comfort, approval… something she sought with her deep, blue teary eyes.

She waited for comments, but none came. 

“Didn’t they say that their influence in our lives wouldn’t stop on the island?” she reminded them. “We didn’t believe them at first, but then this happens to me…” She stared back and forth from Elise to Laney. “Oh, please, come on now. You want to tell me that nothing unusual has happened to either of you since Marquis Island?”

Elise sighed audibly. “I need another glass of wine,” she said abruptly. “This one is wearing off.” She hopped to her feet, moving swiftly toward the kitchen and reemerged with another bottle of Chablis. “Anyone else need to soften the blow, huh?” She poured herself a glass, while Sandra turned down the offer and Laney held out her glass for more. 

“Elise, you’re flushed,” Laney said, as she sat back. 

“Am I?”

“Thinking of Essex?” Sandra asked. She wryly turned the phrase. 

“Actually no, dear, I’m not thinking of Essex at all.”

“Matthew?” Laney probed. Elise had a history of being obtuse. 

“Matthew?” said as if she could hardly remember that Matthew was her husband. “No, no.” She shook her head. “He’s been in San Francisco a lot in the last eight months.”

“Has something soured between you?” Laney wondered.

“I don’t know.” She half smiled, answering the question with the vague reply. “But you’re right, Sandra… life has not been the same since the island. Like you, I thought that world was just a break from reality, but the last eight months…there’s no Essex,” her voice was now musical and dreamy, “but, but… I guess I can’t keep the secret forever, can I?” The diminutive Elise liked to appear mysterious and uncertain. She was quiet, introspective, brooding at times, a little like a scared mouse. Her innate beauty soared with her music, and when she was sexually engaged, she could be the tigress. Until now… as far as anyone knew, she’d reserved the tigress for Matthew—and those few public moments on Marquis Island.

“Can’t keep what secret, Elise?” Laney spoke fiercely.

Elise smiled. She was thinking hard, looking for a way to keep from turning the night into her true confessions, but that wasn’t really possible. Maybe she was as torn inside as Sandra apparently had been. She didn’t know about Laney, although her intuition said that Laney was hiding something, too. Elise took her time; she always liked the drama behind a really good story. Although maybe this time, she didn’t need more drama, her monstrous story would stand on its own, drama enough. She got up and moved to the record player, one Matthew had bought at a flea market a couple of years before. It still played the old vinyl records beautifully. Elise loved to hear the loping sound of the turning disc, the slight lisp in the music, the scratches in the wearing grooves. Chopin’s Etudes. She could play everyone herself by heart, but tonight she was content to listen to her favorite recording.

Sandra was reclining on the couch now, while Laney remained as she had all night, sitting crossed-legged on the floor. The two waited for Elise to settle herself. The finicky pianist seemed a little more nervous than she had been before. Once the music started playing, she took a moment to fluff up the pillows on the chair opposite Laney—the floor was no longer comfortable—then she poured herself another glass of wine and slipped into the chair, settling in with a big sigh. 

The moment moved on with the sweet music lulling their wine-soaked senses, but they were immediately reawakened from a reflective daze when Elise finally made her grand announcement.

“I’ve been having an affair,” she said. Although she tried hard to sound fearless, her voice quavered slightly and she waited for her friends to say something, but neither Laney nor Sandra knew how to respond. By now, after so much delay, the announcement was hardly earth-shattering. Elise averted her eyes from their wondering expressions, while fingering her skirt nervously, making her look a lot more childish than womanly.

The awkward quiet begged to be broken, and Laney finally had to prompt her. “You obviously want to tell us, Elise, for crissakes get on with it!” 

“This isn’t easy,” she whined a bit.

“Well, it shouldn’t be,” Laney came back, irritated.

“Don’t you go judging me, Laney Priestly.”

“I only meant that having an affair wouldn’t be easy for you, confessing it even more difficult. I wouldn’t think it was in your nature.”

“Well, maybe my nature has changed—matured.”

“I really wouldn’t know, but you’re dying to tell us, so…” 

“It’s astounding even to me, I mean to admit I’ve been unfaithful, and yet being unfaithful to Matthew is furthest thing from my mind. It’s not about unfaithfulness at all.”

“So who’s your hot new lover,” Sandra wanted details. 

“Cabral Icaboni.”

“Who?”

“He’s the new conductor of the symphony. A phenom, a virtuoso. As you’d expect, he’s volatile—just like Matthew, but much younger.” Her eyes closed as if she were bringing him to mind that moment. “He has this patrician face that’s sculpted like a Greek God’s, and a rag mop of blonde hair that plays to the crowd of old ladies who will spend their season ticket money lusting after what’s in his pants. Like they’ll ever know.” The more she spoke, the more Elise drew in on herself, half mindful of her friends, half in the dreamland of her memories, grasping for every detail. “Matthew and I haven’t been doing well, not since the island, and that’s the plain facts of it. Matthew expected to go at a dead run into this sadomasochistic lifestyle. Whips and chains and leather, dungeon houses and bondage brothels. I told him no. Of course, I was frightened, but it was more than that. It’s so much easier to put on propriety’s clothes when you live in a normal world, with normal people behaving normally all around you. It’s just not me to be parading around in leather in some seedy underground dungeon, with unwashed hairy types, beer drinking Harley riders with their trashy females hanging on like pestering flies. I know, you don’t hear this kind of judgmental talk from me, but it’s what I think inside about that crowd. I tried it once, for Matthew’s sake. We went to this pubic dungeon in someone’s rank basement. It wasn’t exactly public; they required a password to get in. Anyway, after about a half hour, I couldn’t stand the smoke or the music or the people, and I practically puked in the bathroom. I called a taxi and went home, didn’t even tell Matthew I was leaving. I called him on my cell soon as I got home. He came home furious. It’s not been the same between us since, and now I think he has plans to move to San Francisco. I don’t know that for sure, he hasn’t said as much, but can feel him drawing further and further away…”

Sandra and Laney only needed to keep their eyes on her, Elise wouldn’t need prompting. 

“But this isn’t about Matt, it’s Cabral’s story,” she sighed. “About three months ago, a few weeks after he took over the orchestra, I was in the rehearsal hall after everyone had left. I was cleaning out my sheet music, bending over the piano, and suddenly Cabral is behind me. He puts his hand right on my thigh, right on top of the brand. It started to throb, like he’d turned on a switch. He started to rub it and I got all juicy between my thighs. At the same time, I was frozen, completely unable to move, I was so shocked. I’m thirty-two and married, he’s twenty-one and quite single. There’s not a runway model on the East Coast who hasn’t dated Cabral. And there are the Hollywood starlets, and a number of ingénues in the New York theatre crowd. He could have the entire flute section of the orchestra, and a couple of first violinists. But he doesn’t date the orchestra members. He said that to me as if it would be lowering his standards to fraternize with his underlings. 

“I’m older though, and good for other purposes he says…but that’s getting ahead of myself. Cabral has his hand on my thigh, pressing the brand as if he knows it’s there. ‘You have a special vibe,  Elise,’ he tells me. ‘I do?’ I said. I was petrified. ‘And you have a special assignment.’

“He stood up and put a key in my hand, a motel key for a place just outside of town on the state highway. ‘Come in your trench coat and a pair of high heels, red high heels, spiked high heels. Maybe a bra and panties, but that’s all. Tomorrow in the morning, ten o’clock.’

“Then he walked away. I stood up, not moving for a long time, gulping back pangs of guilty anguish, ‘what would Matthew say? … should I tell him…Elise! Are you crazy?’ I almost started to laugh out loud at how juvenile this was. I mean, isn’t that the most cliché of sex fantasies—the trench coat? I did it once for Matt in Spain, and it was hot. But to be ordered by a man eleven years younger than me, this punk phenom with the crazy hair and the swagger of a cocky adolescent…I was crazy to even consider it. 

“But the mark still burned like the day it was burned into my flesh on the island,” she sighed deeply. “The feeling kept spreading upward and going deeper inside. I could almost recall the throbbing of his groin against my ass. Was that real? Or did I just imagine his cock pressed to my bottom? I could have dismissed it out of hand, but there were the repercussions of this… what if… I could lose my job if the truth of our trysts ended up in the tabloids. Cabral is tabloid fodder, and there’s some morals clause in my contract—not to mention that I am a married woman. Cabral could cost me my position without tarnishing his. He could say that my tempo was sluggish, my technique is sloppy, that he wants me out of the orchestra, and has another better pianist he wants to audition. He’s already done this to Marion Brandt, so I know he has it in him to work whatever angles suit him. I’ve wondered if Marion had been caught in his trap. Had he demanded sex from her? Was that possible? Dear Marion,” her voice fell sadly. “Some people think I’m a stodgy stick in the mud, but Marion is twice as demure, and very mousy. Maybe that’s what he likes, unlikely women. I dismissed the idea, the craziness seemed to be spreading. But my head was swimming, fear and heat coming down on me at once. By then I hardly thought of Matt. My own survival. My own pressing need. Like Sandra,” she turned toward her friend on the couch, “I was hornier than I’d been since we were together on the island…

“I assume you men him?”

“Of course, I went,” Elise went on as she took gulps of wine to refresh her palate, although by then the wine was starting to taste bitter and sour her stomach. “In my red high heels, my trench coat and my sexiest Vicky’s Secret underwear. I get to the motel, to the room, and he’s already there, pacing, a drink in his hand—mind you, it’s ten in the morning. He’s wearing jeans and a white sweater, his hair as natty as usual, but he has this allure that shouts out, ‘I’m special, worship me, bitch!’ He’s moody and cross, just as he is with the orchestra, and he’s going to play me with the same precision as he does his one hundred piece instrument in the symphony hall. I know this the moment I step in the room. 

“He stares at me, while I stand shivering in my shoes. I’m a little dizzy…I mean very dizzy. I’m swaying in the high heels, nothing to hang on to but my fear. I still want to laugh, this seems so silly, he’s so serious, but I don’t laugh. I know what’s at stake and I know how my pussy lips will glisten for him once I open my coat, so I can hardly be blameless. It’s just astounding to me that he could know I’d be an easy mark. 

“While he’s casually drinking his scotch at ten in the morning, he tells me to open the coat. I do and stand there before him, practically naked. ‘Turn around,’ he tells me. I turn three hundred and sixty degrees and then face him again, feeling my body teeter a little off balance like a reprimanded schoolgirl. I right myself and wait. 

“‘I need a whipping girl,’ he announces without batting an eye, ‘And you’re it, Elise. I like that you’re older than me. It’s kind of like fuckin’ with the babysitter, don’t you think?’ His lip sort of turned up in a twisted, smug way. ‘You’re going to satisfy my cravings to punish women. You will bend to me, bend before me. You’ll do any damn thing I ask when I have you here.’ 

“I can’t believe what he wants. I’m howling inside, trying to figure a way out of this, meanwhile, I’m sweating with arousal and my pussy is leaking juices down my thigh. He notices, of course, and that only gives him more ammunition. ‘You’ve got the kind of nature that submits to men, so you might as well submit to me. I know you want me, that you despise me at the same time, but that doesn’t really matter, Elise, because you’re going to do this, so we can both stay sane.’

“I closed my coat, about to run off, and he walks closer, stands right in front of me. I smell the liquor on his breath. I feel the heat of his body, and then his hand clutching the back of my neck. ‘Someone branded you,’ he says, ‘which means you belong to some man; I think that man should be me. You think I’m insane, but look at you. You came with so little persuasion on my part. I’m sure you’re afraid of me, you want your job. It’s a good job that your talent is barely suited for, and you know that too. So, we have a deal now, don’t we, Elise?’ I didn’t flinch, and I didn’t speak, so he shakes my head. ‘Yes, we have a deal,’ I said, bowing my head. It shames me that I can be bought so cheaply.

“He shoved me to the floor, on my knees, my back to him, and took out a cat o’nine tails and whipped my back. My cunt was scorching hot and ready to come by the time he finished, and dropped to his knees behind me. He’s got a long, arched cock that goes places Matthew’s just won’t go. He had my hair in his hand, his other hand grabbing at my hip and the hot brand. He was all pent-up that first day. After he came the first time, he put me on the bed on my hands and knees and used the cat on my ass and the back of my legs, going over the flesh again and again. I thought he’d never stop. I was about to scream when he finally dropped the thing and shoved himself inside me again.” 

Elise stopped for a moment, while the three collectively caught their breath.

“Two weeks later, before the opening night of the symphony season, he stopped me in the hallway just a half hour before the curtain was to rise. ‘In my dressing room,’ he says. I hadn’t been with him again since that first day, and I was a little anxious about that. Of course, I knew the whole arrangement was dangerous, but I wanted it even if it was. He’d been the only thing in my mind, and I know Cabral could see that in my eyes every time I looked at him during rehearsal. I went to the dressing room just as he ordered. He stared at me, like he’d stared at me in the motel room, then said, ‘Take off your panties.’ I was all dressed up, make-up perfect, my clothes immaculate, you know me, I won’t go on stage otherwise. This could get ugly, I’m thinking, but I lifted my skirt and removed my panties and handed them to him. He proceeded to drop them in his trash can and turned back to me, ‘Unzip your dress and straddle the chair,’ he pointed to a straight back chair he’d placed there for the occasion. I did as he asked, drawing the zipper down my back, my head bowed like a measly slave girl, then I climbed on the chair, having to hike the skirt up around my waist. I could imagine the wrinkles forming in the cloth. Something Cabral wouldn’t care about. I shrugged the dress off my shoulders and leaned into the back of the chair, as I offered my flesh for the braided flogger he had clasped in his hand. I held my breath and tucked my head, while the ferocity of his wrath rained on me again. It might have been a small flogger, but this was a lively one, jumping across my skin like a cunning joker, cutting my flesh to shreds, to the point just before it started to bleed. My naked cunt rocked against the wooden seat; I ground it in harder, the harder he whipped me, mewling softly as the rush of endorphins carried me away. He whipped me until he exhausted himself, maybe about five minutes, almost non-stop. The punishment was horrific and wonderful, but I couldn’t imagine recovering enough to play my solo—which would begin no more than fifteen minutes after the opening curtain.”

Elise paused, her eyes connected with both Sandra and the mesmerized Laney. 

“Both of you were there that night, in the second row.”

“Yes, and you played like an angel, Elise,” Laney remembered. 

“I know. He made me a better pianist and I made him sane enough to be brilliant.” Elise smiled. “I asked him later how he knew about the brand. ‘How do I know these things? I have no idea,’ he said. We don’t talk about why I have to do this. He knows I’ll do anything he asks. He likes thinking of me as the over-the-hill woman. I don’t think of myself that way. Not at all. I still feel foolish being dominated by this horny, overachieving kid. He’s still dating starlets, going to head-banging nightclubs, downloading hip-hop to his I-Pod and ‘IM-ing’ his Gershwin trio friends about the cute cunt with the big boobs in the first row of the string section. Dammit!” her emotions rose and her shame twisted in her gut. “I’m so deeply into this man—I couldn’t extricate myself from him without severely damaging my career. And, of course, Matthew knows nothing about it,” she took a deep breath, as she finally reached the end.

She looked up, as if a great load had been lifted off her weary shoulders. “So, now I’ve told you everything.” 

All was quiet in Elise’s living room for a long time. The pretty, chestnut-haired pianist had talked herself hoarse, maybe as much as she’d ever talked at one time. 

Laney commented first, “So this had nothing to do with the Island, or the Marquis…?”

“Nothing.” Elise thought a moment. “Not as far as I know. How would Cabral know about that scene? He’s just a kid from New York, who took Julliard by storm and now has taken over me. I keep thinking he’ll tire of me, and I weep about that. He even had me here, in my own house just last week, in my own bed, in Matthew’s bed. I did get him to promise he wouldn’t take those chances again, but if he showed up on my doorstep now, I’m not sure I could send him away.” 

“What if during one of the little scenes before a performance, someone just walks into his dressing room?” Sandra asked, sounding shell-shocked by the torrent of raw passion behind Elises’s story. 

“I try not to think about that.”

“So, does he use you often?” she probed further.

“So far, every week. Sometimes after rehearsal, sometimes before, sometimes the motel or his apartment—but only once at his apartment. I’m not a girlfriend, I’m his whipping girl. That distinction has been made very clear. I probably need to speak to him about discretion, since he’s as deeply into this as I am, and it would be damning to both of us.”

“Be careful, Elise, and be careful with Matthew,” Laney warned. “Could you imagine what he’d say, what he’d do?”

“I’m as careful as I’m going to be, Laney. Maybe I have a handle on this, maybe not. But I don’t expect it to stop anytime soon. The island made me fair game, vulnerable to creative sadists…what did it make you?” she paused. “What about you? You started this, you begged us for these confessions.”

“Begged? I don’t remember that.”

“Oh, but Laney, you have this way about you. You’ve always been an instigator, a goad. You know that.”

“My story is more simple than either of yours.” Laney smiled, unable to hide now. “As you already know, Erik and I got pretty deeply involved with Domination and submission. Now since his death, I’ve become famished…so thirsty for sex that I feel as though I’m crawling in the desert gasping for water…and none comes. I can’t continue on like this. I know it’s only been six months, but I can’t wait as my desires grow stronger every day. That’s why I’m taking off next week—call it a vacation, I really don’t know what it will turn out to be, but I’m returning to Marquis Island.”

“What? Why?” the two women chimed in at the same time, both completely baffled.

Laney held up her arm and the bracelet that encircled it. The metal gleamed yellow in the light of the flickering candles and the fire, which was nearly out. 

“This is the Marquis’ bracelet,” she said. “Several months before Erik died, he met someone; I never knew exactly who he was, I never met the man. I only know that he was a member of the Marquis’ elite circle of masters. He gave Erik the bracelet and then Erik gave it to me and I agreed to wear it. In doing that, I surrendered myself to a way of life, to rules, and an extreme form of sexuality that gave me more satisfaction than I could ever have otherwise. I put my life in Erik’s hands, and because I accepted this bracelet, I became bound to the Marquis. I know it sounds extreme, but I have to pursue this; I can’t let the promise of this bracelet end with Erik’s death.”

The two women stared in stunned silence at the bracelet they had assumed was a gift from Erik; they knew it was inscribed, although they’d never seen the actual inscription. 

Laney showed them the inscription now: Property of the Marquis.

The pair sat back, mouths open in astonishment.

“If I am the Marquis’ property, then I need to find him.”


Chapter Two

Dozens of boats formed a forest of masts that rose high above her head. The docks were crowded and hot, the humid air sweltering, except when a breeze came in off the ocean and momentarily cooled the skin. Laney was the picture of a classy, sexual woman, dressed casually in a pair of white shorts and a yellow halter top that nicely accentuated her hourglass figure, her ample chest and her tawny skin. The hint of her nipples was visible at first glance, in style with fashion but not bold enough to assault the eye. She wore a broad-brimmed sun hat to shade her face from the intense Caribbean sun, a pair of dark tortoise-shell sunglasses, and the Marquis’ platinum bracelet, along with several silver bangles on her left arm. 

Laney shuddered with remembrance as she walked along the docks toward the boat rental hut, trying to push away thoughts of Erik. This wasn’t about Erik anymore; he hadn’t deigned to stay in her life. Sometimes she was very angry about his death. She resented his checking out so early with so many questions left unanswered. Not the least of which was the mystery of the bracelet he’d placed around her wrist in a ceremony that signaled a deeper union between them as Owner and property, Master and slave—she was still not completely sure how Erik would have described them. Now Erik didn’t matter. She belonged to the Marquis, not her dead husband. 

Sandra had Essex. Elise had her blonde boy conductor. And Laney had nothing but the bracelet. There were other options, certainly; cutting it off being one. But finding the man who owned it, who owned her seemed to be the only option she’d consider. 

For months, Laney had believed that some unknown stranger might arrive on her doorstep and announce themselves as the Marquis—or his agent. Erik’s death had been public enough; anyone who knew him, knew he’d died. Learning that Essex had been in contact with Sandra confirmed that the masters from Marquis Island still had their eyes on the three women. But still no one came to claim her…or even use her. Why? The question begged an answer and consumed her thoughts for hours on end. 

When no one appeared, she’d decided to take the matter into her own hands. This was certainly not a submissive thing to do, but what other choice did she have, with a well-spring of desire attacking her every day, and the reminder of that raw sexuality of submission physically burned into her flesh and the bracelet an even more visible reminder.

“Sir!” she stood at the front of the rental hut, waving to the young man inside, who was eating an island rice dish and drinking Dr. Pepper. He turned around, and with eyebrows raised, set his meal aside and walked forward. 

“I need to hire a boat and driver to take me to Marquis Island.”

“We no rent boats for island.”

“Oh, but you do. I was there before.”

The small brown-skinned man shook his head. “No go there. Private island.”

“Please, it’s just a run-down old estate. I’m a photographer, she held up her high-priced digital camera. I’m scouting the place for a photo shoot.”

“No, can do that, Lady. No one goes there.”

“Please. I pay well…”

He shook his head again.

“Maybe a fisherman, or someone with a pleasure boat?” she nodded toward the maze of boats behind her. “You know someone?”

“No, ma’am, no fishermen go there. Island bad news. Old man drown there last year. It’s all closed down now.”

“Please!”

He shook his head and Laney turned away, sighing miserably. To charter a plane to St. Martina only to be turned away was not what she expected, so she struck out on her own to speak with the boat owners and fishermen…certainly there was someone who could help her. She worked her way along the wharf, asking around and getting no results, until a middle-aged sailor wearing a white cap, and about to set off in his thirty foot sailboat, directed her to a fishing boat, and a fisherman at the far end of the farthest dock, closest to the bay and the ocean beyond. 

“He sometimes goes that way. He’s been looking in on the island since the old man died.”

“The old man?” Laney wondered aloud. “Would that be Archibald Devane?”

“Yeah, that was his name,” the friendly fellow smiled. 

“Well, thank you. I appreciate the information.”

Laney took off down what seemed to be oldest of the docks, which was a little rickety now. She stepped carefully to avoid the broken boards. Her heart fluttered excitedly when she finally spotted a man on the boat at the end of the dock. She moved on unwaveringly until she was standing behind the fisherman. He couldn’t have seen her with his back to him as he bent over a tangle of fishing nets at the bottom of his boat. 

“Sir!” she tried to stir the fellow. “Sir! May I speak with you?” She raised her voice so it would rise above the sound of cawing gulls and a boat engine that nearly drowned out her voice. 

She waited and was about to try again, when he suddenly turned around. Laney jumped back startled, staring into a much younger face than she anticipated. He wore baggy shorts, a faded purple t-shirt and a pair of sturdy boots. He couldn’t be more than forty, and was likely more her age of thirty-two. His face sported two maybe three days growth of beard and his short hair was in need of a trim. For just an instant, Laney had the distinct impression that the face of a Wall Street banker lay underneath his scruffy visage. And the way his pale grey-blue eyes lit into her, she was momentarily shaken.

“What can I do for you?” he asked, turning back to his work, focusing his attention on the fishing nets.

“I was told that you might be able to take me to Marquis Island.”

“You mean Lower Gull Isle,” he came right back.

“No, I mean Marquis Island.”

“Yeah, well the old man died,” he said, as he shifted a net from one side of the boat to the other, “and the pretty resort is pretty much a ruin now.”

“But you could take me there?”

“Yeah, maybe. The owner doesn’t much like people poking around, but they do.”

Laney waited for him to speak again, but he continued his work, ignoring her. 

“So, what can I pay you? It’s very important that I return there.”

“You’ve been there before?” he briefly glanced her way. 

“Once. A few years back. I was stranded there with my husband and some friends.”

“So, why go back?”

She had no intention of telling him the real reason, but she was prepared for the question and had her explanation ready. “I’m a photographer. I’m scouting out places to do fashion photo shoots. Marquis Island would be perfect. There’s a breathless tropical ambience you just can’t duplicate with sets.”

The fellow looked up again, a bit more interested now. He cocked his head and squinted, his deeply suntanned skin creasing at the corners of his eyes, He raised his hand to shade them from the sun’s glare. He probably couldn’t see her face with sun behind her. 

“Five hundred dollars. US,” he said.

“Five hundred?” she looked shocked, but she really didn’t care. She’d pay him five thousand if that’s what it took.

“That’s the price. Take it or leave it. We can shove off tomorrow ‘bout noon, after I’m back from my early morning rounds.”

“Okay, I’ll be here.”

“Cash. Small bills, please, something I can spend.”

“You’ll have it.” She had twice as much cash in her purse. “I’m Laney Priestly,” she held out her hand.

He shook his head and smiled, holding up his grimy ones for her to see.

She smiled back. “Well, it is a pleasure to meet you.”

After a thorough inspection of the fisherman, she decided that there was nothing particularly unusual about him. He had an average build, muscled as you would expect from his occupation. He had a direct manner, and appeared honest and hard-working. She’d give him a decent tip. 

“Alex Greenwood,” he said. 

“I’ll be here at noon,” she replied.

“I should be back by then, but don’t worry if I’m not, I won’t forget.”

“Okay,” she smiled warmly.

Laney’s worries settled, knowing that she had a means to get back on the island. What troubled her more was the death of Archibald Devane, something she hadn’t expected. It was in her mind to speak with him about the island, the bracelet and the Marquis. What answers to her dilemma that the island could give up on its own she wasn’t sure of, and this put her trip in a whole new light. But she also knew that regardless of her narrowed opportunities for information, she’d make the trek and hope she’d find something on the island to guide her next step.


Chapter Three

An empty barrel sitting on the dock beside Alex Greenwood’s boat slip became a perch to wait on. Like the day before, the midday sun beat against Laney’s skin. She wore khaki hiking shorts and a sleeveless cotton shirt and a lacy black bra. Staying cool in this heat was proving difficult. She hoped that Marquis Island would be more pleasant. Instead of her purse, she stuffed a number of items into a backpack: a change of clothes, some granola bars and beef jerky, just in case, and three bottles of water. This was intended to be a day trip, but you never knew what the weather might be like in this part of the world. She’d been stranded there once, and wanted to be prepared.

To remain accurate to her cover story, she carried her camera on a strap that went around her neck. Taking pictures could be an excellent diversion should the conversation with her guide lag. 

At half past noon, Alex Greenwood and his boat, Princess Sea Bird, pulled into the boat slip. 

“You ready?”

“I’m here!” she said with a sunny smile, as she let the man help her into his boat. What had once been covered with fishing nets and his equipment was now cleaned out and washed down. Two deck chairs sat where the nets had been, under a small canopy. 

“Make yourself at home,” he said. “I’ll get us started. Trip should take about two hours.”

***

Alex Greenwood’s boat landed at a broken down dock about three o’clock. The fisherman tied up to a piling, and helped Laney to the shady beach. She’d noticed sometime earlier that he cleaned up rather nicely. Wearing a fresh and much newer t-shirt and baggy shorts, he could have easily been a tourist, not a fisherman taking a few hours off in the middle of a day. If he trimmed up his unkempt hair and scruffy beard, he might even be handsome. 

The hike up the beach was more strenuous than Laney remembered it. With Erik and their friends, it had taken place during a stormy night when getting undercover was of utmost importance. Now her legs felt a little weak by the time she and the fisherman made it through the rocks and the tall grasses and spotted the estate house some yards beyond. It was a welcome sight and one she remembered with a pang of grief she’d not felt since her trip to Marquis began. She remembered Erik leading his party of friends to the safety of the house the night they were stranded on the beach. She knew that the imprint of his easy dominance would linger on her psyche forever.

Although her body ached from the lengthy trek, once they finally landed on the cool verandah that surrounded the ancient estate house, her excitement was suddenly revived. Memories of the sexual deviance she submitted to there came swarming back to her as she inspected the old place. With every turn along the porches, and as they moved into the house and surveyed the rooms, the images of Sandra, Elise, Matthew, Jason, Erik and herself playing games of sadomasochism returned to her. Raw hedonistic feelings clung to her body like the vines that covered half the house. Although the estate was practically a ruin three years before, it still seemed substantial then, hardly as fragile as it seemed now… now it was becoming part of the jungle, the roof and verandah sagging into the soft ground beneath it. Most of the windows were broken out and most of the furnishings that were durable enough to be usable before had been picked over by island scavengers, who must have slipped in and out by boat on those nights when there was no one to keep watch over the island’s only safe port. 

White tattered curtains danced in the open windows—the breeze was still sumptuously fragrant, just as Laney remembered it. In places, the plaster had peeled away to the raw boards beneath. She moved through the dining, living room and into the library, where the infamous Marquis Book of Pleasure once resided. The library shelves were half-empty now with some of the contents ransacked, books strewn everywhere on the library floor. She shuddered, as the thought of that astounding book returned to her mind. She hoped she’d have an opportunity to hunt it down, but with the fisherman hovering close, she continued her inspection moving back into the main living room.

Despite the chaotic state of the once grand home, Laney’s memories continued to surface undaunted. The alcoves with their bondage rings were still intact. And the fireplace where they’d warmed themselves, before which they’d sprawled out, while listening to Erik read the Marquis’ shocking book, looked as stately as ever. She saw Sandra and Elise in various states of undress, making lurid moves on the horny Matthew and Jason. The cocks, the bared crotches. The unfettered sexual debauchery. Her moist cunt itched now with the graphic images flooding back with renewed life. 

As she walked among the ruins, off to one side, Alex Greenwood observed her carefully, apparently studying her movements with interest. Laney’s crotch reported her observations, growing heavier and more sexually aroused with each memory that piled on the oppressive heap.

“I thought this was about taking pictures,” the fisherman suddenly interrupted the silent vigil. 

Laney jerked and turned about, as a foreboding chill raced up her back.

“Oh, it is!” she came right back. “I’m just looking for the right backdrops. Things have changed so much since I was here.”

“If you ask me, you look like you’re walking down memory lane,” he challenged her. She chilled again. Did he know what was in her mind? Was he guessing what happened three years before? Was it possible that he knew about the sadomasochistic rites that once took place here?

He’d called the island by another name when they met, and she had assumed that he was just a local fisherman, in no way associated with the activities that made the island so unique, but maybe she’d been wrong. 

She turned to him. “Yes, I suppose I was recalling when I was here before. But there’s also a lot to be considered in the kind of photo shoot I’m thinking of. I hope there won’t be a problem if we have a crew here, maybe ten or so?” Alex shrugged as if it didn’t matter. “Just a couple models, but we have to have a make-up artist, a stylist, and, you know, the assorted people necessary to pull off this sort of project.” Of course, the fisherman wouldn’t know if what she said was true or not. Nor did Laney know much about fashion photo shoots, but she thought her performance at least sounded authentic. 

She took the opportunity to pull out her camera and moved back through the rooms she already inspected, taking pictures that seemed to have some artistic element, which might show off a line of designer beachwear. Her ruse amused her, but she had to keep up the game in order to fool her guide. What a story this would make to tell Elise and Sandra when she got back! She finally moved out to the verandah and the fisherman followed along.  

Wondering what Alex Greenwood really knew about the island made his vigilance unnerving. Could he be imagining her naked, costumed like the slut she’d become, bound as she’d been bound, abused as she’d been abused? She breezily snapped her photographs, even as her mind worried over the possibilities and became increasingly concerned. Alarm bells began to go off in her feverish brain. 

Was it possible that her guide was on the island during the days of that wild savagery, when she, Elise and Sandra became the centerpiece of the debauched bacchanalian rites? She suddenly froze under the weight of that thought, her back to the fisherman, her skin crawling with the prickly feeling of a spider’s legs moving slowly toward her bare neck. There was no spider, of course, just the fisherman’s eyes.

Getting back her composure wasn’t easy, but it was necessary. She took a cleansing breath and turned around smiling. “I think I’d like to walk around the place,” she said cheerily, “I remember the overgrown gardens. I’m sure they are savage by now.” Then, as if the gods of the island were getting back at her for the continuing lie, she nonchalantly stepped off the verandah without looking where she was going and her foot came down in a pothole she didn’t see. Laney felt her ankle cruelly twist. Her body started to crash toward the ground, but just then, the fisherman lurched forward, seized her arm and pulled her upright. He held her tightly, moving her toward firm ground. She was caught in his grasp, a burst of energy making her entire body tingle. 

“Ah, geez, that hurts!” she fumed miserably. 

Although she tried to ease away from the man, he kept her close. “You okay?”

“Yes, yes, I’m fine.” Although any little pressure on her ankle caused another stabbing pain.

“You know, it’s a little dangerous around here,” Alex said. “I’m not sure it’s the best place for some fancy fashion shoot.”

“I really don’t know right now,” she said, despairingly. She was feeling stupid and very tired of this silly game. And now her ankle ached so much that she could barely walk. Although she was able to pull from the fisherman’s grasp, she winced again as she stepped down on her injured foot. “Maybe I could sit down inside for a minute. My ankle is throbbing. It will be fine…but…”

Alex had his arm around her before she could say more and helped her back inside the house, moving into the library where there was still a place to sit. He deposited her in one of the old brocade chairs—she remembered the chair well from being in the room before. This one was still covered with a sheet, which Alex whisked away before he sat her down.

“You know my backpack is on the ground outside, I have a bottle of water inside. Do you suppose…?”

Her guide took no more prompting to retrieve the backpack and have it resting in her lap a minute later. 

“You want one?” Laney asked, pulling the Evian from inside. 

“I have my own,” the fisherman said, patting his canteen.

The water tasted cool and refreshing. The afternoon heat seemed to be building, and at that moment, there was little breeze to cool the air. In fact, the air around her seemed as stifling as the erotic energy, which grew more potent the longer she stayed. Maybe it was memories pressing down from every angle, every view of the old house. And her own aching and unmet need; it seemed like years not months since she had any sexual satisfaction. Now, inside this place of dreams and fantasy and her brutal awakening to the seamier side of sex, the screams and the laughter of those torrid days were all around her once again, as if they’d remained locked inside this space and would continue to reverberate off the walls until the walls finally vanished.

If she could only have a moment alone. 

But the fisherman was kneeling at her feet, inspecting her throbbing foot with warm and powerful hands. 

He twisted the ankle.

“Ouch!”

“Hurt?”

“Yes, it hurts.”

“Sorry.” He tried again, moving the joint very slowly. “Just want to make sure it’s not broken.”

“Oh, I’m sure it’s just a little strained.”

“But we’d better stay here a while and let it rest. That’s a nasty hike back to the boat with a bum ankle. I’m not sure I’m up to carrying a grown woman out of here.”

“I’m so sorry. I feel like such a klutz.”

He shrugged, smiling, then backed off. 

“You think you’re okay here?” he asked. “I’m going to go back to the boat. There are some sandwiches and fruit in my cooler. I’m getting hungry.”

“I hate to be so much trouble.”

“Well, you did pay me five-hundred bucks. Might as well get your money’s worth. You sit tight, don’t move. We’ll put your leg up.” He dragged over a footstool and rested her leg on top. “I think I might have an ice-pack in the boat. I’ll be back in twenty minutes.” Alex Greenwood moved out quickly, leaving Laney the alone time she so desired.

Laney put her head back and rested, trying to quell her agitation. She remembered her mission—information about the Marquis. She had nothing so far, and if she left now the trip would have been a complete waste. 

Finally opening her eyes, Laney looked about. It was one bit of luck to have been left in the library. With a lawyer’s keen eye for detail, she gazed around the room, her eyes searching for something. Although she had little hope of finding what she wanted, she had to try. She had only twenty minutes to herself—and had probably wasted the first five, so despite the bum ankle, she pulled herself up by her arms, and began to hop about on one foot, looking through the books that were strewn across the floor. With its appalling message emblazoned forever on her psyche, she’d recognize the thin black leather book in a heartbeat. As she searched, she kept looking out the library window where she had a full view of the path that led to the beach, and would see her guide on his return. She finally reached the far bookcase, where there were still a number of volumes sitting upright. Many were leather bound and cumbersome Encyclopedias from 1963, quite unlike the Marquis’ small missal. She pulled each aside and felt behind it, looking for something hidden there. She searched one shelf, then a second. She had to stretch a bit to reach, but suddenly her heart leapt with excitement as her hand reached back behind two heavy books and found something—definitely a hidden book. She tugged and finally stumbled back, wincing as she stepped on her bum ankle. But she was gladdened by her find.

This was not the black volume she hoped for, but her heart practically stopped the instant she read the title of the slim, burgundy leather book, Property of the Marquis.

Her heart began to beat rapidly.

Her eyes strayed to the bracelets on her wrists and the platinum one that was deliberately hidden by half a dozen bangles. The inscription: Property of the Marquis, exactly as it appeared on the book she held. 

A moment later, she heard the sound of the fisherman whistling. One glance out the window and she saw him walking rapidly toward the house. She came down on her ankle again, as she started back toward the chair. “Yeeeouch!” she grimaced. She hopped the rest of the way with the book in hand and shoved it into her backpack. Then, after gently propping her foot on the stool, she took a deep breath. She looked up when she heard Alex’s footsteps coming into the house. Her eyes suddenly fixed on the bookcase from across the room, seeing the volumes of the Encyclopedia now in disarray. Would the fisherman notice? she wondered guiltily.

She felt dreadfully chagrined. But was a little innocent search so bad? A little curiosity? Of course not. Laney wasn’t one to lie or steal or manufacture schemes to hide her intentions, now in one day, she’d done all that. And with her mysterious prize now stuffed into her backpack, she felt like a naughty child with a stolen cookie. 

“You been good?” the fisherman entered the room, like he actually knew what she had done, although there was a big smile across his face. Forgetting the question, he set his knapsack on the floor and pulled out an ice pack that he carefully positioned on Laney’s ankle.

“Did I get the sore spot?” 

“Yes, yes, that’s great. Thanks.” She could already feel the cold starting to numb the ache. 

Then Alex pulled out two sandwiches, handed her one, then sat in a chair opposite hers to eat. Laney smiled. Nothing like food to quell ones nerves. She opened the baggie finding a delicious looking turkey sandwich on rye, with Swiss cheese, pickles, the works. The man certainly had good taste. 

“Thanks, this looks a lot better than my granola bar.”

“I always travel prepared. A fisherman never knows what’s going to happen when he’s on his boat.”

They ate in silence, Laney’s concern over the stolen book all but forgotten, although her curiosity about the man turned into a simple question. 

“So, how did you happen to be the caretaker of the island?”

“Well, that’s kind of mistaking my role. There is no caretaker anymore, not since Devane died.”

“I thought he owned the island,” she said.

“No.” He shook his head. “The owner is some guy who lives in Europe most of the time. I check the place about once a month, maybe more if I’m by here. But no one uses the place anymore except for the vandals, as you can see. This building hasn’t been safe for some time.” He looked up toward the ceiling as if he expected it to fall down any minute. 

“So, have you been doing this long?”

“Just after old Archie died a couple years back I got a call. It puts some extra money in my pocket now and then. Although I kind of like the old place. Sometimes I sleep here when I need a place off the water and it’s too far back to port. But that’s not very often.”

“So, you must have known ‘old Archie,” Laney said. 

Alex shrugged. “Not well. He’d come into port for food when he needed it, and we might pass the time of day, but that’s about it. You sound like you knew the man.”

“He was here when my friends and I were stranded here. He was very kind. Made it clear that we could use the house. He even helped get our boat back up and running.” 

Nothing that the fisherman said gave Laney any further clue to his association with Archibald Devane or the Marquis. Maybe he was telling all there was to tell, although he could have been deliberately obscure. Whichever was the truth, she was nervous in his company, and thought perhaps that it was time to head out. As much as she wanted to find the Book of Pleasure, she couldn’t see an opportunity to further her search. 

They’d finished their sandwiches and Alex ate an apple. Laney declined one for herself. 

“So,” she said, breaking the awkward silence, “maybe it’s time I tried this ankle. What do you think?” She started to rise from her chair.

“Give it a go,” he said, then he sat back and watched her gingerly move toward the bookcases. 

Laney’s plan was a good ruse to give the bookcases a second look without being obvious, and she deliberately took her time. However, with the fisherman’s eyes on her, she worried that every move only incriminated her more completely. 

“How’s it feel?” he finally asked. 

“Pretty good,” she turned back smiling.

“You still thinking this would be a good place for your fashion shoot?” he asked.

“Maybe. When I get back, I’ll have to look at the pictures and see what I have before I can make a decision. But you’d be surprised how these old walls will photograph. It’s a special kind of ambience,” she gazed around appreciatively. 

“I really wouldn’t know; it just seems like an old house to me.”

Laney continued her walk around the library, testing her foot, while casually browsing the shelves. She stopped suddenly, having spotted a book that urged a close look. Letting her idle curiosity lead, she moved a little closer to her find and absently ran her hand along several volumes. She picked up a couple, browsed through them and put them back, then in the same manner, she picked up the black leather-bound book that was the object of her interest. Her whole body shuddered, fear and trepidation settling in her gut, as if she felt an energy emanating from the book itself. Her excitement swelled. She turned the book over, feeling her heart beat a little faster, then she opened the cover, seeing the name she hoped to find. She tried hard not to let her exhilaration show as she read those familiar words. Meanwhile, the fisherman watched her closely, waiting for her to speak, his silence almost challenging her to report what she had found. But after thumbing through a few pages, Laney put the book back on the shelf, regretting that she hadn’t seen it earlier when she’d taken the diary. 

“Anything interesting?” Alex asked.

Though still quaking from her discovery, Laney turned, remaining poised, “You wonder why these books have been left here. They might actually be valuable.” 

“Well, in fact, they were due to be boxed up and shipped out.” 

“Really? Something you’re going to do?” 

“Nope, not me. But no one’s showed up so far.”

Still hiding her present distress, she smiled and carefully moved on. As she moved away from the Marquis’ book, she could feel the power of it tugging her back, wanting her, begging her to take it. If only the fisherman would leave the room again so she could be alone. If only. She’d stuff it alongside the other and pray that no one would ever know. 

The room seemed to warm now; there was no breeze and Laney’s breathing felt ragged and edgy. Her nerves overwrought. Her skin clammy with sweat. She wanted to escape the heat and the suffocating feeling that closed in all around her, but she couldn’t leave. She needed to stay—stay with the book, her book, her prize. It belonged to her, her mind insanely rattled on. 

But there was the fisherman, with his eyes still fixated on her—he probably couldn’t care less if she took the book, but she didn’t dare ask. She was too afraid. He might ask questions she would be afraid to answer, uncover her lie, climb even deeper inside her than he already was. She was practically convinced that he knew something more about the island than he’d shared so far. 

Laney gazed back at him, smiling chagrinned and self-conscious. So restless and so scared, she knew it was time to get away from this damning place. It knew her secrets, her lies, the trickery so out of character for a woman whose life had always been about uncovering truth. She couldn’t stay here any longer and maintain the façade. Like the walls of the crumbling house, her front was falling into disarray. The fisherman’s eyes kept seeking her out as if they knew the truth and were just waiting for her confession. He wouldn’t leave her alone. She suddenly turned back to face him, and was about to suggest they leave, but before she could speak, she saw his eyes light on her left hand.

“That’s an interesting bracelet you’re wearing, Ms. Priestly,” he said.

Laney bristled. The blood froze inside her veins and she stood motionless for several seconds.

“You mean…” Her hand finally went to the platinum band, covering it, as she felt its heat make her entire body throb. 

“Yeah, that one,” he said. “I assume you know what it means.”

Although they were still a good ten feet apart, she could feel a powerful force radiating from his body. She cocked her head as if she didn’t quite understand what he wanted.

“Am I wrong, or doesn’t that bracelet belong to the Marquis?”

She didn’t know what to say. 

“There’s an inscription right on the edge?” he went on. 

“Yes, there is an inscription.”

“That’s what I thought. If I recall correctly, there are certain rules about that kind of bracelet that the woman who wears it is required to follow.”

He didn’t seem like a fisherman anymore. His voice had deepened, and his demeanor had altered, if ever so slightly. He’d climbed out from behind the ‘humble fisherman’ façade he’d worn all day. This was real, not her imagination. The terrible throbbing between her legs that began the moment she set foot on her guide’s boat, which had increased as she stepped on the island, swelled now, so that she was practically panting. Her sexual need rose up so strong that it practically slapped her in the face. Dammit! This was not the time to be horny!

“Yes,” she said quietly, “I’m aware of those rules, but it’s really not something …”

Before she could finish, he went on, “So, I’m guessing that you’re not here about a fashion photo shoot at all, are you?”

The color rose on her cheeks, “No, no, I’m not. You have me there.” She tried to smile. “I’m not a fashion photographer…anymore than it appears you are the ignorant fisherman.”

He sneered. “Ignorant, no, but I am a fisherman—it’s been my livelihood for some time. That doesn’t mean that I don’t know about what goes on in this house. I can guess what might have happened while you were here and why you have returned. And the bracelet? I know how dangerous it could be for you to be found wearing it in the presence of those who have knowledge of what it symbolizes.”

“You’ve known this since we started out today?”

“I knew yesterday when you hired me. I recognized it right off.” He grinned. “So, maybe you should tell me the real reason why you’re here.”

“Are you a member of the Marquis circle?” she asked. 

“You answer my questions first. Why are you here?”

It made sense to drop the act and tell the truth, but she still felt reluctant, as if he had no right to know about her private life. But what did it matter now that he recognized the bracelet? Of course, the bracelet would give her away. She trembled nervously as she explained, “My husband and four of our friends were stranded here three years ago. While we were here, we became acquainted with Mr. Devane and the purpose of the island…as…as a sort of kinky sexual resort.” She blushed briefly and continued. “It felt a little strange at first, but after getting used to the idea, we found ourselves enjoying the freedom the island offered us to explore what we might not have had the opportunity to in our regular lives. When we returned home, my husband was in contact with the Marquis—how he found him, I have no idea. Then some time later, about a year ago, he was given the bracelet to present to me. I know very little about how all this took place; the mystery was intended to seduce me, which it obviously did. Unfortunately, a few months later, Erik died in a plane crash and we were unable to let the reality of what we’d done play out.”

“I’m so sorry about your husband.”

“Yes, well…thank you.” 

“But you still wear the bracelet.”

“I do. I haven’t been able to remove it—oh, I suppose I could have it cut off, but I don’t want to, not yet.”

“Why’s that?”

“It means something to me…”

He shook his head questioningly. “I don’t get it. If it means something to you, what about the rules associated with wearing the bracelet…or have you forgotten them?”

“I know the rules,” she came right back defensively. “Erik outlined the demands that wearing this bracelet required of me, and I agreed to them. They changed my entire attitude. But there was so much I never had a chance to experience. Erik died before I could be properly initiated—I don’t even know what initiated means. Now I’m left with the bracelet weighing me down like an albatross, and I’m clueless where to turn for answers. That is why I came here. Answers.” By the time she finished, she was glad for every word she’d said. It cleared the air between them. If she’d been paying attention at all, she would have known that Alex had questioned her motives since the trek began. He had never believed her reason for chartering the boat, but she’d been spending so much time putting on the show that she hadn’t noticed.

“So, do you have the answers you want?” he asked. 

“No. None,” she had to admit. “I expected to speak with Archibald Devane, but that’s obviously impossible with him dead. Short of you being as knowledgeable about this bracelet as he would have been, this has been a waste of my time.”

“I know a few things about that bracelet, Ms. Priestly. Certainly not as much as Devane could have shared with you. I know that the women who wear the bracelet are supposed to wear skirts, no panties, so they are easily accessible—available for sex whenever a master wants to use them.” He stared at her shorts almost accusingly. “So, what happened to the rules?”

Her lies had put the pair in different positions now. The man suddenly seemed as obscure and demanding as the sexual masters she’d known on the island. Something authoritative in his behavior, which hadn’t been obvious before, reminded her of Erik in his most dominant moments. Her arousal had hardly abated, her pussy throbbed with urgent longing, and the aroma of her arousal rose up as a fresh reminder of what this trip was really about. The island, the house, the bracelet and its demands—was about sex and sexual savagery, darkness and debauchery. And now, suddenly, she realized that Alex Greenwood wasn’t just a fisherman; a man for hire for an afternoon. He was a vitally sexual being. Is sex what he wanted, what he expected of her now, what he had planned all along? It was a chilling but not unwelcome thought.

Alex waited for Laney to respond. But he wouldn’t wait all day, and his face looked ruthlessly cold.

Laney remembered back to when Erik explained the bracelet, what it symbolized and the requirements it would force on her. She’d been shocked at first and reluctant. But at the same time dreadfully aroused, once she understood what the bracelet implied. Her relationship with Erik would be changed forever; she’d no longer be just the wife of a successful businessman, herself an accomplished attorney. Never again would she be the same forthright, independent woman she’d been for thirty-one years. She wouldn’t be independent at all when the rules of the bracelet were enforced. No longer would she own her own body, or have the right to determine her own fate. At any time, she could be ordered to sexually submit to men other than her husband. She couldn’t imagine what her life might look like if she accepted those terms, but her concerns seemed secondary to taking this daring plunge into an unknown but very seductive future. She remembered her hands shaking, every nerve engaged as she watched in awe with eyes glued to the bracelet when her husband slipped the small platinum band around her wrist. The invisible lock was set, sealing her fate by making the bracelet impossible to remove unless it was cut off. Her body trembled in fear, just as she was trembling now, standing accused by Alex Greenwood. The moment was of her own creation; straight from that inexplicable repository of erotic yearning she had yet to truly grasp. Ever since the vacation on Marquis Island, she’d been filled with crazed desires for submission and the need to express herself as a complying sexual being. Her need was no different now, and Alex Greenwood saw that. She felt stripped, naked before the man’s piercing eyes. It seemed silly to cloak herself further when it was obvious that she’d been found out. 

Her fingers ran along the smooth surface of the band as they had so many times before. When she allowed herself to come under its influence, it had the power to subdue her; and it was subduing her now, driving her normally assertive spirit away, and leaving her in a state of acquiescence that was curiously instinctive to her nature. “You’re right. Those are the rules, and I have no good excuse for ignoring them now. Ultimately, I belong to the Marquis and wearing his bracelet signifies that fact. The rules were meant to instill a submissive and consenting attitude that puts the Marquis foremost in my thoughts. I’m obliged to be ready in body and spirit should I be called on to serve him. However, without him actually being present in my life, Erik took his place. But without the Marquis and without Erik …”

“You have no master to serve.” 

“Exactly.”

“And with no master in charge, Ms. Priestly, you become fair game for any man who wears the mark.” His smirk looked particularly suggestive. “I suppose you could stumble on some good soul like your husband Erik, or you could find yourself in the clutches of a despicable despot. Either way, you’d be obliged to serve the man as you would serve a god, because that’s what this Marquis is in your world.”

Laney gulped visibly. He seemed to fling his words like arrows.

“Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, I suppose that’s right.”

“And that’s exactly why I suggested that what you’re doing is dangerous. A man like me who knows the meaning of that bracelet could make formidable claims on you, which you would be forced to submit to. Do you get that?”

“Yes, I do…” Her entire body trembled, frightened and aroused.

“And you take that chance?”

“I’m taking that chance right now, aren’t I?”

He raised his brows in amusement. “You certainly are. But maybe you want the challenge of facing a strange master? Is that what it is? Maybe you want the punishment that comes from violating the rules.” 

Hearing that word—punishment—Laney seized up again, silent and stunned. She could feel her whole body tremble with pain; not true pain, not the feeling of floggers, paddles and whips on her skin, or the pain of bondage that cut into her flesh, or the pain of humiliation that made her burn with shame. She could feel the lies and the defiance of the rules like some terrible sin. But to speak to a stranger about such intimate matters was difficult. To speak with a stranger about punishment left her open and vulnerable. She had no idea what this fisherman had in mind as he persisted in this discussion, but she dared not fight him. She knew this much. Her body responded, tingling in anticipation of the cruelty she knew she could expect from a stinging lash, or a painful wooden paddle. Is that what she really wanted?

“Maybe that is what I want,” she ventured, thoughtfully, “I mean, I expected someone would contact me after my husband’s death. But so far…you’re the first person who has recognized the bracelet for what it is. Oddly enough, I sought you out.”

“Ironic, isn’t it?” 

Her desiring body seemed to ooze toward him, although she hadn’t taken a step. The erotic power of the island, and the book still resting on the shelf, and the lust that surfaced between them raw and savage seemed almost cataclysmic now. 

“I really wasn’t trying to hide anything…” she stopped, realizing how silly that sounded. 

“Hide? You weren’t trying to hide yourself?” he chuckled to himself. 

Laney felt as if her head was spinning, and her tongue was tied in knots—this was not like her. She took a cleansing breath, renewing her resolve. “Yes, of course, I was being evasive, Mr. Greenwood,” she blurted out. “But wouldn’t it be more prudent not to divulge my true intent for this trip to a total stranger? I would think my lack of candor would be protecting myself. I had no idea that you knew anything about these secret matters. I had no way of knowing what kind of man you were; in fact, you’re still a mystery to me.”

He smiled ruefully, “So true.” He was silent for a time, the two still eyeing each other carefully as if engaged in a game of strategy, then as if something in the air simply shifted, the tension between them seemed to fall away. He suddenly sighed and smiled. Standing up, he looked her straight in the eye. “Well, given what your goal is, Ms. Priestly, I can’t see any reason to stay here any longer. You’re not going to find the Marquis inside these walls. Maybe we need to be heading back to St. Martina.” 

This was the very last thing Laney expected him to say. “Oh, but is that really necessary? I mean so soon?” she jumped in anxiously. “I really would like to stay long enough to get some answers…” she cocked her head, her eyes revealing her deep longing, “unless you can help me find what I’m looking for. I mean there has to be some clue, something in this house. Am I wrong?”

“You want to find the Marquis?”

“Yes.” 

“Then what exactly are you looking for?”

“I don’t know. But I’m not above exploring the place. Unless there’s something you can tell me that will lead me to him,” she beseeched him almost begging now. 

“I never said I was one of the Marquis’ confidants. All I know of his whereabouts is the Paris post office address. You’d need more than that to find him.”

“Then would it hurt to look around here?”

“No, I suppose not.” 

The air between them bristled. Laney’s desperation fueled her emotions, which were raw and even frightening. But there was something coming from Alex too that added to the chaotic feeling swirling around her. She waited, afraid to budge until he made the first move. 

Suddenly, Alex had made up the distance between them and was inside her space. She shuddered visibly and looked away, embarrassed. When he reached in and pulled his fingers through her hair, she closed her eyes while her body seemed to vibrate with Alex Greenwood’s. Lust came at her in huge waves of desire. It had been so long, too long since she’d felt a man so close, so real, so determinedly in her space and attempting to conquer her hesitation with a firm grasp on his own sexual intentions. She wanted most for him to kiss her, to press his lips against hers, and open his mouth on hers, devouringly. But satisfying her need was not that easy. Alex Greenwood was not an easy man; so she’d learn. 

“You are hungering for sex, aren’t you?” His deeply resonant voice went straight to her loins, so starved for eroticism of any sort. 

She opened her eyes and looked deeply into his. “I suppose I am.” Though difficult, she forcefully willed herself to remain composed.

“Suppose?” He held back his laugh. “You’re like a powder keg.”

“That could be true,” she held her ground, even though she felt as if she were clinging to the edge of a dangerous precipice with her fingers grasping nothing but sand.

“And very shrewd. You want to have it the way you want it. That’s not at all like the Marquis’ property, is it?”

“And you would know?”

“I can guess. I certainly know dominant from submissive.” His fingers continued playing with her hair as if he were in awe of it, in awe of her. “Oh, but I bet you had your moments as the Marquis’ slave girl. Did your husband give you away?”

“Yes. Twice.” She couldn’t believe she’d actually admitted that.

“So what’s that like—a woman like you, who’s used to being proper and correct, a pretty sane and decent woman in her regular life—what is it like shedding her inhibitions, giving herself to strangers? How does that even work?” 

“You want me to tell you about when Erik gave me away?”

“Yeah, I’m intrigued.”

He was so inside her that she could barely breathe, and the threatening suffocation forced her to pull away. She didn’t want to talk about Erik, or those two men who used her…she never had wanted to talk about them. She hadn’t even discussed them with Sandra and Elise. They were best forgotten. What she wanted now was a quickie fuck in a room upstairs maybe, or over the back of a library chair, or even bound with rope, naked in one of the vestibules in the living room. Anything. Anything. Anything to sweep away the resilient fire of need that urgently grabbed at her cunt. She was a madwoman in this state. And Alex Greenwood was demanding more talk, more explanations.

“What, you’re too shy to tell me?”

“No, I’m not shy, but I’m not used to divulging private matters with strangers. I’ve already admitted more than I wanted to.”

“Oh, I don’t know about that. I’d think you’d want to get your sins off your chest,” he goaded her, grinning.

“Sins?”

“Isn’t that how you perceive them?”

“Why would you say that?”

“Because something is troubling you. You’re one pent-up broad, like a volcano that’s ready to explode. Anyone with half a mind can see that. I can feel that rumbling energy. You’re not right with the Marquis, or that bracelet, or the husband that gave it to you. That’s why you’re here. You’re a pretty gutsy woman coming all the way to this island to get to the bottom of this mystery. I respect that. Me? I’m just curious. I could fuck you; that’s what you want. But, I want more than that, Laney. I want to know why I’m fucking you. And if I’m going to give you what you want, I want to know how much I can take for me.”

Laney’s mind was in a stew—anger, frustration and lust surfacing as fast as her desire. The nerve of the man to think he knew her. But still she wanted him and worse was the fact that he knew she did. She should have him take her back to St. Martina. She’d paid him for the trip, and owed him nothing else. Even so, her lust ragged on her, and she wanted what he could give her: the hard, furious, fucking sex. His smoldering ferocity was exactly what she’d been thirsting for in her erotic wasteland. There’d be no strings, just a rough screwing. He could even beat her if he wanted to. She’d take it all to rid herself of the oppressive need this island aroused in her deprived body.

He must be one of the Marquis’ circle. How else would he know so much? She suspected something diabolical was at work here, but that didn’t matter to her now.

“So, what’s it going to be? You tell me the whole story and the two of us get it on, or we give up and leave?”

“No. I don’t want to leave.” Her aching foot felt as though it had swelled to the size of a basketball. The physical, sexual ache was even worse. Too weary to fight with herself anymore, she made her way to the nearest chair and sat, putting her foot up on the stool that Alex pushed her way. She leaned back in the chair and closed her eyes, sensing Alex sit down nearby. It had been months since she dared to think about the tawdry incidents of her submission, but they came back clearly now. Maybe it was the island, maybe Alex’s cocky insistence, maybe just her bottled-up psyche anxious to confess. Maybe it was simply the right time. Yes, she wanted to stay and she wanted to tell him everything.

“Erik and I were on a cruise ship in the Caribbean. A man approached us while we were sunbathing on the deck. I’d seen him before, although I hadn’t seen him staring at the bracelet. I’d had it just a week and was still feeling exposed wearing the thing. Erik assured me that the Marquis’ circle included just a few men and that it would be nearly impossible to find one on this vacation and I had nothing to fear. I probed Erik for answers about his intentions, his real intentions as one of the Marquis’ masters, and his expectations of me—not the fantasy, but what he’d actually require I do. Would he demand I submit to other men? Would he watch? Would he direct the scenes? Would he leave me with strangers? I was excited, but very nervous; I had no idea how things played out and Erik refused to give me any satisfactory answers. He said that it would be good for me not to know, I’d be even more excited if it were a surprise. He said I could learn humility and surrender—which was his way of saying that I had a ways to go on that account. While the mystery that surrounded my enforced submission was titillating, I hated the fact that he thought I needed to learn anything. I knew I wasn’t particularly submissive in my working life. But what happened to me while I was here affected me so profoundly that I had to take this as far as I could. I’ve never been a woman to settle easy, or half-way.”

Laney stared at the fisherman’s face, feeling his energy invade her more deeply than ever. Taking a deep breath she continued.

“The man who approached us was very well-dressed. I remember the pressed slacks and a silk shirt, and he spoke with an accent, Italian, maybe, I wasn’t sure. He was definitely Latin—Spanish, maybe French. There was a romance about him that intrigued me, a mystifying quality of a man accustomed to seducing women. ‘Your wife?’ he spoke to Erik not to me. Erik answered yes. ‘She wears the bracelet,’ he said and he nodded at my wrist. Erik looked a little surprised, but he smiled as if he was glad that the bracelet had been seen and he’d have an opportunity to give me away. Nothing else was said in front of me. The stranger pulled Erik aside and the two spoke privately, while I waited shuddering in a deck chair, feeling exactly like the property that I’d become. Property Erik could share with any man he chose to—whether they wore the Marquis’ mark or not. I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. But I was very much aroused. And the stranger…” she blushed, “well, let’s just say, I was already seduced—not like that’s actually necessary but it certainly helped to quiet my nerves.”

Laney stopped talking, eyeing the fisherman as he rose to his feet and moved toward the far wall, not far from where the Marquis’ book lay in plain view on the bookcase. To Laney’s surprise, he opened a built-in cabinet underneath one of the bookcases and pulled out a leather strap, a spanking strap by the look of it, with a handle woven into a loop. He grasped it tightly, while Laney waited in jaw-dropping silence, the level of her arousal taking another sudden leap. Alex suddenly snapped the leather against the air, and it made an enormous crack, one not unlike the crack of a whip. Then with the leather still clutched tightly in his fist, he leaned forward, both hands pressed into the back of the old, frayed couch.

“What’s that for?” Laney asked.

“Does it scare you?”

“Yes, of course it does.”

“Almost as much as it excites you.”

She ventured a wan smile. Her voice had been stolen, the fierce-sounding leather a cunning thief. 

“That cabinet is loaded with kinky finery for punishing women. And that’s really what goes on here, or what used to go on inside these rooms. It’s what all this Marquis business is about, sadism, and masochists. I bet you want to be beaten again, and fucked, and used, and made into a slavish sex toy. I bet you want it like it was when you were in this house. That’s why you’re so hot to find your Marquis.”

“You were here?” she guessed, aghast. 

He shook his head. “No. I wasn’t here. Are you sorry about that?” He didn’t wait for an answer, “But I have a pretty good idea how your nights of debauchery played out. So, go on, I’m really liking the story.” 

And she was liking him despite her fears and misgivings. As tantalizing as his touch, was the way this stranger wooed her with the leather, and the sound of the leather, and the sound of his voice. She felt her body surrendering all over again, with that magical place of perverted thrills coming back to her, that place where pain and pleasure exploded, where the physical extremes created unspeakable satisfaction, and where she languished blissfully afterwards. Was it possible that the magic would come to her now, here, with Alex Greenwood?

Laney bit her lip so hard she could taste the metallic taste of blood. Although she shuddered under its awesome weight, the blistering memories kept pouring into her brain; she’d tell him everything he wanted to know. “It was much later that day when Erik gave me the number of a stateroom where I was to present myself naked for the stranger. I tried to beg off the demand that I go their naked, as the man had ordered. Erik laughed at my fears, but he did allow me to wear a short robe to the man’s stateroom. When I got there, I was to remove the robe before I knocked. I managed that—thankfully there was no one in the hallway at that time, although it took several minutes and two knocks before the stranger finally answered. And then, he took his time before he allowed me to enter, and when he did, he ordered me to the floor. I couldn’t cross his doorstep unless I was on my hands and knees. When I finally crawled into the room, I found myself in an unusually large stateroom where there were a number of people mingling, drinking, I think…by that time, I was pretty much a basket case; everything was just a blur. The drink Erik fixed for me before I left him must have just kicked in. Once I was inside, the stranger led me to the center of the stateroom, and forced my head to the carpet with his boot holding me down at the neck.” Laney paused, breathing a little more heavily than usual. A sudden wave of arousal made her body shudder. 

“He told me to spread my legs and raise my ass, which I knew would show how wet my pussy had become. It had to be gleaming in the mellow candle light of the master’s stateroom and I’m sure everyone saw my lewd presentation. A vulgar banter followed, which I tried very hard to ignore. Part of me wanted to get the hell out of the room, but the bigger part of me was an unapologetic slut who enjoyed every minute of the exhibition. Soon, there were whips and floggers, even a paddle coming down on my back side. My shoulders were scorched, and my bare pussy and anal crack filleted with a whip. Every cut seemed to dig deep into the soft flesh—I was surprised I wasn’t dripping blood. A woman’s nails raked over my punished skin. Then someone came at me from behind, working a cock along the crevice, gathering sex juices from my cunt below and using them to lubricate me. Enough of that wet slime and he finally started prodding the hole with the head of his dick. I felt his hand grasp my ass cheeks and squeeze—I knew what came next. Although when he shoved himself inside me, the pain was excruciating and I lurched forward, moaning. I wasn’t ready for anything that severe. Someone grabbed my hair and lifted my head from the floor, slapping at my cheeks to reprimand me. ‘Silence!’ the voice attacked my ears. The face before me seemed all twisted and grimacing—I’m not even sure now if it was a man or a woman. Then as soon as they moved off, someone else followed—a man. He was on his knees, too, his cock shoved down my throat until I gagged. Neither man who used me cared how my body revolted from their joint attack. I’d seized up in fear. I even choked, spitting the one man out, but he forced his cock back into my mouth. Neither man cared that I didn’t want this. Their desire was ferocious—one crotch banging against my face, the other against my ass. I remember hating every minute of the attack, but my gaping cunt dripped with the evidence of an arousal I couldn’t squelch. It was a brutal rape—that’s how I think of it now.” 

She stopped talking suddenly. Her eyes had drifted as she spoke, but now looked directly into Alex’s face. She could hardly believe that she’d been so blunt in her description. 

“And…?” he asked.

“And I was coming in the midst of it.” Laney’s face heated from a terrific blush moving upward from her neck. “My body seemed to burst its seams with orgasms, as if I’d become disconnected from their vulgar use of me. I hid my face, I was so ashamed. I hoped that I’d be done, once the two had climaxed, but as soon as the man in my ass orgasmed, he moved off wiping his seed on my ass cheeks. He was immediately replaced by another man. There was a second man ready to take my mouth.” Laney unconsciously licked her lips.

“Having to concentrate so hard on the men who fucked my mouth and ass, I couldn’t focus on the room around me: how many people, that sort of thing. I gathered that I was the entertainment for an extravagant cocktail party. The women were formally dressed, dripping jewels, most of the men wore tuxedoes. My part in the activities continued for quite some time, but I don’t really know how long it went on. I wasn’t thinking very clearly and after a while, one face just blurred into the next.” She sighed. “Let’s just say, I was well used, my body orifices brutalized—except my pussy, which must have been off limits. Maybe that was Erik’s decision. Of course, they played with it every chance they got, amused to see me grovel with a need I couldn’t satisfy…

“By the time I was done with the last man, my mouth was sore. So was my ass—I mean, these cocks were huge, or at least most of them seemed to be. Or maybe it’s just the big ones I remember. I don’t know.” She took a breath.

“And, of course, Laney hated it,” Alex said, smirking.

“Right,” she smiled wryly. “I can’t believe I’m telling you ass this…”

Alex only grinned.

“No, I didn’t hate it. My mind kept coming back to Marquis Island, remembering the woman I became when I was here. The woman I’d consented to be when I agreed to wear the bracelet. In some ways it felt like rape—it was abusive and very demeaning, but I had agreed to it in advance, and while it was going on, I surrendered. For reasons that still escape me, I experienced satisfaction that wasn’t just physical—it was emotional, but it was bigger than emotional, bigger than physical. I touched something in me…” her voice trailed off to a whisper, “I really don’t know what…” 

In the silence that followed, flies buzzed in the heated room, and the rushing sound of the wind in the trees filled the air. The two waited until she was ready to begin again. 

“The fucking became so routine that it hardly fazed me after a while, then it was suddenly over. Cum was dripping from my ass and mouth. There were a few jeers, a little prodding, and at one point, I felt a whip on me again. Then the master who’d retained me for the evening started shoving me toward the door with his boot. I moved as fast as I could, which was hardly fast enough for him. When I reached the door, he opened it and I crawled out. Sounds cruel, doesn’t it? But I was numb by then. My robe—the one I’d dropped before I entered—wasn’t there. So, I scrambled to my feet and raced through the ship’s hallways to find our stateroom. I was so confused that I made several wrong turns in that blasted maze, and I ran into several people on the way. Got lots of stares, a few laughs. By that time of night, most of the people returning to their staterooms were pretty drunk. I remember one woman in particular enjoyed staring at me and my embarrassment, looking at this panicking female, with whip marks all over her body, running like a squealing pig all over the place. Later, Erik reminded me how drunk they were, and a mess I was—they’d never recognize me in the morning. I had to hope that was true. 

“Anyway, I finally banged on our stateroom door and collapsed into Erik’s arms.” 

Laney paused, her brows knit in thought. “Erik was really cool to me—I mean cool as in chilling and masterful. He told me I’d been a ‘good girl’ for obeying him and he was proud of me. But he didn’t sound like Erik at all. He was patronizing as if he were speaking to a small child. Then after his initial praise, he didn’t say very much. He didn’t even ask what I’d done. I wondered if he was in the master’s stateroom. He could have been, but I’ll never know. I had to live with the night on my own without his help. Maybe he was testing me to see if I was suited for this kind of scene—maybe it had been planned in advance. I had so many questions. I still do.” Laney fell silent again, going inside herself, dwelling on the awkward moments with Erik that were so fresh in her mind now; it almost tricked her into believing that he was still alive.   

Alex pondered her story for a moment with some thoughtful consideration of his own, but he didn’t comment further, saying only, “And the second time?”

“Yes.” She took a deep breath, remembering that occasion and how different it was from the first. “Erik called me at the office—I’m a lawyer. I was in the middle of deposing a witness. I tried to explain that, but Erik insisted I drop everything. He’d never called me out of work before, but the sound of his voice was almost hypnotizing; I had to go. My leaving was all very professionally handled, even if my sex was dripping by the time I walked out the door. There was a puddle of juices on the seat of my car when I reached Erik’s office.” 

Laney realized how physically stimulating the words of her story had become, how her body responded and her desire increased, how the throbbing energy in her belly spread so her body was quaking with need. 

“It must be nerve-wracking not knowing what comes next,” Alex interjected.

“It is. It’s also what made the situation so, well…” she blushed again, “arousing. It’s funny how the mystery grabs me by the throat and shakes me down to nothing but my body. Going mindless isn’t easy for me; perhaps that’s why the extreme sexual demands in being the Marquis’ property appealed to me.”

“Why you’re here now?”

“Why I’m here now. Yes.” She nodded in agreement. “Erik was at his desk, looking as cold as I’d ever seen him. I wasn’t sure I liked him that way. I missed his smile. But at that point there was nothing I could do to prevent what happened next; I was already committed. ‘I have a friend you need to please, Laney,’ he said. He nodded to a door connecting his office with another one—apparently whosever it was, was out for the afternoon. I hesitated for just a second but he glared at me so sharply that I barged right into the other office. 

“There was nothing particularly unusual about the scene. The master was just a businessman, and not someone particularly appealing, or unusual. He seemed young, though he was already balding. A little paunch around the middle, but a reasonably handsome face and clear blue eyes. I remember that most about him. 

“He directed me to kneel, which I did. Then I took his cock in my mouth and worked it from soft to hard in about sixty seconds. I think you can tell when a man’s really horny, and they are really in charge; their dicks rise straight as lampposts. If he hadn’t been sure of what he was doing, that little pecker would have stayed soft. But he was sure. He knew exactly what he wanted of me.” Laney could hear the resentment crawl into her voice. Alex noted it, too. “Once he was hard, he pulled me to my feet and laid me back against the desk. He was jacking off, telling me to open my blouse and climb out of my skirt. That was awkward, but I managed to struggle from my clothes. Then he wanted my bra and my stockings removed. He wasn’t satisfied until I was completely naked, writhing on my back against the desk. While I undressed, he kept jacking his prick so it was spitting pre-cum all over me. He pulled at my tits and squeezed my nipples until I squealed. I could see from the look in his eyes that he wanted to hurt me. He was more of a bully than the other masters I’d been with. I don’t have all that much experience, but he was very different from the men on Marquis Island, quite different than the Latin stranger on the ship, and nothing at all like Erik. 

“He wanted to abuse me longer, but he was too close to coming to wait. He finally plunged his prick in my cunt and finished off in about thirty seconds. I don’t think I’d ever felt so empty as I did then. I may have come, but the incident left me drained. It made me question a lot of things about the arrangement I’d agreed to.” 

“I don’t imagine Laney Priestly, important lawyer, businessman’s trophy wife would ever want to picture herself in such a lowly role as whore to a wussy salesman with a fondness for sexual perversion.” 

“I never said the man was a salesman,” Laney came back, suspiciously. 

“Salesman…middle management…a white-collar flunky; that’s what you described. Doesn’t matter.”

“I suppose you’re right. Although it shouldn’t make a difference who my master gives me to.”

Laney watched as Alex waltzed about the room a while, flinching when he seemed to take some interest in the books on the library shelves. When he finally passed by the thin black volume she still coveted and moved on, she breathed a sigh of relief. He continued his inspection silently, then finally moved back to Laney and stood over her, eyes infused with some darker purpose, a different kind of energy than she’d felt from him all day. He leaned down and grabbed her arm, pulling her to her feet. Maybe for a moment her lust had abated, but it all came back the moment he took her hand. Something wild, exhilarating and crude made her heart and loins beat in sudden panic. She caught the scent of her pussy rising in the air.

“If you were to submit to me on this island, it would not be because I wear the Marquis’ mark.”

“No?”

“I don’t have the right to fuck you on demand. What you do, you’ll consent to; it’s the way I prefer to have it with the women I want.”

“And you want me?” 

“Of course, I want you. I could bind you, beat you, make you suffer and then take your ass for the sport of it,” he rattled off glibly. “But you better make it clear that I have free reign to do that.”

Any answer she could venture was caught in her throat; her distress plainly visible as Alex ran his hand along her arm. His warm masculine body was so easy to desire. He was not unlike Erik, being forceful in the same way. She stood there too stunned to speak.

“I’ll bet your tongue’s not tied in court. Hum?” he raised his brows, still goading. “What happened to the Laney Priestly who’s bold enough to wear the bracelet of a master, daring enough to be owned by sadists? Where is she now?”

“I know what I want to say… but…”

“Hey, if this is too much for you…” 

“But it’s not too much for me.” 

What she couldn’t tell him was how much she really wanted him. 

He pulled close with his arm going around her waist, and touched her face, his thumb running gently over her lips. She parted them, drawing them inside her mouth, and tasting the salty surfaces, smelling the scent of his skin. She drank him in gulps, every one settling low in her body. Her body spilled its lust, as he captured her face between his hands and kissed her hard on the mouth. She opened her lips for him and let his tongue meet hers. His one hand dropped between her legs and felt the crotch of her shorts, one finger nudging its way along the flesh of her inner thigh until it found the moist opening of her vaginal cleft. She pulled back, allowing him access to her and relishing the sweetness of that human touch, that masculine touch and the need that touch provoked. She moved against his hand unthinkingly, her cunt squeezed against his fingers in a rhythm strong enough to make her come—if only his finger had stayed inside her. 

But he pushed her back. “Some sorry skirt that is,” he said. 

She bit her lip, flirtatiously. 

“So you don’t bother to take the rules seriously? Is that it?”

“No, I do take the rules seriously.”

“Really? Doesn’t look as though you did.”

“I swear, I just never….”

“…never expected that the man who would take you to Marquis Island would know about the Marquis’ rules? Could there be a reason for your disobedience?” Her emotions rose wildly, impetuous as a storm at sea. “Could it be that you want to be punished? I saw the way you responded to that strap. I think that you’re so needy, so obsessed with the thought of getting punished that you’ll do anything to get what you want, including defying the very things that bracelet requires.”

“So, you’re going to punish me?” she finally voiced her thoughts. From a hot, quick fuck to purge their lust—to being punished? How far would this go?

“If you admit that’s what you want, that’s what I’ll do.”

She pulled away, shyly, afraid to even look at him, but he drew her back. Her legs felt as if they’d buckle underneath her, and the bum ankle throbbed with pain. He searched her long and hard; the tension between them bearable, but it suddenly broke.

Alex shook his head, then finally let her go and moved away. He turned and gathered up the papers that had wrapped their sandwiches, and stuffed them into his knapsack, then headed toward the door. 

Laney watched his movements feeling numbed by the shocking turns this day had taken. Alex was at the doorway. She could let him go and forget everything that had been discussed that day. She could let the fisherman take her back to port, so he could get back to his fish and she to the hard rule of law. The irony of the moment suddenly forced her reply: 

“Alex! Wait!” she called to him in sudden and unexpected desperation. He turned, but just briefly. “Please!”

He stopped, waiting on demand, but not happily. 

“You’re right. About everything. I am a powder keg. I’m obsessed with punishment. The thought of pain thrills me. The fear of never again feeling the sting of a master’s order leave me breathless, or a master’s whip cut into my flesh, or having a master use me like a toy—I can’t live with that… That fear brought me here.” Two fat tears ran down her cheeks. “Yes, punish me, Alex. Please! Do with me what you will. You may not bear the Marquis’ mark, but…oh, but let’s pretend you do.”

Like Laney the lawyer, there was not even the slightest quavering in her voice as she begged the fisherman. 

A testy quiet followed as the two stared each other down, then the knapsack that he’d flung over one shoulder slipped off Alex’s arm and fell to the floor with a gentle thud. 

“Prove it, Laney, show me what you want.”

Show him? How? Her mind searched quickly for an answer while her eyes darted around the room and finally rested on the leather that Alex had pulled from the cabinet and left lying on the back of one couch. She lowered herself in spirit as she remembered the past, remembered Erik, and the stranger on the cruise ship, the wussy exec in Erik’s office, and, of course, her days here on Marquis Island. Knowing what she had to do, she moved toward the discarded leather strap, picked it up and walked to the waiting Alex Greenwood, whose eyes still smoldered, whose attitude was smug, whose clear reading of her had brought them to this moment.

“Here,” she said, almost defiantly, “you want to punish me, then do it.”

He snickered, as he swiped the leather from her hand and moved into the great room beyond, where a breeze off the ocean was cooling the air. 

“So, come here, Ms. Priestly. We’ll pretend I’m the master and you’re my slave.”


Chapter Four 

“Take off your clothes,” he started simply after settling into a chair. 

She waited, suddenly stunned by the very idea of what she had agreed to, these cool, crisp words from another stranger…more demands, and any resistance melted. Her heart was beating hard, her pussy raw with want, and she could foresee in her mind’s eye becoming the servile slut she’d once been trained to be. 

If there had been music, she would have done a raunchy striptease before the fisherman’s lewdly gazing eyes. But she had just the breeze, the noise of a few cawing gulls and buzzing insects, and her feral physical excitement as a backdrop for disrobing. Alex Greenwood turned back into a stranger as he stared at her, into the fisherman she’d just met. She obeyed the order because in her mind, she was bound by the bracelet to obey his command, and because for now she was pretending that he’d been sent by the Marquis to punish her. This was what she wanted, and perhaps had secretly hoped for when her quest began. 

Not taking her eyes from the fisherman’s for even a second, Laney nervously began to remove her clothes. Her breath was short, her emotions aching, her crotch liquid with expectation. She unbuttoned her sleeveless blouse and let it fly off her fingers to the floor, seeing Alex’s eyes immediately move to her chest and rest on her fragrant flesh cupped by her lacy black bra. Without thinking through her next move, she undid the catch at the waist of her shorts and unzipped them, letting them drop to her feet, where she kicked them aside. She stood before the master now, clothed only in her bra and a pair of black thong panties—an offending pair of panties for a woman who’d once vowed never to wear anything that would cover her crotch. Despite this flagrant act of disobedience, Laney Priestly in bra and panties would be a seductive sight to any man’s eyes. Her lean body and tawny skin glowed with a layer of perspiration that highlighted the lovely form. Her thighs were firm and muscled, her belly taut, and from underneath the thin thong, a hint of her trimmed black pubic hair invited Alex’s eye. 

When a gust of air swept the room, the half-dressed Laney chilled, the feeling of it moving up her spine in a tingling, thrilling wave. She wondered what the fisherman thought of her as he inspected her body, but she could not get inside his mind; he was as inscrutable as the other masters she’d known, as inscrutable as her own husband had been in a moment like this one. 

Alex Greenwood was hardly as inscrutable as Laney believed, but like many women, she encouraged the romance of uncertainty for the way it fed her own arousal. Aloof, his emotions in check, Alex coolly surveyed Laney’s luscious body, taking in the allure of her curvaceous figure with great interest. She was his to use. Freely given. With normal societal restraints removed, his body reacted to the sight of her, growing agitated, his crotch heating, his cock beginning to throb. Ideas of how he’d fuck her began to form in his mind. He imagined what he’d do to her hungering flesh, what havoc he would wreak. This wretched island never failed to encourage his kinky appetites. 

He knew when they first met that he’d be pleased to fuck the sultry beauty; although never did he expect this opportunity to arise—and so swiftly. She was just a neat $500 dollar afternoon. And now this! If he were not careful, his own savage desires might get the better of him, he had to play the game slowly, milk the experience for everything he could get. He knew that Laney Priestly wasn’t just the average hot looking female looking for good times. 

Laney waited for some time for the fisherman to comment. She was afraid to go on without a signal from him. When he finally spoke, saying simply, “Your bra, Laney,” his voice shook her drowsy mind awake and made her blush. He was still a stranger and very strange to her. Unknown. Unfathomable. His eyes sharp and penetrating. How could he know so much about the Marquis without being a master himself? Was he as hidden as she’d tried to be? she wondered as she reached back and, bowing her head demurely, unhooked the bra to let her breasts fall free and the underwear scatter on the floor with the rest of her clothes. As the warm air danced about her unfettered chest, her nipples became taut, hard and firm as bullets signaling her palpable arousal.

“Pinch them,” he said. He’d slunk deeper in the chair, his elbows resting on the arms and his legs widespread, so that if she looked at his crotch, she might have noticed his awakened penis turning into a pulsing weapon. 

At that moment, Laney was too engaged by her own physical response to make eye contact with his specific body parts—especially his feral eyes and his heated groin. She was no longer the confident attorney, the liberated female, instead, she felt embarrassed and bashful, self-conscious and coy. The glaring exposure shamed her, while the threat of his cool command held her firmly within his grasp.

As he delivered his order, to ‘pinch them,’ she obeyed without hesitation, allowing the small pain that followed to raise her physical heat another degree higher, mounting feverishly as she lewdly stretched them for him. With the sweltering pleasure building, her breathing became more labored and she closed her eyes. The heat in her groin became volcanic, edgy, irascible, so hard to contain. She squirmed reflexively, zealously longing for his hands to comb her flushed skin, for his fingers to playfully tease the folds of her sex, for his cock to spring from his pants and beg her mouth to dine. She pressed her nubs harder still, immersed in the pain that followed and desiring more. She pinched them even harder, hoping this would please him, though he’d still not said a word. 

“Open your eyes, Laney,” she finally heard him speak, in a voice that made her bristle with expectation. She did as ordered and let her eyes come to rest on his passive face, her body chilling as she connected with his pokerfaced cool. Silent, observant, he watched her body’s seductive movements, giving her no clue to his own response, even though it was very obvious to him. Yes, his impenetrable cool almost plunged her into a convulsive climax.

“Go get the leather for me, Laney,” Alex finally said. His voice leapt out and grabbed her back from the breathless euphoria of her exhibition. She started to move, but he stopped her before she’d gone two feet. “With your teeth,” he said, “and on your knees, crawling.” 

The leather lash from the library cabinet was on a chair in the other room, maybe twenty feet from where she stood. Dropping to her knees, she crawled catlike from the living room to the library, still flushed with arousal and not missing a beat of her erotic rhythm. She retrieved the lash by grabbing it with her teeth and then returned to present it to the waiting Alex. 

Taking the lash from her mouth, he eyed her so tenaciously that she was certain he would order her over his lap and punish her immediately. Her wait would be over then, the pain would follow, and the uproar in his body finally see its end, as she climaxed from blows that would send her into submissive subspace. She waited with lips parted, her tummy churning with mounting excitement, but was taken completely off guard when he made a new demand.

“There are ropes and chains in that same cabinet where I found this,” he held up the lash. “Go get them for me, Laney,” then he added just so she was sure, “with your teeth.”

She was frustrated at being forced to wait, and yet, without displaying any distress, she padded off on hands and knees to the other room. Although her poor knees were already scratched and bruised from the hardwood floor, she moved rapidly, the pain no longer mattering, finding the cabinet beneath the bookcase. It proved impossible to open it with her teeth, so she used her hands instead, and found inside amongst a number of kinky items, a length of coiled rope and a burlap sack with heavy chains inside. With her teeth? she wondered silently, as she realized how difficult this task would be. She mouthed at the rope and finally gripped it with her teeth; then with that alone, she set off for the next room. The lengthy hemp rope unfurled as she crawled, trailing behind her like a tail. 

“So, where are the chains?” Alex immediately asked when she presented him with the rope. He didn’t look at all grateful for her effort, and that displeasure showed in his scowl. He did remove the rope from her mouth so she could speak. 

“I was afraid my teeth wouldn’t be able to handle the chains, sir.”

“Well then fix them to your waist.” He took one end of the rope and tossed it over her head, letting it drop to her waist. From there, he began to pull the stretched out rope so it ran along her back and her right side. Slowly dragged across her flesh, it scratched her skin and her body heated from the friction with every nerve heightening from the prickly feeling of the hemp. Once it was all coiled again and in his lap, he began to wrap the rope around her waist, two, three, four, five times, until there was only six feet left. He secured the coils at her middle with the remaining rope and put the end in her mouth. She understood now what he wanted her to do. 

Laney’s palpitating heart could hardly stand the stress these awkward moments of submission produced, for every second was sharp and slow across her consciousness, moving like the edge of a blade drawn slowly along sweating skin. And now another painful crawl to retrieve the fisherman’s chains. 

Laney returned to the library, her crawl less provocative now and more labored, but still a sexy sight for the waiting Alex. She moved to the library cabinet as she had before with a little spittle dripping from her mouth and collecting on the rope. Again she opened the cabinet and pulled the heavy bag of chains from inside, this time knowing that she would have to drag them from one room to the other. She’d never be able to crawl with them dangling from her body. She looped the end of rope though the cords on the bag, allowing enough slack for the sack to slide against the floor as she crawled. Returning, she moved more slowly, for the weight kept pulling her back. At first, the bag dragged along at her side, but after about ten feet, she realized that the only way she could crawl was to let the bag drag from her belly, between her knees and between her legs. She adjusted the chains, moving them into position and started out again, feeling the rope press taut against her stomach. As it thread through her naked crotch, the hemp was drawn in tightly against her labia, then disappeared into that soft cleavage of her sex. Considering how much the rope cut, she might have corrected the positioning, but that rough rubbing against her sensitive sex bud seemed to intensify her mounting desire. Her desire was ruthless and biting by that time, furious, demanding. She dragged the chains as self-inflicted punishment, which sprung from grief and longing she’d held on to far too long. 

She thought of her labor as penance, although she had no real clue what she must atone for. 

The fisherman watched as she emerged from the library, dragging the bag of chains between her legs. Her body found a new, more arduous, but nonetheless sensuous rhythm, in this appalling act of humble service. When she was at his feet again, exhausted and hurting, she fell into a deep crouch, a degrading bow that raised her ass, as if she were preparing her body for the punishment she expected. 

“Geez, Laney, you’re getting so good at this, I should have you tote and fetch the rest of it for me,” Alex said. “Pretty good for just pretending.”

“Yes, sir.”

“So, where are my chains, huh?”

Laney pulled up and dragged the bag out from under her body and lifted it into his hands like an offering of some great value. 

In the minutes that followed, the fisherman unwound the rope from her waist and used it to bind Laney’s breasts into a rope harness, which made the fleshy mounds protrude obscenely from her body. Inside the bag were manacles for her wrists and ankles, a chain to link one ankle to the other, and another to link her shackled wrists together. 

“You won’t walk much,” he said, as he finished her restraints. “I wouldn’t want to strain that ankle anymore than it is already.”

She hardly remembered that it was hurting; that the pain had subsided in the hour of crawling submission, and she imagined if she walked now, she’d hardly feel a thing. Some things don’t matter when fulfilling her dreams. 

Now awkwardly bound, her body in chains, her desire was thick enough to taste, and the sour stench of her crotch seemed to fill the air around her. 

The daylight was waning fast, the light in the room a soft afternoon glow that settled all around them, making everything gleam with the rich, golden color of a 16th century painting. Once there’d been naked statues in the room that conveyed that kind of Old World ambience. Although without them, the room still took on the aura of the decaying and ancient, a world of magic and enchantment; chicanery and the diabolical. The darker elements of nature bloomed…the fisherman and lawyer squaring off in an ancient game…of pretend. There would be no pretending in the way he punished her; that was something they both understood. 

Alex rose from the chair, his sub bound, manacled and humble at his feet. Her dark hair brushed the hard wood floor, locks of it clumped together like writhing snakes. 

“Over the sofa,” he ordered her. 

Laney looked up to see what he wanted, and study what remained of the sagging old couch. The wooden frame was practically stripped of fabric and much of the stuffing had disappeared, but there was enough of the structure to serve as a make-shift rack. Certainly it would suffice as a means to further humble a woe begotten widow.

Laney struggled for some time trying to pull herself to her feet, then she shuffled to the back of the couch. Her body already ached fiercely from her tightly bound breasts and the heavy chains and manacles. In one spot along the six foot length of the old sofa, there was still some soft cushion to lessen her discomfort as she bent over. She let her crotch rest against the top beam, while Alex grabbed for her chained hands and, after pulling them tight, attached them to the front foot rail of the sofa. Then he moved around behind her, and anchored her ankle cuffs to eyebolts in the floor—remains of the Marquis’ bondage parties—her feet positioned as far as the chain between them would allow—about two feet. Posed this way, her upper torso with its bound breasts dangled in the air, while her hips balanced on the top of the couch, and her ass was high, well within striking distance of the fisherman’s leather strap. 

Teaming moments of waiting wonder followed. She closed her eyes, her body clenching as she prepared herself for the cruelty her body remembered with such fondness. The strict tightness of the bondage made every nerve fervently ache.

The implement came crashing down against her backside in its initial blow, then continued moving back and forth, as Alex moved his aim from side to side, from one ass cheek to the other. The strength and iron will behind his repeated blows sent pleasure immediately scurrying to the sidelines. Pain rifled through agitated nerves. Again and again the strikes arrived with unrelenting volition, and her taut body felt the pain increase with each one.

“Ah… uhm….yeaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhh!” she soon vented. “Ooo, please… pleasepleaseplease!” the torment made her beg. “Nooooooooo, yyeeeeeeeeeeeash!” Her wails increased in volume, until Alex suddenly stopped. Though not a moment later, one vicious cut landed across her brightly stripped hind end, this one deliberately striking through the rising welts already there.

“Cut the noise, Ms. Priestly!” Alex snapped. 

She knew she’d gone too far and clamped her mouth shut tight, embarrassed that she’d been so vocal; those kinds of screams were not allowed, not from a simple beating like this one. 

Instead of voicing her protest, she squirmed violently as the punishment continued, as Alex switched from beating her ass with the strap, to flailing on her lowered shoulders. The change was welcome; these body blows were so very different from those leveled on her ass, like an aphrodisiac to start, sensuous and sometimes biting but they rarely cut into her flesh so viciously. Her open crotch ached all the more, while her hips began writhe in an erotic rhythm that revealed her increasing arousal. 

“Gawd, yeessssssssssssss,” she seethed under her breath, knowing she could climax this way. Nothing Alex could do to her now would affect the outcome. Just as it had been before, her raunchy body relished every strike of the leather and the impending orgasm rose with each fresh burst of pain. 

Suddenly, the air crackled, a deafening sound pierced the air.

Then a bolt of fire burst across Laney’s writhing body. 

“Yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeaw!” Her scream was unpreventable. 

“You will not come until you’re ordered to. Is that clear?” Alex’s cold voice brought her mind around, and he punctuated the command with another cut from the searing bamboo cane. 

“Yes, sir!” she cried, weeping now. This was a hurt not easily dismissed. 

Alex’s tools of torture seemed to pop out of nowhere, from the air materializing like conjured illusions. And yet, the whip and cane that followed the hard-hitting strap were real, not illusions of any sort. 

By then, however, there was little else for Alex to do but bring Laney down from the frantic, sexual high where not coming would be a difficult thing to manage. She wouldn’t have dared come if her mind had been in control. But the fisherman couldn’t count on her mind to control anything at this point; he knew enough about beating horny, masochistic women to know that. 

He left her scorched body for a time after he finished. 

For Laney, the time was as golden as the glowing room. Her frenzied body quelled some, but the endorphins swimming through her seemed on an endless mission to bring her pleasure. She moaned and ground her hips ever faster into the sofa, for just an instant realizing that there was not much she could do to prevent the rising tide of climax. The end was right within her grasp, promised, ready, sure to lift her into that splendid place, until suddenly, Alex was beside her again with his hand pressing hard against her pubis. 

“What are you doing, Laney?” he asked. 

“So, sorry, sir,” she almost whimpered as she spoke. 

He felt the soggy crotch, amused to find her so liquid, and so close. 

“I could bring you off,” he said. 

“Oh, please do, sir.”

“Fraid not,” his hand withdrew, “I have so many more plans for you.”

He went on to untie her feet and hands and lift her off the sofa, letting her punished body slide back to the wooden floor. 

Laney crawled to him when he sat back in the chair, and for a moment took the liberty of resting her head against his thigh. His hand was in her hair, gently fondling her head, and then her face. She kissed his palm, and with her shackled hands, brought his hand to her lips as she gazed into his face. 

“I don’t even know you,” she said. 

“Did you know the others?” he asked. 

“No, I guess not. It’s just that…”

“That what?”

She refused to finish the sentence. But shook her head. “You’re right. I didn’t know any of the masters who used me; it seems one is as good as another when it comes to abusing my body to arouse my cunt.”

He smiled, and she smiled back.

What she couldn’t say was how different this experience had been from all the others, how different Alex had been from all the other strangers. She wondered if the difference she felt was real, or was her memory tricking her, and Alex was no more special than all those other strange and cruel men? Could there be something about the not-so-humble fisherman that gave her greater pleasure? Perhaps it was because he was the first—the first since Erik died. Perhaps. 

Nothing was clear to her as she rested inside his dominant aura. It was not a good idea to pass judgment too soon; the night was not yet over, and his use of her had just begun. 


Chapter Five

The creaking boards in the upstairs rooms made her nervous. The bed creaked, too, and the loose shutters slapped against the side of the house with every gust of air. She lay stretched out against an old, blue striped mattress. Alex had thrown back the dusty coverlet, while the sheets had disappeared long before they got there. Lying on her stomach, her hungering body writhed still, unable to stop squirming in the heat of erotic agony—at the mercy of Alex Greenwood. Every breath of air that passed over her scorched skin brought back the sensuous pain and made her pussy seek its pleasure. 

Alex promised to deny her any further pleasure, and make her painfully suffer if she brought herself off without his assistance. So, she prayed for his hand, or better still his cock riding her pussy or stuffed deep inside her ass. She didn’t forget that he’d promised that, too.

But when the fisherman returned to the room and his bound submissive, he had an entirely different plan in mind. He crawled in-between her spread legs, and after stuffing a pillow beneath her hips, his mouth moved into the steamy valley of her sex. His tongue laved the sweaty skin and Laney lurched, as a fierce spasm of physical joy rent her body. 

“Stop that, or I’ll stop!” Alex warned. 

“Oh, but that’s soooooooo,” she seethed quietly, clenching her fists and willing her body to be still as Alex tongue worked itself deeper, inching its way to her juicy hole and along the dangling clitoris that was now swollen and raw, and so sensitive that any touch… any touch at all…”God yes!” she started to vent. 

Alex mouth moved deeper still as he lifted her ass higher and spread her cleft wide open. But for all her desire to come, and come fast, Alex forced her to wait, withdrawing from her engorged clit just at her moment of crisis. His mouth moved back along her anal crack, to the tight rosette of her anus, and pushed his tongue into her sensitive opening. 

Shocked, she lurched forward again, which brought the man’s palm down firmly on her ass, resulting in a smarting sting.

“You want me to go on?”

“Yes, yes, of course. You can’t stop now.”

“Oh, I sure can, and I will, if you don’t stop jumping around.”

She quieted one more time so that Alex would continue, working his way back with more bites and sucks and probing from her asshole to her cunt, to her clit and the hole between her legs. A finger inserted in the desiring love hole found her g-spot fast, and this time, she lurched less violently, hissing as she buried her face in the mattress, “Yes, yes, yesssssssssssssss… Oh, please let me come…” before he could object. 

“Oh, you will,” he heard her and replied, then he went back to work. 

He fucked her cunt hole with his fingers, almost a fistful driving her into a frenzy; then he used the handle of his whip, thrusting the thing inside her, reminiscent of an erection. She wished it were his cock. She longed to feel the length of it gliding across her swollen bud and into the depths of her until he struck bottom. 

Although frantic to release, she held back, waiting for permission, panting, shackled fists pounding against the mattress. He pressed his face to her cunt one more time, lifting her ass until her back was stretched like a bow, and dove with his tongue beating at her inner flesh in a regular rhythm. 

He backed off only to say, “Come now!” Then he went back to work, feeling the woman’s body stiffen inside his hands, for maybe sixty seconds of utter bliss. 

She shuddered, her crotch writhing on the man’s mouth and then came—”Oh…my…god…” and immediately came a second time, with spasms surging through her entire body, which was more alive than at any time in the last six months. She opened her mouth for a silent scream, fists still clenched, her ass bobbing on air; then as the fisherman pulled away, Laney’s body fell limply against the mattress. 

Alex turned her over while she was still recovering, his eyes hot, almost raging as his body hovered over hers, naked now, muscled, tanned, a form that fed her lust. His fired up cock pressed against her crotch, throbbing as it slowly dragged up and down against her sweaty skin and he massaged the cunt he’d just brought off on his mouth. 

Gazing into his smoky eyes and his hardened face, she waited for the attack to begin. She expected him deep inside her, coming as she’d come, so she could come again, and remain on that delirious high. She waited, as if this was a man she belonged to and she could relish the moment for awhile; then she felt him lift his ass up and pause briefly. Instinctively she bent her legs, chains rattling, and opened them wide, feeling the head of his cock testing the waters by slowly, teasingly, jabbing at her pussy. 

She remained beneath him in another frantic torment, for minutes on end, waiting breathless for him to fall on her. Then with no warning at all, his body shifted downward into hers, and his cock head pierced her vaginal hole and slid into the velvety richness of her sex. With that first thrust, she bore down, her pussy squeezing and spasming around the thrusting cock. She came again, as if it were the first time that day. 

She cried, jerking against him savagely. Her hands still bound above her and useless for caressing, for a lovingly tease or a thankful touch. 

He was in and out of her too quickly, leaving her with his cock dripping cum down his thigh as he stood above her. She witnessed some compassion in his face, though not enough to draw him back inside the cocoon of her lust.

“So fast… you moved so fast,” she breathed out despondently.

“Isn’t that too bad, you coming slut.”

Impulsively, he climbed back on the mattress, this time straddling her head and offering his cock to her parted, panting lips. She would have been happy with a kiss to end the night, but was satisfied with cleaning his thick erection, flagging now that it was spent. 

In the aftermath, she was left alone in the creaky room to recover on her own. 

The fisherman, Alex Greenwood, left her, the door closing loudly behind him. 

Before he disappeared he’d bound her ankle chain to the foot of the bed with rope, so that she lay helpless on the mattress inside the sweltering hot room. 

When she turned her head to the side, she could just barely see outside one of the tall bedroom windows that went nearly to the floor. She looked for the sea, maybe to get her bearings, or simply to remind her of where she was in the Marquis’ paradise. As she looked out, however, she caught sight of the fisherman, clothed again and walking briskly in the direction of his boat. 

“Alex!” she screamed, suddenly frightened half out of her wits. She knew he couldn’t hear her from that distance. She knew fighting against the bonds was useless, but she did that, too. “Alex! Alex, please come back!”

When she fell back against the blue, striped mattress, she realized how alone she still was. 

He wouldn’t leave her…no! God please, bring him back… over and over the desperate refrain repeated until her exhaustion finally won out over her hysteria, and she slept.


Chapter Six

“Hey there, girl, you can’t stay in bed all day. I gotta head out, get back to port.”

Laney opened her eyes to a blistering sun, the smell of scrambled eggs—and was that bacon too? —and a sour taste in her dry mouth. Her body wiggled against the mattress, raw and sore, limbs aching. But she wasn’t bound anymore, and at some time during the night a pillow and sheet had appeared. 

She sat upright, pulling the sheet over her breasts self-consciously, and looked at the smiling fisherman with his tray of food. 

“Eat!” he said, thrusting breakfast toward her. 

“What time is it?”

“About seven. I’m already late for my normal rounds. You have a half hour to eat and get dressed.”

She looked around still trying to wipe the sleep from her eyes and get her bearings. 

“I suppose, there’s no shower here,” she groaned, having smelled the sweet sexy stench of her flesh. 

He laughed. “’fraid not. But your hotel won’t be far away. You can wash the night from you there.”

Alex sat the tray in her lap and moved off. “I’ll see you in a half hour.” He nodded to her clothes, now folded neatly on a nearby chair with her backpack sitting beside it. He’d obviously been busy while she slept. 

“Thanks.” She watched him leave, too aghast to say anything else. 

Laney listened as Alex’s feet hit the stairs, and heard him walk across the hardwood floor in the living room below. She looked outside the window, where she’d seen him disappear the night before, and saw him again in her sights, striding cross the sand toward the grassy knoll and the boat beyond. Yes, he had come back for her. She recalled her earlier hysteria with some amusement. Of course, he hadn’t left her. 

Although her stomach was growling with hunger, and smelling the steamy food made her want to dive right in, she suddenly remembered the book, the Marquis’ book. This might be the only chance she’d have to swipe it from the bookshelf in the library. Forgetting the food and her hunger, she quickly scrambled into her clothes and darted down the stairs, quietly—in case Alex might have turned back. As she moved into the library, she breathed a sigh of relief, spotting the book right where she left it after briefly thumbing through the incendiary text. With just a twinge of guilty panic, she grabbed it from the shelf, and moved back through the library to the staircase, returning to the upstairs bedroom. Moments later, both the Marquis’ Book of Pleasure and the strange diary, which she hadn’t yet had a chance to read, were safely stuffed at the bottom of her backpack, zipped inside. 

The eggs tasted delicious to her now that her mission was safely accomplished. She ate quickly, while gazing out the window and seeing Alex returning to the house. The gods of the island had spoken, she smiled to herself. Obviously, they wanted her to have that tainted book and made it possible for her to steal it with little effort. Then again…there had been some effort in her night on Marquis Island. She’d given herself up to a stranger again. Although now, in the light of a new day, the crude sex she shared with the fisherman seemed little more than a dream, part of the shadows lurking at nightfall on this strange island, and the ghosts of those who’d been here before and left their imprint. 

She shook off the image, disturbed by its meaning. She’d think of it later, not now. 

Now it was time to leave. 

“I don’t have all day, Ms. Priestly!” Alex’s voice rang out from below. 

“Yes, yes, I’m coming,” she called to him, and she gathered her backpack and the tray with her half-eaten breakfast and swept down the stairs, smiling warmly. 

*** 

The fishing boat rocked along the waves, moving at a steady but not speedy clip back toward the harbor. Not a word had been said as they trekked down the beach to the boat, and they had barely spoken to each other since they boarded and set off. 

But there were things to say. Laney was sure that Alex Greenwood held the key to finding her ‘owner’, and she would not let the opportunity to discuss her still very pressing need pass her by. 

“You’ll be going out fishing after you drop me off at the dock?”

“That’s my plan.”

“It’s a business for you, I guess.”

“It is. I love the water and the open air.”

“I’ll be going back home for awhile,” Laney mused absently. 

He nodded, as he steered the boat, his squinting eyes looking toward the horizon over the calm blue water. He wore a faded red baseball cap that shaded his eyes from the blistering morning sun, and like her, the same clothes he’d worn the day before.

“I’ll still continue my search for the Marquis,” she said.

“Didn’t learn much for your time and money, did you?”

“Oh, I disagree,” she objected. “Last night I learned a lot about you.”

“Really?”

“You are very guarded about yourself, Alex Greenwood, but I’m guessing that you’re in the Marquis’ circle, whether you want to admit it to me or not.”

“And why would you assume that?” He turned toward her.

She laughed. “As if last night didn’t happen.”

He laughed, too. “Don’t assume too much, Ms. Priestly. I’ve had my moments on that island, but they have nothing to do with secret inner circles of sex addicts, and some mysterious Marquis who lives god knows where.”

“Really? And why would I believe you?”

“You can believe anything you want. Truth is, the island is a pretty good place to take a girlfriend for a romantic adventure. It’s come in handy from time to time, which is why I know about its oddities. I’ve rummaged through the cupboards and cabinets; I’ve combed the cellar; I found all those implements of sexual torture you seem to love so much.”

“Love them?” she tried looking shocked. 

“Oh, c’mon, Laney, I don’t know what else you’d call your performance last night.”

Performance. Was that what it was to him?

The sexual mayhem of the previous night was hard to think of now; a subject Laney preferred not to talk about with it still so fresh in her mind. She may have briefly forgotten the details when she awakened in the morning, but since she’d been on the boat, the incident returned to her thoughts in graphic detail, dispelling any suggestion that it hadn’t taken place. But a performance? She would never call her submission and the uproarious sexual release she enjoyed a performance; it was real and wonderful, far beyond expectations or hopes, and intimately personal enough to blush about, now that the subject had finally been broached. 

“I may have displayed myself in an unusually candid manner, but you can be sure that I could never think of last night as a performance. Yes, there is a masochistic side to my nature, that’s obvious, and you seemed very capable of using it for your own pleasure.”

“That I did.”

“I guess it shows what an easy target I am for strange men.”

“I’m still a stranger to you?”

“You’re stranger to me now than when I thought of you as just a fisherman.”

“Well, I’d suggest that you keep thinking of me as just a fisherman. There’s not a whole lot more to me than that. Although I am smart enough to see that you’re not a typical female in any way. I hope you find the man you’re looking for.”

“And, I hope you can tell me where I can find him.”

“I told you before, the guy that pays me is nothing but a Post Office address in Paris.”

“You know nothing else?”

He pretended to search his thoughts for an answer, but shook his head. “Not unless you want to check out every bookstore in the city of Paris.”

“A bookstore in Paris, really?”

“Yeah. It’s not much to go on, but the man who called me, the same guy who hired me to look after the island, told me that a Paris bookstore would be in charge of packing up the books in the library and shipping them back to Paris. That was over a year ago and I’ve heard nothing about it since. It’s my guess that no one really cares about the stuff anymore.”

“That’s it? That’s all you know?”

“That’s it. Wish I could help you more.”

Laney grew thoughtfully silent, feeling sure that Alex was keeping something from her, but she had no evidence of that fact, just her gut instincts, which couldn’t help but speculate about the man. 

By the time she awakened from her reverie, the port was in their sights, and she watched as Alex steered the boat into the dock. On disembarking, Laney lifted her backpack to her shoulder, feeling content that she had the two books safely stored there. She’d be searching them carefully for clues about the Marquis that were not forthcoming from her guide. 

Just before she walked off, Laney handed Alex her business card. “You will let me know if you should stumble on any information about our mysterious Marquis?”

“I’ll do that, Ms. Priestly,” he said smiling, but then his brows narrowed on her, “But you know, if I were in your position, I’d have that thing cut off and go about finding the guy of your dreams who will use you the way you want.”

“You think I should give up my search?”

“Just seems to me if this Marquis wanted to contact you, he would have by now.”

“You might be right,” she conceded. “But I’m not the kind of woman who can let something like this slide.”

“Well, you just watch yourself.”

“Is that a warning?”

He shrugged, “Maybe.” He took her business card and stuffed it in the pocket of his shorts. Laney assumed that was the last he’d see of it. 

Missing from their parting was any hint of the physical intimacy they shared. Alex was the darnedest one night stand Laney had ever had and certainly the best. Maybe he was telling the truth. Maybe he was just a horny guy with enough savvy to take advantage of a half-mad widow and her crazy obsession with an island that would not easily give up its secrets. Maybe he was right, that she should watch herself and forget her pursuit of the Marquis, however, that was advice she’d likely ignore.


Chapter Seven

Laney sighed heavily as she turned on the light in the den, and shuffled through her mail. Sinking down in Erik’s leather chair, she grabbed the remote and turned on the TV, intending to catch the eleven o’clock news. The smell of the flowers, the roses and honeysuckle, sitting on a table beside her, made her smile—a gift from Sandra and Elise, who would soon want all the intimate details of her trip to Marquis Island. They’d get quite a story, although she had yet to make sense of what had happened and the pair would have to wait until she’d sorted it out for herself. 

The TV came on with an advertisement for the latest miracle drug, during which Laney absently looked through the usual bills and advertisements in her mail. A letter from Sam, her accountant, she set aside for later, then at the bottom of the pile was a postcard, with a shiny colored picture of the docks at St. Martina. She smiled. Turning it over she read the message: Hope the ankle’s all healed! Alex.

That was it! She had to laugh. 

For the first time since she returned home, the thought of sex and punishment with Alex Greenwood filled her thoughts. Oh, she might have lighted on his memory from time to time, but she’d been too busy to allow what happened during that long night to return to her and engage her emotionally. The last several days she’d been busy in court for nearly sixteen hours each day, wading through complicated testimony in a criminal trial, her client charged with arson and theft. She was exhausted by the time she arrived home late each night, and although it had only been three days since she was on the island, it seemed like a century ago.

She’d been called in on an important care and was obligated to pitch in for another colleague who’d taken an emergency leave of absence. The unexpected change in plans probably served her well, since she wasn’t prepared to take off on another excursion so soon after the last. If she were to continue her search for the Marquis, where would she go? The trip to the island had yielded little in the way of concrete information and just as Alex mentioned, it seemed pretty foolish to search every bookshop and book dealer in Paris. 

She reread the postcard several times, as if she thought she’d missed something in Alex’s simple greeting. Hope the ankle’s all healed! Why would he even have bothered? With thoughts of him now rampant in her brain, she put her head back and closed her eyes, letting those powerful memories return. She was suddenly there again, her skin hot, a breeze on her face, the prescient tingling sensation enlivening her body as she mentally moved through the ancient house. And Alex. His image stirred her beyond all the others. 

The agitating sounds of the evening news disturbed her present reverie, so she clicked off the TV, which in that instant caused her eyes to light on the books she’d stolen from the library on the island. They were tucked inside the small shelf under the tabletop, directly beneath the bouquet of flowers. She’d almost forgotten that she’d put them there. Her plan had been to read them on the plane home, but her hands had faltered as she reached inside her backpack to pull them out. It was too soon, her time there too fresh to add more fuel to the disquieting fire that raged in her hungering body.

Thrust back into her working life, she’d had to concentrate on this case and nothing else. 

Even on this night, Laney should have let her brief memories be enough for her; it was late and her body longed for sleep. But just the sight of the two slim volumes compelled her to pick them up, which was enough to require she open the cover of the first one—The Marquis’ Book of Pleasure—and demand she read. Within seconds she was lost in the pages, reliving the rich wealth of feelings just as she’d experienced them when she heard the words on the page read by her husband three years before.

“The Care and Training of Human Chattel. Chapter One, the Slave Decision.” 


Chapter One – Being that slavery has been banned in most modern countries, the practice of keeping sexual slaves is rarely an appropriate topic for consideration. Only in secret fraternities and free societies like the one on Marquis Island will proponents of these practices be allowed to appraise such curious ideas. It is my belief, however, that the rite of slavery is one deeply embedded in the psyche of humanity—one not easily eradicated by law. It is as well, particularly desirous as a means of sexual stimulation and satisfaction. For the obviously dominant male to subjugate, imprison, and use the female species as he desires is a deeply seated craving that cannot be turned aside without giving up some degree of personal liberty and truth. Conversely, for certain members of the fair sex to deny their yearnings for submission and turn from them as though they did not exist is equally as damaging to the soul… 

Do not, however, misread my remarks here. A sexual slave can and should be expected to serve her master sexually at all times—from the first day of her slave life until the last. Compliance is expected. And a good master will demand it, while at the same time knowing that time and training increase the sexual benefit for both master and slave. The slave’s decision is just the beginning…

Just the beginning…she’d hardly started and suddenly her mind was there again at the island, not with Alex, but with Erik, Sandra, Elisa, Jason and Matthew…and Archibald Devane. The subversive words slipped into her consciousness like rain dissolving into the air, making her body breathe with the forceful fire that consumed her when she was victim to the book. She’d only experienced a fraction of that feeling on her return. Even Alex had noticed that she had a lot stored up, and she could feel that stifled energy now, rumbling as if it were about to break free. She paged forward in the book…

“Raw livestock should remain naked for everyday activity. They do not eat at tables, sit in chairs or on sofas, sleep in beds, and should be tethered when walked or ordered to crawl on all fours. It is only proper that they remain at the feet of their masters, or humbly waiting in corners during meals, where, if their master is so moved, they are fed by hand, or given scraps from his plate when his meal is finished…

“To subjugate the ego of a human slave, it is essential they have no self concern, self-consciousness or modesty. They must have no thought for propriety. Indeed, they should have no concerns at all. Their single task is to obey the rules set for them by their master, and in so doing dispense with any idea of self and the conventions of society they may have adhered to in their past. 

Laney shuddered with that memory fueling a raging storm between her legs, and it was all she could do to stop herself from masturbating. 

“In order to attain this selfless state, it is imperative that they undergo efficiently administered beatings on their buttocks, thighs and even their shoulders—all places where punishment can be dealt and not produce permanent damage…

“The whip is perhaps the most enticing of all sadomasochistic implements for its many varied uses. 

“Straps have the same correctional implications as the paddle, and unlike the paddle can be used for long, harsh sessions of punishment…

“Bridles, tethers and other such devices are for containment…

“No well-behaved and well-mannered slave learns their duties without experiencing the utter emptiness found within extreme restraint…

“Everything becomes erotic. The skin sensitized, the orifices thirst for pleasure and the body becomes a magnet for ecstasy. Every movement, every touch, every kiss rife with passion…

“…what happens to the slave from this point is totally dictated by the property owner, and as such, many masters including myself find a certain finality associated with leaving their mark on the chattel’s body as proof of their sovereignty over the submissive livestock.” 

The Marquis’ book fell from her hands to the floor as the reality of the words invaded her being. Her body screamed for satisfaction, her thighs rubbing against themselves, her ass squirming on the leather seat. Lifting her bottom off the chair, Laney pulled up her skirt and frantically struggled out of her pantyhose and panties, tugging them off almost desperate to be rid of them. Once they were flung across the room, she settled back down, but she was hardly calm. The warm leather seat felt like a lover’s hand against her ass, and her eager fingers moved down between her legs. She parted them wide, feeling crude and savage and vulgar as a street whore, lifting her legs up over the chair arms and scooting further down in the seat, with both hands tearing at her convulsing pussy. Her fingers probed her cunt hole as deeply as the position allowed. She fucked herself with her right hand, while rubbing her clitoris with her left. Her inner muscles clenched tight, relaxed and clenched again, and many more times over as she worked herself to climax. Her passions were unguarded in the safety of the familiar den, and her desire crescendoed rapidly. In her mind, there were masters and men surrounding her, goading her with sneering faces and their whips snapping at her naked flesh. 

She broke the action once, by command of the unknown master lodged inside her mind, who insisted she remove her blouse and bra and bare her tits to his unseen eyes. She sat up, practically ripping the buttons apart as if there were a whip ready, waiting to hound her into compliance with the cutting bite of its sting on her bare arm. She cast her bra aside, taking a deep breath as she pushed her naked breasts forward like an offering; and lifting them to her lips, she kissed the moist and aromatic surface. Then she settled back again, slumped in the chair, obeying that anonymous inner commander, hooking her legs over the chair arms, and bringing herself back to the brink of orgasm. 

What she lost in momentum was quickly restored, so her savagely working fingers, that probed her cunt hole, and pinched her nipples until she moaned, and slapped her pubis with blows like that of a paddle, took her to that bitter edge, where she was forced to teeter precariously in anticipation of the master’s next command. She backed off from the precipice a dozen times, all because this disembodied spirit told her to in a voice that barked its orders. She feared the consequences of disobedience; she would have to punish herself in some brutal act of contrition if she failed the man. Again and again, she reached that exquisite high, then backed off until her inner mind began to beg like she would beg a flesh and blood master who held her pleasure, or her pain, in his miserly grasp.

At last… at last… “Ahhhhhhhhhhhh, yesssssssss,” she quietly breathed out, and her crotch writhed against her hands, her clit rubbed more, her cunt hole finger-fucked, energy billowing from her at first in sharp and grinding spasms. She winced, her face twisted, then in softer surges of pleasure, like waves crashing against a beach, the orgasm played out to its finish.

The eyes of her masters looked down on her in judgment. Their cruelty made her desire to come again strong and very real. But Laney stopped herself, exhaustion making it almost impossible to attempt another masturbation. Then, of course, the voice in her head had stopped speaking, and the images of men around her vanished. She was almost too embarrassed to believe that her obsession had turned into such a violent frenzy. 

She had been weakened to the point that she slid from the chair, naked now, and crawled five feet to the leather couch, where she used to lounge reading law briefs, while Erik was busily engaged in his own work. Its cool surface comforted her heated body. Even now, she could sense the tightness in her body where Alex had worked her with the strap, the whip and the cane, sensations she’d ignored since the incident, and had that night burst in on her like raiding warriors to assert their power. She knew that marks remained where Alex had beaten her; they became her visions, the voices in her mind, the masters of her body, assuring her that she could not make herself forget, no matter how hard she tried. There was not enough will inside a body as desirous as hers to impede the knowledge of her true nature as a submissive woman, and what that true nature demanded she do. 

She sunk into a deep but troubled sleep. 

Several hours later, Laney woke chilled and pulled an afghan she’d made two winters ago over her body. She slept some more. About five o’clock, according to the hallway clock that struck the hour and each half hour, she woke again. This time she awakened completely and sat upright on the couch with her eyes fixated on the second book, the Marquis’ diary. Wrapping the afghan around her body, she moved from the couch back to the leather chair, and taking the book from the table, she opened the cover, paged through several pages—for reasons completely unknown to her—and then began to read when her eyes settled on…

June 15th… The new arrival is expected tomorrow. I’ve been assured that this one has the temperament I’m looking for. The body is nice enough from the pictures, a classic beauty, dark hair, dark eyes, although it is difficult to tell the color for sure, and pale skin. I have a penchant for pale skin since it marks so easily with the whip and the marks keep their color, and the welts their explicit shape for days. 

June 17th … Indeed, my new property arrived in fine shape. I made my usual physical inspection, measured the breasts, and the depth, shape and volume of her cavities. Anal proved difficult for this little beast—I shall call it little beast—there is a bite in the eyes—sky blue eyes—of course that bite will be beaten from her. After my measurements, I began that regimen. Floggings morning and night as usual. As needed otherwise. I caged little beast in the dark, which this one is particularly afraid of. There is no use coddling them… 

June 19th … I am making great headway with my new acquisition. And am quite fond of the pretty face, the lovely eyes, the lustrous hair, which I’m afraid I had to be cut off. Little beast looks like a boy now, though there would be no mistaking it for one, given the shape of the physical body—and the equipment. I must remind myself that this one has been promised to Alain. I am no more than the trainer and this subject is sure to pass through my hands much too quickly for me to relish all of the accoutrements offered. Crawling supine, belly, breasts and crotch to the earth was a first accomplishment, aided by the whip. These ones never seem to learn otherwise. Ah! But those cuts were such a pleasure to deliver! Watching as the welts formed across the white expanse of the back and buttocks has become one of my fondest enjoyments. Round little globes those ass cheeks are. As soon as the wailing thing calmed, I dropped to my knees, pulled apart those succulent ass cheeks with my clenching fists and opened the ass to receive my organ. It didn’t take long given my state of arousal, and the cries were pitiful, to which I had to comment afterwards, reminding the little one that crying is not allowed. At least not with me as the master. I gave the thing some succor by not immediately stringing the beast’s arms up to the rafters for a chastising punishment. Soon enough, soon enough. Little beast will dangle by the arms suspended, gaining the strength to support the body. The suffering only expands, but like the others acquisitions I have trained during these thirty years, this one will come around, finding in the duty of compliant performance more grace and beauty than would otherwise be possible. My properties are never ordinary in any way…

Laney put down the book, realizing that her body was chilled and she was shivering, cold as stone. A deep breath brought some life back to her limbs. Moments later, she felt a pulsing heat in her crotch. She was hardly surprised. Lips parched, mouth dry from too much ragged breathing, she reached for a glass beside her, half filled with day old tea. It was enough to cure her immediate thirst and she returned to her reading. Nothing about the narrative surprised her. And yet, the arrogance, the haughty distance the Marquis described between him and his property, and the unsettling details, were enough to chill the sun, to stop its orbit cold.

June 25th … suspension training is going well, but requires a good deal of punishment to properly implement. We’ve had to take a break for some wounds to heal. 

July 5th … after resuming the training, I’m finding a much more compliant property. I suppose a week in the trap has been the only way to ferret out the continuing resentment. But I’m seeing a much more compliant subject now. The only concern is: will it stick? After one day out, it’s too soon to tell… 

July 10th … suspension training much better now. Later today, we began the suspension bondage. Much straining follows, but the silence was a good sign. Although, I had to use a gag, I’m afraid. I much rather see a mouth stretched wide to receive a cock, not some ugly ballgag that distorts the face…but one does what one has to do to achieve the desired results.

July 25th … A little more than a month. How time flies. Little beast is almost done with the initiation. I’m glad of it. There is too much strong feeling in me to have this one here any longer, only knowing that I’ll have to give the thing up to another man. While having a property achieve total selflessness is always my goal, I’ll have to let Alain finish in his own way. 

After I am done with this property, Alain will send it on for the physical enhancements before he receives the shipment. I argued with Alain that the breasts were too perfectly formed to be tampered with, but some men have fetishes that refuse to take perfection into account. An augmentation of two bra cup sizes will we be ordered and I’m sure will be carried well. 

Below the narrative, which continued for two more pages, were a couple of notes scribbled in the margins as reminders: 

1) Need to order up the standard wooden crate… tomorrow!! Pick-up date scheduled for Friday. Delivery to Dr. Roman immediately following. Must relay that message to the clinic. 

2) Send note to Gerard from the bookshop to ready my old journals for delivery. (So glad he found them intact in the barracks.) Must order a secure courier to his shop…by the Bibliotheque Nationale…Write down directions!!!

Laney stared at this last entry, blankly at first, but the excitement soon gathered in her belly. She stopped reading and began searching through the diary for dates, the year to be exact… finally 1999 caught her eye. She searched more, becoming sure that the missal was that recent. She would call her friend Corinne in Paris to verify the shop’s existence. In the morning, in the morning… she could hardly wait. She paced the room, her head filled with swirling thoughts, plans, making plans. Of course, nothing could be done until after the trial, and the trial would last another two weeks. Unless she could get Amos to finish up, which he’d be better at doing. 

She stopped her pacing as she listened to the hall clock chime the half hour.

Dammit, Laney, what a silly goose you are! It was daytime in France; she could call Corinne now!

Going straight to the phone, she flipped through her phone book, finding the number of the pretty blonde she’d roomed with at Cornell. The Marquis’ diary remained opened to that last page. After she’d spoken to Corinne she’d read more. Until morning. Until it was time to shower and return to court. She was too keyed up to sleep and there was so much to do.


Chapter Eight 

Lust and imagination created Paris as an orgy of the senses. There was no better place for Laney to search for her absent master. Yet, it was determination and a good map that led her through the maze of streets to find the bookshop that Corinne had located near Bibliotheque Nationale. She could have taken a taxi, but somehow that seemed crass in these circumstances. This was a humble mission that required a submissive to think and feel humbly. Besides, she needed the brisk walk in order to gather her courage and set the mood. 

Laney walked the ten blocks from her hotel, map in hand. Initially, she’d intended to stop for espresso at one of the open-air cafés but she was too anxious to put any more time between herself and her mission. 

Suddenly, the book shop was there before her. Like so many things in the cities of Europe, the edifice seemed like a miniature, a replica built in modern time. But in truth it was very old, along a block of old and picturesque shops—a bakery, a clothing boutique and a jewelry store, she recognized right off. 

Her hand touched the doorknob and she stopped. The urge to flee almost made her turn away, but then the door opened in spite of her hesitation, and an old man, wearing a beret and carrying an umbrella elbowed past her. She was drawn inside by the smell of old books and the promise of her mystery solved. 

The shopkeeper was at his desk peering down at a ledger, a pair of spectacles perched on the tip of his nose. He was not at all as ancient as she expected him to be. He wore a blue denim shirt and a fraying grey sweater and looked every bit like a man who spent his every hour surrounded by books. A least two dozen, maybe as many as four dozen, were stacked beside him on his desk, rising in two columns that ended above his head. 

“Sir?” Laney spoke quietly, as if this was a sacred place—in her mind it was.

The shopkeeper didn’t look up. Had he not heard her? She was only several paces away. And the door did have its jangling bell. She moved a little closer. “Sir?”

Finally, the man stirred. He took off his glasses and rubbed his one eye, then peered at her with the same careful scrutiny as he did his ledger.

“Qui vous est?” 

“Laney. Laney Priestly.” She stepped closer. 

He cocked his head as if trying to place her. 

“Je vous sais?” he said.  

“Non. Parlez-vous l’anglais?” 

“Ah, oui! What you want?”

She sighed, a bit relieved. This was one possible barrier that she hadn’t expected to breach so easily. She tried smiling to ease the tension, but the man wasn’t very friendly. 

He was, however, quite striking, now that she could actually look at his face. Not handsome, not in any typical way. He was in his forties she guessed. He had short black hair and deep lines in his tanned face. But it was a face with character and strength and surprising determination that astounded her, not what she expected in a French shopkeeper, and man of books. And the eyes, oh, how the eyes assaulted her, even held her in place. She was actually beginning to shiver under this brief inspection. His gaze moved from her face to survey the rest of her and she felt stripped. 

Suddenly, his eyes caught sight of the bracelet, which she’d originally intended to hide. Coming into the shop, however, that scheme had been forgotten and now she was moved to back up in fear; he must have recognized what it was she wore. His initially curious look turned into a glare, then he abruptly stood up and moved around his desk, grabbing her high at the arm and pulling her through tall shelves of books to the back of the shop, where they slipped through a drape. The storeroom on the other side was packed with more bookshelves, dozens of boxes, huge packing crates and one empty corner with nothing but a small white chair. He pushed her into the chair and glared down at her dazed expression. 

“Sir, please, I…” Heart racing, she backed up in the seat as far as she could go, which was an empty attempt since there really was nowhere to go with the small chair tight against the wall. 

He slapped her face.

“Sir!” She tried to stand up and he pushed her back down

“You know better than to walk in my front door.”

“No! No, I don’t,” she rushed in. “I see that you recognize the bracelet. That is why I am here.”

His anger briefly abated. And he looked back at her, baffled. 

“Who are you?”

“I’m Laney Priestly, from the United States. My husband gave me this bracelet before he died. I’ve come here to find out about it.” She took a breath.

“If you know nothing, then you should have it removed.”

“I don’t want it removed. And I do know what it means. I’ve gone to great lengths to come here, to find you. Please. If you could only give me a few answers, I won’t waste your time.”

The sound of the shop’s bell rang through the heated air, and the man turned immediately. “You stay. I come back.” Then he disappeared though the drape and Laney heard the sound of voices. They were speaking French too fast for Laney to catch what was being said, but she assumed this was a customer. 

Her heart stopped racing after several minutes alone, although she could still feel the sting of the shopkeeper’s hand against her face. Alex Greenwood’s warnings came back to her—she had no reason to assume that the Marquis’ agents, his masters, would be kind, or even sane. 

She could see through the maze of packing boxes that there was a door in the very back of the storeroom. Light seeped from around the frame—she could escape. But then what would she gain? Before she could reach a decision, however, the Frenchman came through the drape, his attitude as assailing as before. 

He looked at her, and the bracelet again. “Let me see it.”

She held out her hand, which he took in his warm one. He held the band, reading the inscription. 

“I’m looking for the Marquis,” she explained. 

“Hush!”

She didn’t want to hush, she wanted him to answer her questions. Once she had an address where to find the Marquis, she’d be gone.

“How did you know to find me?” he finally looked up and asked. He seemed saner now, not agitated, but there was a hardness and cruelty about him that got inside her. She was afraid. Not panicked, but afraid, realizing that if he was a key to finding the Marquis, he could also be one of his masters. This was real now, not the island, not the fantasy, not the pretend with Alex Greenwood, or the loving dreamlike submission she’d reveled in with Erik. 

But how would she know to find him? How could she answer without revealing that she had the Marquis diary?

“You going to speak,” he asked impatiently. 

“Twice, I’ve been to the Caribbean Island, Marquis’ Island. I was there by chance with my husband and some friends several years ago. But my husband died six months ago. Last month I returned to the island in hopes of finding something that would lead me to the Marquis. That is what I really want, sir. If you could help me.”

He dropped her hand abruptly and turned away. 

“I have no clue to his whereabouts.”

“No, that’s not possible!” she almost came up off the chair.

He turned back, half scowling, half smiling. “But it is.” He laughed. “You want to browbeat me for an answer?” 

“I’m sorry, sir.”

He looked her over again; the salacious craving in his eyes was unmistakable. 

Laney could not stop shaking, even as she sensed herself wet between her legs. This was the damnedest seduction. 

“You offend me, Mrs. Priestly, and I’m sure you’d offend the man who gave you that bracelet. It demands your respect.”

“I do respect it. I’m sorry if I’ve offended you. I haven’t had this long. I wasn’t initiated. I barely know what it means, but I know that if my husband trusted the Marquis enough to give me to him in this way, then I need to find the Marquis now.”

He eyed her again, carefully going over the same flesh, the same body parts he’d examined before. 

“I can see a use for you,” he said obliquely. “Stand up.”

She stood trembling as she felt the man’s warm hand move up under her skirt—she’d not defied the rules as she had on the island. She lowered herself metaphorically speaking, allowing her consciousness to take on the mantle of her station. She bowed her head, diverted her eyes, and stood with her legs apart, while he reached between them with his fingers going directly toward her vagina. He found her wet.

“You’re sopping,” he exclaimed. 

He fondled her snatch with the skill of a man well-versed in pleasing women, which only made her body more aroused. Although a feeling of shame suffused her being, it was not a feeling that disturbed her; rather, she was even more fully aroused. 

She began to pant, her body bursting to life, feeling as if it were dancing on his fingers. 

“You have few limits?” he asked, while continuing his play. 

“That is right, sir.”

“And you’re privy to the rules of behavior as the Marquis’ property?” 

“Yes, sir.”

“You’re wearing a bra?”

“Yes, sir. It is allowed.”

“Yes, I know it’s allowed,” he snapped. He removed his hand from her crotch. “But I don’t like bras, so take it off. You can do that without removing your blouse?”

“Yes, sir.”

She’d dressed carefully that day in a knee-length skirt with a five inch slit at her left knee. Dressing sexy was not a rule she’d ever heard of; in fact, being reasonably decorous in her dress had always been what turned Erik on. He liked evidence of her slutty side, without it being obvious. Slit skirts, high heels, transparent blouses and lacy bras turned him on as much as more overtly sexual clothes. In that vein, she’d chosen a simple short-sleeved white blouse and wore a white lace bra beneath it. Decorous yes, with a hint of sexuality. She thought that as long as she wore no panties she would be properly attired for the Marquis and his masters. 

To remove her bra without removing her blouse required an ingenious little trick most women can manage. She untucked her blouse and reached around to the back, unhooking the bra, then after unbuttoning two buttons at the front, she reached in and drew the bra straps out of her sleeves and looped them over her hands. Finally, she reached back inside and pulled out the brassiere.

The man observed, indifferent to her technique, and when she was finished, he said, “Now tuck in your shirt.”

She tucked the blouse back inside her skirt, giving it an extra tug so that her freed breasts would press against the thin fabric, deliberately showing the outline of her nipples, and as they hardened—which was almost instantly—how they made distinctive indentations in the smooth cloth.

He ran his hand across her chest with such delicacy that her entire body visibly quaked. 

“You have nothing to be afraid of. I’ll do no worse by you than any other master you’ve bowed to. In fact, I imagine in the future you’ll remember this occasion fondly.”

Her nipples stood out now unmistakably, hardened nubs, their deep rosy color showing from underneath. He pinched them hard with unceasing force, letting the sensation shoot through her body in a river of pain. 

She muffled her anguished gasp, afraid to make a sound. 

He pinched the second nipple with the same effect, the same sharp, shooting pain rifling through her body. 

“Someone’s trained you,” he said dryly. 

An ever-present scowl on his face, he let go of the nipple and pushed her toward a crate, bending her over at the waist, allowing her torso to rest on the hard surface. 

“Hang on to the other side,” he said. Then he lifted up her skirt to expose her naked rear. “Open your legs wider,” he said. 

She opened them at least two feet apart, knowing that he could now clearly see the evidence of her arousal. 

His hands were firm, clear in their purpose, as they aggressively massaged her privates. Nothing went unnoticed. Her pussy was breached by several probing fingers, while the man’s thumb slipped into her anus and began prodding it dry. 

“You should grease yourself every morning after you give yourself an enema. It’s not a stated rule of the Marquis, but if you were my property, I would beat you if you didn’t and enter your pretty derriere dry. Trust me, no property forgets that rule a second time.”

The fingers probing her behind hurt, not an ounce of mercy offered as they thrust again and again up the dry channel. Her body clenched as the savage pain got worse. 

“Ahhh, god,” she seethed under her breath, her fists clutched so tightly to the table that her knuckles turned white. 

“Of course, I can assume you like being beaten,” he said. 

He abruptly moved off toward the wall directly in front of her, where three implements of punishment hung in full view: a cane, a quirt and a leather lash. He chose the quirt.

“In another lifetime, de Sade and I drew lots to see who would first beat and bugger our pretty, young maids. We always preferred to go last, since a second beating is always the worst. Too bad that icon is not here now to send you on your way to hell. I’m afraid you’ll get just one beating today.” 

There was no answer to his remarks that wouldn’t earn her some reproach, so she kept silent, while nursing the hope that he was simply toying with her mind. Yet his very words caused her belly to spasm with almost painful vigor. He had only to press his hand against her pubis and she’d climax. 

Instead, however, his hand ran along the surface of her ass, contemplatively. “No marks?” He sounded surprised. 

“It has been some time, sir.”

“I guess it has. And for you, too long. Properties need frequent and repeated beatings to keep them in place. I suspect you’ve been too long without a master.”

He backed off, then taking position behind her, he whipped the quirt’s cutting thongs against her bare ass. She came up howling. “Oh! God no! Pleeeeeeeeeze!”

The shopkeeper raged on her, grabbing her by the hair and shoving her head into the crate. “You come off the crate again, I’ll bind you to it and bring the hoodlums off the street to bugger your sweet ass. You think you can take a dozen, you just try that move again.”

The strikes came on in a quick cadence, each more painful than the blow before. It was hard to believe that two thin strips of leather could be so hurtful, so wounding, so capable of driving her nearly mad with pain. She writhed on the crate, keeping her chest glued to the surface, while muffling her moans by ducking her head. 

And the pain didn’t cease when the shopkeeper dropped the quirt, and pulled up behind her, slathering her asshole with her pussy juices—copious by now—and shoving his erection into that back door. There was little finesse in his technique, but still that hammering erection made the sensation in her bloom, transformed from pain to endorphin-driven pleasure. 

She cried now for the wonder of it. What remarkable, what horrible things these desires made her suffer. How would she survive Paris, if this was just the first of many? 

“You bled a little,” the shopkeeper said, after he pulled out of her rectum. While she lay slumped against the crate, he moved around behind her, disappearing for a time she thought. She heard a toilet flush. Then the man returned. Her ass was suddenly stung with something cold. She smelled the alcohol as he rubbed it over her punished ass. “You’ll stay right here until the bleeding stops.” He dabbed a couple spots on her behind again. “Looks like that’s about it. Maybe a minute more.”

He laid a hand on the small of her back, scant comfort in light of the pain he’d caused, but it did feel warm and grounded her back inside her body.

“There’s a washroom through that door,” he pointed to the side of the room. “When you are presentable again, you can come see me in the shop. You’ll want to hear what I have to say,” he said, then he left. 

Just her second day in Paris and she’d already become a sex toy for another strange man. If the man’s use of her had been intended as a warning, like Alex’s warning not to pursue the Marquis, then it would be another warning she would ignore. Her body sought the sex as passionately as she sought her master, and once again, her desire had been sated. 

Once she had revived, propriety pulled her off the crate and sent her quickly to the washroom. She swiped her bra from the floor as she went. There was one particularly nasty welt that was the cause of all the bleeding. But it was clotted by then, so it wouldn’t bleed on her skirt.

She quickly removed her clothes to clean herself, then she dressed as she had before. Sensing that it wouldn’t be prudent to take her time, she returned to the storefront and waited for several minutes while the shopkeeper finished with a customer. During that time, she browsed the bookshelves as if looking for something in particular. Most of the books were in French, but she did find a few English paperbacks with titles she recognized. 

“Mrs. Priestly.” She jumped at the sound of his voice. 

She turned, seeing that the shopkeeper had returned to his desk, and looked very much the way he did when she walked in the door. 

“I’d said that the Marquis is not in Paris, and that is true. He is in Prague, at least that is where he currently makes his home.”

“And you have an address?”

“No. But you’ll go there. Driven women normally won’t heed warnings. Understand, I was kind to you in comparison to the cruelty that you may face. But, seeing how you’ve responded so far, that may be what you need. As far as finding the man you want, you can be assured that if you make the trip, he’ll know you’re coming. And he’ll find you.” He sat back, sighing deliberately. “Now, if you’ll be off, I can get on with my work.”

“Yes, sir. And thank you.”

He looked at her strangely, as if thanking her for what just took place seemed a little odd. 

She would have to agree.


Chapter Nine

Two days later, Laney was on the train to Prague, sitting in a seat by the window when an attractive couple in their thirties sat down in the seats opposite her. They were both elegantly dressed: he in a tailored black, pinstriped suit with a gold tie and matching handkerchief, she in a sleekly styled designer suit, the color of a rich Merlot. Her purse, her shoes, her impressive gold jewelry complimented her clothes perfectly. The two looked like a matched set. Laney would have thought the pair had just stepped from an advertisement in Vogue. Sitting opposite of this elegant couple, she felt a little dowdy in her casual peasant skirt and cotton blouse, although they were very much in style for the season and not particularly inexpensive—a splurge she’d made in a trendy Paris boutique. Obviously, she and her new companions had very different agendas in mind; they certainly traveled in vastly different circles. In fact, it was almost a little surprising that they’d chosen these seats, since there were many that were empty in the train car. 

She looked up at them, making quick work of her evaluation, smiled when she caught their eye, then put her head back in the book she was reading, paying no attention to their curious stares, until the woman finally leaned forward and touched her knee. 

“I couldn’t help notice how your jewelry compliments your attire,” she said, with an impressively languid lilt to her French accent. 

It took a moment for Laney to understand that, yes, she was referring to the bracelet, which had separated from the half dozen bangles she wore with it—her only means to disguise it from the casual observer. Once again, the other bracelets hadn’t done a very good job. 

Another scene? So fast? Was everyone in Europe privy to her secret, which would make it not much of a secret at all? After the fact, Laney had realized that she had asked for no proof from the shopkeeper that he was a member of the Marquis’ circle, and she might well have given herself up to that stranger for no reason. It didn’t matter now, but she would have to be more careful. 

Laney shifted in her seat, feeling the leather beneath her bottom caress the bare flesh of her pussy—since her trip began, there was no question that she’d follow the Marquis’ rules. She was reminded again of one benefit of those rules: if she rocked just right in her seat, the act massaged her clitoris in a way that just might bring on a subtle climax. The idea of allowing that to happen hadn’t crossed her mind in a long while—until now. “Do you have a bracelet like it?” Laney asked the woman; just a little impertinently. 

“Oh, I would never,” the woman gushed, her words seemed to drip from her lips like honey. “My husband and I are traveling to Prague; is that your destination?”

“Yes. It is.”

She smiled more broadly and her green eyes glittered. “He bears the mark.”

“Oh?”

“Darling, show it to the girl.” She called her ‘girl’, which quickly put her in her submissive place. Alluring though the woman was, there was a child’s naïve enthusiasm in her manner, which made her just a little creepy, especially since she was dressed in such sophisticated clothes. She leaned back, deferring to the man. 

“You’ll have to excuse my wife, it’s not often she’s with me when an occasion like this presents itself.” 

He sounded clipped and masterly, which gave Laney reason to shiver. She took a sudden nosedive into the submissive attitude that the situation called for. He had the tanned, polished look of an aristocrat and his manner was piercingly cool. She felt compelled to speak:

“Obviously, sir, if you are entitled to have me, I have no say in the matter; I understand that. I have, however, been recently of use to another master and…”

“What is it…” he cut her off, “your ass or your cunt that’s aching?” he bluntly asked.

Laney blushed, when she didn’t want to. She wondered if anyone in the rail car had overheard the conversation. She realized that keeping her cool in these circumstances wasn’t easy. 

She couldn’t answer the man. In fact, it was probably a big mistake to raise an objection in order to alter their plans. Not that it wouldn’t be interesting being with these two. They were physically gorgeous people and this might be a chance for a sexual interlude that did not include the sadistic brutality most masters were determined to wreak on her compliant body. Of course, ‘Mr. Starched and Formal’ here might be as much of a sadist as every other master she’d been with. 

“I’m sorry. I’m probably out of line,” Laney felt compelled to answer, bowing her head with respect.

“Yes, more than likely,” the gentleman returned. “But I’m afraid that you’re in our hands now. Compartment 11 in the rear, go there now and we’ll be there shortly.” 

At that moment, she was the Marquis’ trained beast, right out of his dastardly book. As that thought settled on her, her sexual body turned on her, betraying her with a moist snatch beginning to pulsate already—she was aching for a cock to complete what her fantasizing had begun. Compartment 11 in the rear, she repeated to herself. 

She turned her mind off, thoughtlessly rising from her seat, and moving toward the back of the train, already feeling a little dreamy with the heavy ache in her lower regions expanding rapidly. Maybe it was the vibration of the train and its innate erotic allure that had her body humming, maybe the two gorgeously dressed people, maybe just seeing the Marquis’ mark on the wrist of this master. She knew every nuance of that simple tattoo for it was a duplicate of the one on Erik’s wrist. And so like Erik, the man’s demeanor radiated that unique quality of masterful authority that immediately connected with her hunger for surrender. He’d held out his manicured hand, and as he pulled away the starched white cuff, his gold cufflinks glimmering in the mellow morning light, she knew before it came into view what she’d see. 

The wife? She was a very different story, but Laney knew she would adapt.

The wife was stately and proud and her natural elegance seemed to swell when she was on her feet—it must have been the stilettos that matched her suit that made her look so regal. However, she barged right into the compartment in front of her husband, and pulled the waiting Laney from the chair in a not particularly elegant fashion. 

“Oh! Let me play with her, darling, please,” she looked back at her husband. Not bothering to get his formal consent, she turned back to Laney. “Let’s be a good girl and remember your place,” she looked down her pointed, freshly powered nose judgmentally. “You don’t sit where the master sits; that’s a terrible violation of the rules. If you’re not careful we’ll have to punish you. Won’t we, Bruno?” Her green eyes got bigger with excitement.

“I’m sorry,” Laney no more than mouthed as she stood up. She was more amused than frightened of the woman. 

“Jannie, stand back and let me see her,” the husband interjected. 

Jannie’s eyes narrowed, while her lips formed a petulant pout and she sat down in one of the facing seats. 

“Let’s look at her,” her husband said, on taking Laney’s hand, and running his free hand over her cotton covered breasts. “Naked?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And naked underneath?”

“Yes, sir.”

He tugged at the hem of her blouse and quickly had it over her head and discarded on the floor. 

“Nice, very nice,” he said, on observing Laney’s rounded orbs, and the perky nipples. Once again, his hand glided over her chest, then using both hands, he pushed her skirt from her hips and it dropped to the floor. He’d bared her completely, except for her shoes, which left Laney shivering nervously in the center of the compartment. The blinds barely covered the windows, and there was no way to make the scene more private, not that she would have been given the opportunity to do so. 

His hand moved down her belly, causing her to hiss, “Ah, sweet!”

“Turned on so quickly?” he sneered.

“That’s how I’ve been trained, sir,” her voice soft and breathy.

“Then you’re doing very well.” 

His fingers dove into the steamy portal and played there for a time, caressing the delicate flesh of her femininity and within seconds almost causing her to orgasm. She rose up on her tiptoes seething, but teetered off balance, having to catch herself on the master’s arm. She ended up falling into the man, and blushed with embarrassment before she pushed herself back upright. 

His hand came around and slapped her ass with one firm smack against her buttocks, as he said cryptically, “Let’s not do that again.”

“No, sir.”

The pouting woman waited impatiently while her husband continued his inspection of Laney’s body; and it was a thorough one. For the detailed examination of her cunt hole and her ass, she was bent over at the waist, with her hands resting on the seat to keep her steady—her ass directly in the wife’s line of vision. Only after removing latex gloves from his suit jacket and snapping one over his right hand was he ready to penetrate her ass. Once that gloved hand was liberally lubricated with some slimy substance, he stuffed most of it into Laney’s ass. Holding steady was nearly impossible when he first shoved his hand inside the doorway, but she managed to stay balanced and not offend him again. 

“I wonder if my cock will fit,” Jannie wondered aloud as she moved to her feet. “Bruno, darling, please let me try.” 

Cock? A woman with a cock? Laney instantly took note of that passing comment. Not impossible, she told herself. Although she braced herself for the possibility that Jannie might not be exactly what she seemed, having made a quick study of her, Laney had to conclude that the sophisticated female in the merlot suit was all female and couldn’t be anything else. The thick prick summarily shoved into her rectum had to be a dildo. It was. 

Laney looked back seeing the woman standing directly behind her, her face lit evilly to show her devilish purpose, as she rammed the thing into her bottom as hard as she could. 

“Oh, darling, she will do nicely, let me get myself prepared.” Her irrepressible excitement made the whole compartment buzz with life. 

One of the compartment’s seats conveniently pulled out to make a bed onto which the three were soon entangled, with Laney’s mouth covering the man’s erection as he lay back on the bed, and the Jannie moving in behind her with the cock strapped into a harness that was fitted around her groin. The woman ran her thick wand up and down Laney’s cleft until the shapely derriere began to automatically respond. 

“Oh, my!” the woman gasped. “What joy she’s going to be!” She began to prod the anal opening, with each movement shoving a little bit more of the enormous prick into Laney’s behind. Suddenly, with no advance warning, she shoved hard, practically falling over Laney’s back and delivering her cock deep into her submissive’s entrails. 

“Oh, gawd please!” Laney wailed. The man’s cock had been awkwardly dislodged from her mouth by the violent move, and it took some seconds for Laney to correct the situation, while Jannie was in the midst of banging her asshole. 

“Come back here now.” Bruno calmly guided her head to his engorged member and Laney went down on him again, lapping and slurping ferociously in order to make him fully erect. So brutally used, she could hardly concentrate on sucking Bruno’s penis. Even more difficult was containing the rising pleasure, with the sensations from the anal rape profoundly affecting all her senses and all her nerves and every bit of physical will. 

It wasn’t long before Bruno was ready to have her cunt, and pulled her forward, causing the woman’s prick to fall from Laney’s ass. 

“Oh, Bruno,” the wife pouted. 

He ignored her snit, while Laney straddled his hips and sat down with the cock going deep inside her. Laney fell into the man’s body, kissing his lips with a wet and open mouth. Every minute with his cock inside her was one to relish. ‘Oh, how she missed this!’ She truly hoped to have the man to himself, but that hope was sadly short-lived. 

“Fuck her again, Jannie,” the man finally called out during a brief pause in a string of ardent kisses. 

The woman was at Laney’s wiggling ass again with the thick head of her fake prick poised to strike. The sudden shove forward was not wholly unexpected, not after what happened before, and Laney managed to contain the desire to vent her feelings about the move with a string of four-letter words. 

With both pricks inside her, her body became no more than a sex toy for the two to use. The husband got a particularly tight snatch to screw, while the wife in all her regal glory rocked happily inside Laney’s bottom. The prick had been designed with a protrusion that fit nicely into Jannie’s crotch to massage her clit and ‘g’ spot. Thus every stroke of the fake prick produced an opposing one in the woman’s body. She simply roared:

“Yes, yes, yes, you little animal! I love fucking sluts!” Her rounded hips jerked forward again and again, with each shove tearing at Laney’s ass. The husband was just as forceful, ramming his cock until jets of cum spewed into Laney’s sopping portal. 

“Uggghh, ughhhhhhhh,” he grunted, with a cry that seemed to splinter the flimsy walls of the compartment. Laney groaned, and the unquenchable Jannie purred, her body shaking madly with orgasm ripping through her like a freight train. 

A seething stillness followed until Jannie finally lifted her head, and after spying the half-covered windows of the compartment, exclaimed with great glee, “Oh, my look! We have an audience.”

The three heads turned toward the door and the glass panels on either side, with their tattered old shades. Peeking in the window were two men and a woman, smiling, and now just a little embarrassed to have been caught peeking. 

“I hope we amused them.” Jannie waved, while Bruno and Laney discreetly looked away. 

“My wife is an exhibitionist, in case you haven’t guessed,” he said. 

After the trio had exhausted themselves, the couple made quick work of sending Laney on her way. She was abruptly pushed off the bed, while the two snuggled lovingly in the aftermath of their uproarious sex. 

“We won’t be needing you any longer,” Bruno told her, absently. 

“Yes, girl, take your clothes and leave now,” Jannie haughtily dismissed her, then she went back to smooching with her husband as she lewdly wiggled her way atop his wasted body, her bottom undulating seductively as if she were ready to start all over again.

To be so summarily sent away now that her usefulness was over was reminiscent of the orgy on the cruise ship when, still naked, she was ordered from the stateroom. But Laney had no desire to return to the general population of the train without her clothes, so she quickly pulled her skirt up over her hips and tossed her blouse over her head. She picked up her bag and was gone before either of the groveling pair said another word. There was no need for a tender goodbye, or any kind of goodbye at all; Bruno already had his Jannie working his cock again. She straddled his middle with her ass toward his face, while he slapped her jiggling fanny. It wasn’t until then that Laney noticed the rather ugly brand on the woman’s ass. 

Laney left smiling, aroused and denied, but pleased, nonetheless. Her only wish was that there had been an opportunity to take all the sexual arousal they raised in her and bring it to completion.


Chapter Ten

Laney’s arrival in Prague was uneventful compared with the journey there. She easily slipped into the streets of the foreign city, initially looking like a tourist with plenty of luggage in hand; that is until she arrived at her hotel and could dump her cargo. She’d chosen a quaint but small inn, rather than one of the large international hotels, preferring the cozy ambience, which would lend itself to the mysterious purpose of her trip. It was her first time in the city, and she hoped that while she waited for the Marquis to appear and sweep her away, she’d take in some of the sights. This was a beautiful city: its castles and cathedrals, the Old World aura locked inside its unique architecture, immediately transported her to a time when women were more deferential to men. She could thrive on this mood, and to have that submissive feeling swirling all about her was as heavenly as sex. Well, almost. 

Occasionally, she remembered what brought her to Prague, and the lawyer in her was stunned by her willingness to throw caution out the door. This trek might be nothing but a wild goose chase, or the most unsafe thing she’d ever done. She could hear Sandra now, trying to talk her down from this scheme, presenting her with a string of cogent arguments that should send her packing right away. Just look at her…traveling to Prague because some old man in a bookshop in Paris goaded her with the promise of actually meeting the Marquis. Still, nothing in those bouts of sanity caused her to change her mind.

‘As far as finding the man you want, you can be assured that if you make the trip, he’ll know you’re coming. And he’ll find you...’

The words still needled her, in fact, they’d driven her to this strange city. 

And what should she do now? Wave a red flag? Put an advertisement in the local paper? Stand on a street corner, waving the bracelet so she’d be seen? 

‘…he’ll know you’re coming…’

How would he know she was coming? Who would tell him? The shopkeeper in Paris, of course, but did that mean that she’d been tailed? Chilling! Maddening! She was definitely out of her mind to be there with so many questions unanswered. Why was she here? What made her so certain she’d be safe? She had to think on that a moment. Bottom line, she had trusted Erik—she still did. She knew that he would never lead her into a dangerous situation, into anything she couldn’t handle. Even now, even with him gone, her faith in him had not been shaken.

Now that she was in this beautiful city, she had no intension of leaving. Being the kind of woman who refused to shy away from a challenge, she made up her mind to stay a week. If nothing happened in that time, she’d give up and go home, have the bracelet cut from her wrist and forget the damn Marquis. She’d burn his books and be done with him. 

In the meantime, those two amazing books would give her hope. They were tangible proof that the Marquis existed. They also turned her on. Every time she read from those gripping pages, the words stirred her imagination and she melted into fantasies of self-abnegation, scenes of masochistic revelry, moments of extreme bliss. Her mood became diffident and fawning…she wanted with her whole heart what she’d had before with Erik—with the promise Erik gave her until he reneged on it in death. She wished him back, fruitless as that was. Without him, the Marquis was her only savior. 

If after a week there was no sign of the Marquis, she’d gladly give up her search. She would not tear herself apart any longer, pining for a man who would have proven to be no more than a phantom fueled by her ripe imagination. Either that, or he simply did not want her.

Laney spent two days sightseeing through Prague, taking in some of its main historic sights: Old Town Square, The Charles Bridge, St. Vitus Cathedral, St. Nicholas Church. In a number of small cafés, she sipped coffee, ate pastries and dined on local cuisine. She bought trinkets for her family, and for Sandra and Elise. Elise really did need to come here to check out the music scene—she would love it! Laney had been urging her to extend her musical aspirations to Europe for a long time, although Elise had proven to be too provincial to make that kind of rash move. Of course, now Elise had her conductor and Laney sensed that Cabral Icaboni would be prominent in Elise’s life for a long time. While Laney searched the markets for pretty things to take home and drank her coffee in small cafés and spent hours in awe of the thrilling architecture, her wanting sexual need grew from an inkling of a flame, to a flame that burned constantly, enlivening her loins and sending her on, filled with expectation.

She was in a small café on the third morning, finishing a British newspaper she’d picked up at a newsstand, when a particularly ticklish chill raced up her spine. She looked around, seeing nothing out of the ordinary; no one was staring at her—which was something she regularly checked with one stray eye. She finally rose to leave and started off down the street with the idea of spending her morning at Prague Castle. Something about its unusual architecture intrigued her, but more than that, she’d actually found herself resisting going there. 

She’d dreamt about Prague Castle before she left Paris, after she’d picked up a tourist guide that explained the castle’s history. She had a hard time believing that she hadn’t been there before—maybe lived there in another lifetime—although it wasn’t common for her to think that romantically. If that were not the case, if she had no real prior association with this castle, then something about the place inspired her imagination…a premonition, perhaps? She didn’t normally believe in premonitions either, not normally. 

Laney took a bus bound for Prague Castle, which let off several blocks away and took the rest of the journey on foot. The air stirred around her. It had been still all morning, but now a breeze picked up on this sunny, cloudless day. Goosebumps broke out across Laney’s skin and the very hairs on her arms seemed to stand on end. She tried to shake it off with a laugh; she’d been spooked by her dream—and it wasn’t very much of a dream, just pieces, a few fragments, and nothing essentially foreboding. She kept on determinedly, until she was inside the castle and wandering around, letting her eyes move from place to place with almost reverent interest. Every few minutes she caught sight of a stiff looking man in uniform, a guard, who seemed to have his eye on her, and the foreboding chill crept up her back again. After nearly twenty minutes, he approached and motioned her his way. 

“Is there a problem?” she asked. 

He motioned her again, apparently not understanding English. 

She shrugged and shook her head to indicate that she had no idea what he wanted. Suddenly, he moved forward and grabbed her by the arm, holding it very tightly as he pulled her along beside him. 

“Sir, please,” she tried to shake him off. He paid no attention to her protests. She frantically looked around for other tourists, but there were none close by. Her heart raced, and her arm began to throb, as she was shoved into a small guardhouse. 

“What’s the problem?” she turned toward the man who had spoken. The fellow was dressed in street clothes, in all black, with his blond hair falling in his face so it was difficult to see his eyes. 

“Zeet down!” he snapped so loudly that she shriveled and backed into the chair behind her. The guard then grabbed both of her arms and handcuffed them behind her. 

“Please! Tell me what’s going on!” she cried desperately.

There were no answers forthcoming; although a wide band of duck tape slapped over her mouth prevented her from asking another question. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she bucked uselessly against the chair. With her fury and fear at such a high pitch, she wrenched herself from the chair and landed on the floor. 

The guard was about to pull her up, but the blond man waved him off.

As Laney stared up in frightened wonder, he moved to his knee beside her and pressed to her nose a cloth doused with a strange smelling substance. Her conscious waned slowly as she breathed in, even her panic eased, but oddly enough the drug didn’t put her completely out. Her limbs felt like lead, her head as if it were underwater, and her brain responded sluggishly to any movement or stimulation. She felt her body still struggling but it was barely able to move.

One of the young man’s hands reached under her blouse and found her breasts bare. He reached under her paisley skirt and found her pussy wet. Then he barked something in Czech to the guard who nodded. 

Laney tried to look for the distinguishing mark of the Marquis on his wrists, but there was none. In a panic again, she wrenched hard against the ropes, but again, her body barely responded to the order of her failed mind. She became drowsy and weak as though nothing mattered but falling asleep—if she’d only fall asleep. 

Time was slipping from her grasp and the world spun around her, then suddenly she felt herself lifted by a pair of strong arms, cocooned by them, and carried out the back door of the guard house, into an alley, then to a car—a small foreign car—where she was shoved in behind the seat. Her wrists had been handcuffed, her mouth covered in duck tape, and then some time in the last minutes, her feet were bound with rope. To make her position even more uncomfortable, a rope from her bound feet was drawn up to the handcuffs and tied off there, forcing her body into an awkward arch. 

Time slipped away from her again…they were traveling through city streets, weaving sometimes, careening around corners, going too fast. Horns honked all around them. She gazed up seeing the buildings of Prague float by then disappear, until they were beyond the buildings where there was blue sky above and sometimes trees overhead, sometime a blinding sun. When she wasn’t smelling diesel fuel, she caught the scent of the countryside, mown hay and grasses and cow manure and the clear unencumbered air of the out-of-doors. She drank it in, thinking that would revive her and make her less woozy and she could clear her muddled head. But that didn’t happen. As soon as the recognition dawned that she was being taken from the city, she passed out briefly, remembering nothing until the car finally started down a bumpy road. 

Quickly awakened, Laney bounced about in the small nook behind the seat of the car, her hip coming down again and again on something hard. Since she couldn’t shift her body of her own accord, she could only hope that she would finally change positions the next time the vehicle landed in another pothole.

Finally, the car came to a halt—the first merciful thing that had happened since the guard led her away. 

The man who’d been driving the car—the same who’d bound her in the guard house, the one in the black clothes with the blond hair falling in his face—pulled her from the vehicle and lifted her again, carrying her into a rundown cottage made of stucco and stone, and half-covered with a thick growth of ivy. The ceiling was low in the windowless room where Laney was taken, the walls crowding together and damp. The door soon closed behind the retreating figure of her captor, and she was left on a mattress to suffer in the dark alone. She heard a lock click, and the sound of muffled voices on the other side. She could taste fear on her tongue, and smell the scent of her scared and sweating body waft toward her nose. Her arms ached, her head was still groggy, although now she truly felt as if the drug was wearing off. Maybe she shouldn’t want that. Maybe she should will her body to go to sleep so she could forget this terrible nightmare.

Laney woke to the sound of shouting in the room beyond her dark space, although the sound seemed hallow and distant, as if it were miles away. She sensed that she’d been taken underground into a cellar. No windows, the low ceiling, the musty smell all around her—it all made sense. She wished she understood the language her captors spoke, maybe she’d fear less—or maybe she’d have more to fear. 

Her head was clearer now, which seemed to make her panic more acute. Her discomfort couldn’t have been more real. Her bound body ached so much that she was practically numb, and when she tried to call out, she realized that her mouth was still covered with duct tape, silencing her distress. Tears formed in her eyes as the reality of the situation challenged her sanity. There was no recourse but hope, blind, determined hope that the men who’d taken her meant her no real harm. 

If this was the Marquis’ doing, then she’d made an enormous mistake to have pursued him. All the warnings from friends and from Alex Greenwood came back to her haunt. But if this weren’t the Marquis’ doing, then she had even more to fear. Terrorists. Madmen. Rapists. Was she being held for ransom? Would they kill her rather than let her go? 

Suddenly, as if she’d actually willed it to happen, the door opened and light poured in on her tiny mattress. She had to squint to see, though she was practically blinded by the piercing brilliance. 

“She’ll need her feet released to walk.” This was the first English she’d heard since she’d been in the guardhouse at the castle. “Ivana!” the man roared out and a blonde woman came scurrying into the room, hovering over Laney’s body. Dangling before her eyes was a huge pair of tits pulling against a white cotton shirt, the voluptuous flesh spilling out over the top of the tiny brassiere meant to contain them. The blonde worked with the rope attached to her handcuffs, then the one around her ankles until they were loose. As fresh blood poured into Laney’s constricted ankles, she breathed a little more easily, although she was still too numb to walk. 

“I help you,” the woman with the huge tits said, as she carefully moved Laney into a sitting position, then leaned down to put an arm around her waist. She lifted her up with her strong body, while Laney willed herself to walk. 

“You should let her crawl,” the man at the door barked.

“She do good enough,” the blonde female came right back. 

The faltering Laney was led from her tiny prison into a room that was much larger, and very bright. The place was obviously old and showed its wear, but the kitchen into which she was taken to was big and cheerful, with thick oak around its doors and red and white checked curtains fluttering at the windows. The breeze was sweet, the air filled with all the country scents Laney recalled during her trip from Prague. 

She was set on a kitchen chair, while the blonde female, the man from the guard house and another, taller man shifted around the room, and looked her over with grim and curious expressions.

“Undo the hands!” A man’s voice rang out from behind her, sounding as if he were in charge. A moment later, he strode in from out of nowhere, and stood in front of Laney looking down at her with his perceptive eyes searching her closely. 

He was the kind of man that make her heart beat quickly and her loins come back to life after a brief respite while under the influence of their drugs and her fear. Short facial hair gave his handsome face a fierce look, and his blue eyes were so penetrating that she feared he could see how much he immediately aroused her. Everything about him bred her lust, not just because he had such a virile look to him, but because she felt his authority—whether it was earned didn’t particularly matter. 

Obeying his order, the blonde woman released Laney’s hands. 

“You have lots to tell us, Mrs. Priestly, so it would be better if you could speak,” —as if this was a joke, he smiled mockingly. Lifting the edge of the silvery tape that trapped her mouth, he ripped it away from her skin. Her entire mouth stung miserably, “Ohhhhh!” and she grabbed her face with her hand to comfort it with her palm. 

“Some things are best done quickly,” he said. 

While the others in the room appeared to speak little or very broken English, this man’s English was flawless, although executed with a Czech accent that sounded just a little British. 

“You spend your time like a tourist, but you are not a tourist, are you?” The intensity of his piercing eyes had not faltered.

Laney gazed around at the others in the room, the two men, the blonde female. All their eyes were like cameras focused on her face to record everything she said, and on her body to note every movement. 

“Look at me. Kafka.” He thumped his chest. “Who is it you seek here in Prague?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she answered evasively. She would reveal nothing about herself until they revealed something about who they were. 

“No?” He grabbed her left arm and held up the bracelet. “Property of the Marquis. Is that who you seek, this Marquis?”

“Who are you?”

He grimaced. “That is not an answer.” He took her trembling chin in his hand and held it fiercely. 

“Maybe not, Kafka,” she spit out, boldly, “but it is all I’ll say until you tell me who you are. Are you agents of the Marquis’?”

A ripple of laughter carried through the room. Even the stern Kafka briefly smiled. 

“I think not,” he answered. “But who we are is not the issue here.” He let go of her chin, and with his hands on his hips, he turned around, shaking his head at his friends. As he was turned slightly to the side, she could just make out the glimmer of mocking amusement in his expression. “Tell me why you’re in Prague,” he said.

She waited as long as she dared in defiance, then finally blurted out: “Yes, I am here to see the Marquis.” Since they knew about the bracelet, there was no point in lying.

“That’s very good, very good.” Kafka turned back to her. “We can see that you are the man’s property, which is all we need to know to make you our captive.” He smirked triumphantly. “The Marquis brings you here then stupidly lets you fall into the hands of his enemies. If he wants you, Mrs. Priestly, he’ll have to pay our price. Until he does, we’ll amuse ourselves with you. Before you leave here, if you leave here, we will leave a mark on your psyche that will never go away.” 

A shudder of despair tore through Laney’s body as she choked back tears, although she knew that tears were no way to defy these people, this man, this ruthless, taunting man. She hated the way her body responded like a trained animal to his ferocity and his good looks, and she dreaded the thought of him discovering how wet she’d become while under his painstaking scrutiny. 

“Bare her tits for me,” he ordered, then he stepped back to view what was revealed to him when Ivana moved in behind the chair and pulled Laney’s blouse up off her torso. 

Her pale brown skin seemed to glow in the sunny room, while the roundness of her breasts was accentuated by the bright light. A breeze from the nearby window brushed past her and tickled her skin with the effect of raising the hairs on her arms and tightening her nipples just slightly. The critical observation of her captors made her even more aroused and her nipples tightened further as proof. 

“Take off her skirt,” Kafka ordered next. 

Laney was forced to rise to her feet, while the blonde pushed her skirt down her hips. Her smooth belly heaved from the exposure. As often as she had bared herself on the command of a dominant man, she never ceased to find the experience humiliating and degrading, and she never ceased to be aroused by those potent feelings. 

“Now sit,” Kafka scowled and Laney sat again. “Legs apart, your hands behind you. We want to see what the Marquis’ slut looks like and how she responds to stimulation.” He turned toward the men behind him. “Bring out my little torture machine; I think we’ll hook her up, eh?”

Laney’s eyes got wide and scared, a fact that seemed to amuse the author of this daring plot. Kafka’s aides made quick work of revealing a small suitcase in which Laney could plainly see a number of electrodes attached to a panel of dials. An electrical cord from the suitcase hooked into a nearby light socket. 

“Oh, no! Please! Don’t to this to me!” Laney screamed.

Kafka whipped around, incensed that she would cry out that way…”I’ll do anything I want to you, slut. You have no choice but to suffer.” He spoke without malice, but coldly tendered his words so that they cut through her like the blade of a knife through butter. 

She could feel the panic at her throat as one of her silent attendants placed electrodes on her nipples. Her legs were then spread wider than was comfortable in order to have access to her cunt where another pair of electrodes were attached to her labia. Her labia where then pulled wide apart with clamps, and her pussy was anchored open with chains from those clamps tied off at the sides of the chair. Her hands had already been handcuffed behind her, which thrust her chest forward as her back arched awkwardly.

Tears streamed from her eyes as a small probe was inserted into her pussy, and she gasped aloud when she felt another probe worked into her anus. “You can’t do this! You’ll kill me!”

“Oh, my poor slut,” Kafka mocked her, “killing you is the last thing we want to do. Don’t be such a baby. You might actually discover that a little electrical stimulation just sends you over that sweet edge of bliss you masochists love so much.”

“No! That will never happen!”

Kafka’s eyes narrowed in anger with this last cry, “Don’t make me have to gag you.”

Laney hated gags, so she clamped her mouth shut tight. Meanwhile, her body and soul made every effort to climb down the ladder of submission to that deeply longed for place of complete surrender. Before she was even halfway there, however, she felt a sudden snap of electric current make her entire body jerk and rise inches off the chair. The sensation disappeared as quickly, but left her with a tingling sensation that penetrated her entire body. Another longer zap of energy rifled through her system and then was gone.” She shrieked weakly. “In the seconds that followed, she tried to understand what she was feeling, then through bleary eyes she watched as Kafka gave the signal for another shot of electricity. 

As her entire body sizzled, her head fell back and she cried out, “Gooooodddddd, nooooooooooo!” until the machine turned off and the ferocious sensation diminished. Her nipples, her labia, her clit and cunt and ass all burned and glowed and came alive in a way she’d never felt before. She squirmed involuntarily in the chair, her eyes half-closed in delirious wonder. 

“Ivana!” Kafka called out. The blonde moved to the man’s side. “Check her cunt. If she juices from our efforts then I think we should continue. If not, then we’ll have to try another means of torture.”

Ivana knelt at Laney’s side, reaching deep into Laney’s snatch where she worked a finger alongside the probe.

The woman pulled her finger out, smiling. “Ja, Kafka, very wet.” 

“Good. Good. Now that we have her attention…” Ivana melted into the background while the handsome brute moved back in close to his captive. “Tell us, what is it you’re here to do with your Marquis?”

Laney shook her head. 

“Speak!”

“I don’t know.”

He slapped her face. “But you do know, tell me.”

“But I don’t!” she cried, desperately. 

He nodded to the man behind the controls. “Just her nipples… but twice the voltage.”

The sudden shock to her nipples made her screech again and the pain went on and on—three, four, five, maybe ten seconds before it finally let up, leaving her breathless and panting. 

“What is it the Marquis wants with you? Why come all this way? Tell me, bitch!”

“I don’t know what he wants, I swear.”

“You lie!”

“No, no, I don’t lie.”

“Something on his island, perhaps?”

How did he know so much? “No, no, I found nothing there.” She shook her head.

“And I say you lie!” He motioned to the operator again, this time saying, “Her cunt and labia.”

As much as she tried to anticipate the shock, the sudden, forceful stimulation took control, so that she was jerking involuntarily without any means of controlling her response. Her crotch convulsed with pain and a sexual arousal so deep and so large that she could not deny what effect the torture was having on her mind, her emotions, and her spirit. 

“Please, please no more!”

Kafka laughed. “No more? Why? When you’re loving it so.”

“I’m not loving it. Please!”

“You’re lying. Ivana,” he motioned to the woman again and Ivana came forward and knelt at her side again, working several fingers into Laney’s cunt. She smiled when she found the wet excesses of the captive’s cunt flowing over her hand. This time, her hand remained there playing with the folds of skin that had only been made more alive from the charges of electric energy that had been zapped through her nerves. 

Laney groaned, despairing that she could not maintain some degree of control, but she could not. 

When Ivana withdrew her hand and revealed it to the others in the room, it glistened with Laney’s sex juice. The woman presented it to the captive’s mouth and Laney was forced to lick off every drop of cum. 

“Her ass!” Kafka announced. And a hard jolt of electric shock made Laney jump several inches. Another and another followed. Each one longer than the previous. Then it was her clit that burned, and her labia that suffered next, and then her nipples received the longest blast, until the man at the controls had each of the electrodes sending its terrifying current up her ass and in her cunt, and directly on her clit, her nipples and through her labia all at once. 

Her head fell back again and she screamed even louder and more uncontrolled. Pain ripped through her nerves at a surprising rate, but by that time, Laney could honestly not say whether it was pain or pleasure that tormented her. A deep burning in her gut and a savage ache in her cunt emerged from the vile torment. Bliss threatened. Endorphins rushed like raging stallions. 

“Oh, dear god,” she gasped in a barely heard voice, when this latest buzzing ceased and she finally caught her breath many seconds later. Her head fell off to the side, and a little spittle had gathered at the corner of her mouth. 

Kafka grabbed her by the hair, bent her head back and forced her eyes on his.

“So, tell me, slut, was that so bad?” he hissed. 

“No, sir.”

“Sir? Hum. I like that,” he looked up at his companions. “Ivana, again. Let’s bring her off this time. I’m rather enjoying the experiment.”

Ivana worked with expert skill to find the places in Laney’s pussy where she gasped the most when stimulated. Then the electrical current ran again, in all seven places, completing the circuit, and when it stopped, the voluptuous blonde thrummed her clit and rubbed another finger lightly across her ‘g’ spot. 

“Ohgod ohgod, ohgod,” Laney panted, shrieking, her body banging back and forth, recklessly jumping against the chair and Ivana’s fingers. She was unable to contain her frenzy, or to even appreciate how intoxicating she looked to the eyes of her doting audience—she’d never know how much they enjoyed the performance because she wouldn’t be told afterwards. 

Spasm after spasm continued to tear through her. If it had not been for her handcuffed hands behind her, binding her to the chair, and Ivana’s anchoring hand, she might have fallen to the floor. Long after the current was turned off and the climax had retreated from its first powerful spasms, her body shuddered and convulsed, unable to stop for several minutes. She jerked and twisted now like a mindless puppet on a puppet master’s strings. 

“We have ourselves a first class masochistic whore,” Kafka announced at last. 

He moved back in front of her and lifted her head by the chin, which had fallen limply to her chest. 

“So, you have no idea what the Marquis wants with you here in Prague?”

“I’ve never even met the Marquis. I’m seeking him out.”

He looked vaguely impressed by this news. “Well then, why didn’t you say that in the first place, slut? You could have avoided all that pain.” 

As if that actually would have mattered. He did not bother to disguise his mockery. 

Kafka looked back to his friends. “Put her in the shed, where we can all enjoy what her body has to offer. Use her as you like, just be sure you keep her clean and unmarked. We’ll do the marking later.”

‘What marking?’ she thought, but she had no strength left to ask the question.


Chapter Eleven

Inside a clapboard shed adjacent to the ancient cottage, Laney was bound to a bed with an old metal frame. Through a long bank of dirty paint-stained windows, she could see the cottage and the comings and goings of Kafka, Ivana and the other men who attended her. Regularly through the day, she saw Ivana sexily kiss all the men as they left to do their daily business elsewhere, and again when they returned hours later. She even watched through the windows as Kafka fucked the woman, a scene that was certain to have been played out expressly for her eyes. Ivana had just brought her breakfast, and on leaving with the tray still in her hands, she was accosted by Kafka, who tossed the tray aside, and threw her against the cottage wall, while tearing away her small dress. All of her clothes were snug; her blouses stretched across her enormous breasts and her short skirts would rise up on her thighs, eventually creeping high enough to show her ass crack from behind. On this occasion, the tiny dress was roughly yanked away. If Laney were not mistaken, it was torn at the seams. 

For the first time, Laney saw Ivana’s breasts bared completely. Their fullness, and the look of her soft white skin made her mouth water and her pussy long for her touch again. Staring through the windows was a bit like watching a grainy art movie from the sixties. She saw Kafka bend the naked woman at the waist, so that Ivana’s hands were forced to grab the edge of an old rain barrel to steady herself. The man pulled her plump hips toward his groin and speared her with his cock, fucking her brutally, while his face twisted into a sneer. The blonde cawed and mewled, her big breasts dangling down and banging back and forth, while she gasped for air and purred the nonsense sounds of sex in her native tongue. 

Laney’s hands were bound above her to the iron bedrail, her feet likewise spread and bound to the foot rail with ropes, so that unless she could work the sheets beneath her into the molten spot between her legs and come on them, she’d be perpetually frustrated by an arousal she could not bring to climax. She practically cried as she watched the sexy, fucking pair, all the while grinding her hips into the mattress, making the bedsprings beneath her creak. Sometimes she worried that the bed would crash to the floor with all the use it was getting. 

The day she watched Ivana and Kafka, she’d already been bound to the bed for two days and two nights, given the sole job of satisfying the inhabitants of the house whenever they desired her. The man who kidnapped her came to her first, on the first night of her captivity. He’d quickly shed his clothes and climbed on her half-sleeping body. She could still feel the effects of the electrical torture in the funny fits and starts. She’d jerk uncontrollably and felt a rush of stimulation going straight into her loins, although his body was warm and settling as it rubbed against her. He loved her breasts and spent a long time kissing and biting and gnawing the sensitive flesh. With her nipples already sore from the electrodes, it was at first difficult to find pleasure when he sucked them, as though he were nursing his mother’s teat. In time, his persistent sucking made her cunt twitch. Her hips moved back and forth and she began to moan unconsciously. He noticed this and sucked a little harder, drawing the nipples even deeper into his mouth and biting them with his teeth, lightly at first, as if he were afraid to bite down hard, then much more firmly as he felt her respond. She groaned with her cunt starting to spasm from his efforts. She would likely have come if he’d kept this up, but he wanted more from her and finally got down to business. With his prick hard, he straddled her hips and plunged his organ into that velvety feminine home, grunting with pleasure as he then eased deeper inside. 

She squeezed him, muscles jerking involuntarily; she was already beginning to come and would continue spasming around the thrusting organ, all through his build-up—which was brief—to the finish, when he triumphantly shot his load as far as his cock could reach inside her. 

The young man with the messy hair fell down on her exhaustedly when he was finally done. Laney had come twice during the incident, and in the moment of sweet aftermath, she only wished she were free to hold him and to run her hands through his hair.

He would come to her several times while she was bound in the shed, and fuck her very much in the same way, with the same satisfying results for them both, but she would never know his name. 

The second man was a tall, fair-skinned fellow in his late twenties, his hair a messy crop of curls—although it was not as long as his blond friend’s. He smoked cigarettes almost non-stop and sported a seriously grim expression that rarely changed. 

He didn’t come to her until the second day, and even then, he stood for a long time inside the shed and simply watched her. She’d been sleeping when he arrived and on opening her eyes, she jerked, straining against the ropes. 

“What are you doing here?” she cried out, a little terrorized by his remote, fixated eyes. 

He didn’t reply so Laney stared back at him waiting for him to make a move. He seemed determinedly fixed to the doorway. Was he not aroused? Did the allure of a sexy female, available for his use, not entice him at all? If she’d not been bound, she might have eventually done a little dance for him, something to seduce him, persuading him to make a move. Without that, he remained standing in the doorway, chain smoking until there was a thick cloud of smoke floating around his head. What she didn’t understand was how aroused he was, how his cock throbbed inside his pants and how very much he wanted to use her body. He was merely shy with women and inexperienced with sex.

Eventually, perhaps because of the lust-filled look in her eye that urged him on, he finally moved tentatively forward and started to take off his pants. What he revealed when his jeans were at his ankles was a stiff hard-on, as big as she’d ever seen on a man. She immediately shrunk back in fear of it, knowing by its great length that it would bang her pussy raw.

She let her eyes take it in and get used to the idea of the organ inside her pussy, and after a few minutes, she began to desire the very thing she was afraid of. She licked her lips unconsciously encouraging him on. As aroused as her captivity had made her, a long hard dick wouldn’t be all that bad, or all that painful, she reasoned with herself. She longed for these men, for their bodies, their flesh touching her flesh, their loins locked on to hers, their hands combing her skin. 

At last, silently—for no words were needed in this situation—he crawled up on the bed, mounting it by climbing over the foot rail and working himself up Laney’s recumbent body. With his tongue gliding over her skin, he worked his way up her legs, then between her thighs, then higher into the crotch. Parting her labia, his tongue speared the small cleft until he could lap the bud of her wet clitoris. 

She gasped feeling a gentle pain leap on her as he kept on and on lapping the swollen, delicate bud. His tongue was incredibly versatile. 

Then suddenly, he bit her hard. She squealed and tried to squirm away from him, but he clung to her clitty, refusing to let go and forcing her to experience the pain, until the pain turned into pleasure. 

Again, silently, he moved further up her body. As he crawled, his dangling hard-on dragged against her skin. He passed her crotch, where she hoped he’d plant his spear with resounding finality, but he continued on, dragging his penis until his knees were on either side of her neck. His hips rose up and he pressed the tip of his cock against her lips, her cue to open them. 

Laney let the long cock into her mouth, while being very much afraid she’d be unable to pleasure this well-endowed man this way. Her cunt or ass would have been so much more satisfactory in this instance, but he gave her no choice. He wanted to fuck her mouth. He wanted to drive his penis down her throat. 

Not choking became nearly impossible. Again and again, he thrust, like he’d thrust himself into a cunt. She worked him as best she could, but it was the deep-throat he most wanted, and little by little as moved inside her mouth, her throat opened to receive him. She lost all thought, becoming mindless and purely physical at that moment, connecting with this man in the way he most desired. Why she cared about his pleasure at all would be something she’d think about long after this day. At the time, it seemed like a natural, even loving act, an affectionate gift to a shy and awkward youth who needed her profound submission in order to discover his own sexuality.

When he began to spew himself into her mouth, the spell between them was broken, and she choked from the gobs and gobs of cum he ejaculated toward the back of her throat. She swallowed and swallowed again, then several more times until at last he withdrew his organ, and tapped what was left of his cum on the side of her face. He immediately pulled off the bed and walked to the door, zipping his pants as he went—he didn’t look back. The door slammed behind him and he set the lock, then Laney watched through the dirty windows as he returned to the cottage. 

Laney’s long-haired friend returned to use her again shortly after the fair-skinned man had left. Laney suspected that she’d play the whore until they tired of her, or the situation in some way changed. She’d been led to believe that these men were enemies of the Marquis and she was being held for ransom, but she could be certain of nothing. Those who kidnap would have no difficulty lying too. She had walked into a tangled web of uncertainty, and was now left with threats and evil promises and the possibility of more torture. Who would even know she was there? She was lost to the world, and long hours alone in the shed caused her mind to wander into places where there were no answers and nothing to figure out because she simply did not understand the game into which she’d become a pawn. 

Although she could panic, panic would do her no good; she was simply forced to wait for her fate to unravel, while having no clue how that would take place. 

Sex was solace, something to do during her long, wasted hours, a natural act she began to yearn for to break up the monotony of being bound to a bed with nothing but her thoughts to occupy her time.

Escape? Escape naked into the countryside of a foreign country where she knew no one and did not speak the language? Not that this hadn’t crossed her mind, so far, nothing in her captivity—including the electrical torture, led her to believe that such an attempt was crucial in order to survive. Her captors wanted her alive. They were thugs, opportunists—sadists, certainly—but they were not murderers.

She would bide her time; hope, pray and let the whorish use of her body quell the terrifying anxiety that rose up when, unbidden, her mind assaulted her with reminders of her desperate situation. 

Late on her third full day of captivity, after the two men had used her for sex and she was momentarily sated, momentarily at peace, Ivana arrived with a tray of food and, as was the custom, she untied the rope that bound Laney’s hands to the bedrail above her. She could sit up, and when her feet were also untethered, she was allowed to use a bucket to pee in—this was a repeat of her morning ritual. While she remained unbound, one of Kafka’s two male companions would stand outside the door and make sure that she didn’t try something foolish, like an attempt to escape. 

This time, however, Ivana was alone and in a playful mood. The blonde began to paw at Laney’s body once she’d finished peeing in the bucket. 

“Da boys play vit you; I do too, ja?” she smiled. They sat on the bed and Ivana pulled Laney’s head down to her tits, exactly where Laney had relished going since the beautiful breasts had first hovered over her face in the cellar room. 

Laney held them in her hands, caressing the soft flesh, feeling at the same time grateful and scared of how much she desired the pleasure she was deriving from Ivana’s lovely flesh. The two became easily lost in the lesbian sexuality, as their bodies joined, writhing together, kissing and pawing, licking, sucking, slurping, their hips grinding into the other. Instinctively, Laney moved down Ivana’s fleshy body and began to lave her slit, darting her tongue between the labia, and finding her pungent tasting sex bud. After several minutes, dining on this lovely female’s fragrant pussy, Ivana came on Laney’s mouth. As the climax tore through her body, she was bellowing loudly, grabbing tightly for Laney’s hair, and holding her head in the vice-like grip of her powerful thighs. Her voice lifted to the rafters of the old shed and beyond.

“Ivana!” Kafka bellowed over her noisy come in an angry voice, which had very little effect on either of the women, until he moved into the shed and pulled Laney out from between Ivana’s pulsating thighs, and began slapping the buxom blonde. Meanwhile, Laney landed on the floor in the midst of the chaos and crawled to a corner where she was safe. 

When the commotion was over and Ivana was scurrying out crying and swearing in her own language, Kafka found Laney huddled in the corner. Standing over her, his eyes still glared brilliantly. Laney looked up but remained clutching her bent knees to her chin. A tense moment followed, then Kafka’s face lightened as he reached for her. 

“This one was not your battle, Mrs. Priestly. Ivana should not have come here.”

“Your other friends do.”

“Because that is permitted.” He had to pry Laney’s hands loose to pull her to her feet. Her naked body was against his, her breasts brushing against his chest, his mouth suddenly on hers, pressing hard, his tongue opening her mouth. She gave back effortlessly, knowing that if she made a lover of him, he couldn’t kill her. 

Retreating to the bed, she carefully shed his clothes, while his hand roved across her heated skin and turned what Ivana started into a furnace of volcanic desire. She came at him once he was naked, practically clawing his body as fiercely as he clawed at hers. They coupled like frantic strangers, sharing nothing but their bodies and a heartfelt need to feel the flesh of another joined to theirs. Their hips locked, their chests were pressed tightly, their hands roved what they could find, and their mouths almost refused to be parted. Devouring each other seemed like the only sane solution to their private woes and it played out in a hard and simultaneous climax, when his cock slipped between her legs and into the randy portal. It had already been used that day, and had been made ready, the flesh warm and inviting his swiftly moving organ. The soft place pulsed with renewed desire, and drew him further into her with every thrust. She wanted him deeper inside her, and taking her more profoundly than the others had.

The rhythm between the two built fast until they exploded and finally fell out of each other’s arms. 

Kafka came at her again only minutes after that first explosion. He began to slap her breasts, gently at first and then harder. The pain built, so did the accompanying pleasure. She wanted more of this, she wanted the pain. Only that vibrant, hard-hitting pain would take the hurt and worry from her mind. Only the pain could send her endorphins rushing and bring on a wave of physical joy that might keep her sane another few hours. 

Almost as if he understood this, Kafka turned her over and began slapping her ass, biting her ass cheeks and fingering her asshole—so far the only orifice not stuffed with cock that day. She knew what he was about now, and begged for it. 

“Yes, yes, do it! Take my ass! Slap it hard! I want to hurt, I want to hurt, I want to hurt!” Tears streamed down her cheeks. 

He did not need her commands to cause her pain, but they bolstered his desire. “Oh, you will get your pain, bitch. You’ll get your beatings. You’ll get your ass reamed until you’re screaming for the rape to stop.”

“Then do it! Do it now, goddammit!” she vented into the steamy sex-charged air. In the midst of her begging, his fingers were going deeper, penetrating her harder, making space for his cock. The only lubricant he used for her ass, he drew from her sopping cunt hole. Enough perhaps to lubricate the passage, or maybe not. It would have to do, for neither one was willing or capable of waiting longer. 

He plunged and she lurched forward, crying still. But she pulled back to her hands and knees, taunting him with her ass as he thrust and thrust again. The springs beneath them squealed, the bed groaning as if it were about to break. 

“Yes, yes, do it!” she kept saying over and over. 

He grabbed her hair and bending over her back he seethed in her ear: “You have no idea, slut, what you will face. You like it hard, that’s good, because that is how we intend to use the Marquis’ slut.”

He banged his hips against hers repeatedly, his thrusting cock hitting hard inside her pussy; so hard that she felt hollowed out and opened up so wide that the whole world could see the lust inside her. They could see who she was by the ecstatic expression on her face and know that in her heart she was made for this kind of abuse. 

Coming was almost secondary to the fucking. When the moment exploded on them, he held her mauled ass cheeks and pumped her ass full of himself, a surprising amount, considering that he’d just come minutes before. 

Again they collapsed exhausted into the sweaty mattress, but this time, they didn’t rise again. They both slept for awhile, in fact, Laney slept the night, but by morning Kafka was gone and she was alone again.

***

“Out of bed, bitch,” Kafka swept into the room and began spanking her naked ass, which happened to be pointed in his direction.

Laney was quickly roused from sleep, the restraints removed and she was led back to the cottage. 

“Everything changes today,” her captor announced as the two moved into the big kitchen. The others, including Ivana were there—Ivana more subdued than she’d previously been and hanging back in a corner, obviously wary of the man in charge after what had happened the day before. 

Wasting no time, Kafka shoved Laney to a table, where she was bent over and tied down, starting with her hands, which were pulled straight out in front of her and roped to the far side of the table. A small padded bench was placed in front of her knees where she was to kneel, her legs then tightly bound to the table legs. More rope was used to tether her midsection to the table, so that once the bondage was complete, she could barely move a muscle and could hardly squirm. 

“What in God’s name are you doing!” her panic finally made her blurt out, as she briefly struggled with the ropes. 

“I said you would be marked. Now’s the time.”

“Marked? Marked how?” She remembered something about a marking—but that was not a physical marking that had been promised.

“Shut up, Mrs. Priestly. This is out of your hands. The Marquis will not ever forget who he is dealing with.” She’d turned her head and could see a happy sneer on his handsome face. 

The mark was not a brand as Laney initially feared, but a tattoo placed directly above the brand, above Erik’s EP. The positioning of the mark was apparently intended to trump the bold sign of her submission and she felt terribly despondent that the previous marking would no longer stand alone as a sign of her submission to her husband. 

At least a half hour went by as the tall fellow worked on his art with painstaking precision. Whatever design seemed to be complicated, although any attempts to learn what that design was were made in vain. With her panic not completely abating, she finally blurted out. “Please won’t you let me know what you’re doing? Kafka, please!”

“I said, shut up!” Kafka stopped the procedure immediately and gave her a hard spanking with the palm of his hand that lasted at least sixty seconds. By the time he was done, her ass was hot and stinging, and tears were forming in her eyes. He could have gagged her for crying out, and she was thankful he didn’t. She kept quiet until the ordeal was finally over. 

Afterwards, she felt a tightness in the skin and a throbbing heat in this new wound. 

“Put a bandage over the thing for now,” Kafka ordered. “She has other things to do tonight.”

Laney was returned to the shed for several hours where she rested. A cuff had been placed around her wrist, its attaching chain fixed to the bedrail. It was thankfully not the more stringent bondage of her previous days, but it was good enough to keep her there. During that time, any pain in the area of the tattoo dwindled until what remained was a little discomfort, not much different than a sunburn. Unfortunately, she couldn’t see the tattoo, for it was too high on her ass. 

Later in the afternoon, Ivana came to the shed and led Laney back into the cottage. Once again in the kitchen, she stood in a washtub full of warm water and was bathed from head to toe.

“Damn good thing you’re doing that, Ivana, she was starting to stink,” Kafka chuckled as he was passing through the room. 

The blonde washed her carefully, which Laney in no way resisted. She’d begun to smell her own putrid body stench and was more than grateful for the opportunity to feel clean again. Ivana’s warm hands tenderly caressed her, as if she were recalling those brief sexual moments together the previous day. When Laney closed her eyes, she could smell the scent of her womanliness as a combination of fresh country air and her floral scented perfume. She drank her in, relishing that fragrant, womanly aroma, while knowing that she’d likely not get the chance to act on her renewed feelings of lust. Sadly, Ivana’s artful fingers didn’t take the risk of deliberately playing with Laney’s roused cunt. She used a washcloth in that area, being afraid of Kafka’s wrath should she make the activity an erotic one. 

Ivana carefully worked her way around the new tattoo. Laney still wondered what the tattoo was—but Kafka refused to let her see it. More initials maybe? A symbol of some sort? It was difficult to accept any mark that she hadn’t a hand in creating, and though she resisted this one, it was useless to fret now that the deed was done. 

Laney had a distinct feeling that both the mark on her flank and this careful bathing had a larger purpose. Everything changes today, Kafka had said, when the day began. The tattoo and the bathing were relatively small changes, and she was certain that there would be more, bigger changes very soon. Something stirred in the air, excitement, anticipation, all coming from the inhabitants of the cottage, and most of all from Kafka himself.

After she was bathed, Ivana had her lie back on the kitchen table while she shaved her swath of dark pussy hair, removing every bit of it until she was shaved as clean as a baby. She’d never shaved this way herself, and never felt more naked with the lips of her pussy so vulnerable and so exposed. 

Ivana then washed Laney’s hair in the kitchen sink using water she heated on the stove. She lathered her hair twice with sweet-smelling shampoo, rinsed it thoroughly, and finally applied a fruity conditioner that smelled like what she used on her own hair. 

Laney toweled herself dry in front of Ivana and the two men then combed her hair, as it began to dry. She felt a little more normal now, a little more human than before the day began. Perhaps this was a good sign.

There were clothes for Laney to wear, pulled from a shopping bag that Ivana carried into the kitchen from one of the cottage’s other rooms. The sweater and skirt were very much like the clothes Ivana wore: too tight for Laney’s body, allowing her significant body parts to be clearly displayed. A small cropped black sweater fit tightly over her breasts and she wore no bra to contain them. She was hardly as well-endowed as Ivana, but her lovely mounds were clearly highlighted by the sweater’s snug fit, and if she bent over, she would practically spill out the top. 

The small red skirt hugged her hips, accentuating Laney’s natural curves. She had the feeling that, should she have been given an opportunity to look into a mirror, which she was not, she would have looked like a street whore on the prowl. It seemed quite possible that her captors planned to prostitute her—the idea was as frightening as it was appealing—if it were possible that she could be prostituted and be safe. The very thought stunned her. Her reckless sexual mind was like a trap, luring her into places she had every reason to shun, if she were sane at all.

The skirt was so short that Laney dared not bend over, and when she walked, she could feel it riding up her legs to bare more naked flesh. She finally caught a glimpse of herself in the window glass and was shaken by her appearance. 

“I can’t wear this!” she hissed in protest, presumably just to Ivana, but Kafka happened to be within earshot and was immediately on her saying:

“Of course, you can.” He stood in front of her with his hand in her hair, gently caressing her panic away. Just looking into his eyes seemed to calm her, but it did nothing to dispel her rising fears about what came next, and what she’d be forced to do. When Kafka moved away, he did so only to retrieve a pair of shoes from the table and hand them to her. “Here, these will really set off your slutty body,” he said. 

The shoes were bright red, patent leather stilettos. She felt a little dizzy just taking them from his hand. 

“Go on, put them on,” he said. 

She struggled to keep her balance and grabbed for Kafka’s arm to stay upright. It should not have surprised her that the shoes fit her perfectly. The clothes she’d been wearing when she was kidnapped had been missing since Ivana stripped them from her; she assumed that she’d never see them again. They would, however, have been used to learn her sizes. 

“There, look at you!” Kafka declared, almost proudly, as the heels lifted her body to its tiptoes and accentuated her tight round behind. “You’ll strut like the slut you are.” He turned this last phrase with a lurid, mocking twist. Then he left, saying to the others as he walked out: “Have her in town by eight. I want to be there for the early crowd.”

She wanted to ask where they were going, but was quite sure they would tell her nothing. 

Two hours later, after eating a small dinner, Laney was stuffed back into the small vehicle that brought her to the cottage, this time bound only by the wrist cuff, with the chain attached to a ring in the side of the car’s door. Ironically, the cuff was on the same wrist that bore the Marquis’ bracelet. As she was driven back to the city for another chapter in her ongoing surrender, she found herself ruled by two indomitable men: the Marquis and his enemy.


Chapter Twelve

The night had taken all the daylight from the landscape. There were streetlights, headlights and marquees to illuminate the evening. And in the air was the same excitement Laney had felt while she was in the cottage being bathed. ‘Everything was changing,’ Kafka’s refrain repeated. 

Through twisted, narrow streets and pitch black alleys, the small car careened with surprising ease, although she hardly felt as jostled about as she had been when she was leaving the city bound in the back seat—not four days ago—four days; it seemed like an eon ago. She felt apprehensive but hopeful now, although she had no idea what inspired her hope. She knew that she’d be used for sex that night—sex she’d learned to handle with some ease. But she was still at the mercy of ruthless villains who she had every reason to fear.

The car abruptly halting in a narrow alleyway caused her to careen forward in the seat, then settle back just as fast. Seconds later, the car door opened, the chain from the wrist cuff was detached and she was led to the opened back door of a nightclub, from where the hard grind of rock music emerged, immediately connecting with her sexually.A thick cloud of cigarette smoke billowed out into the alley. Then from inside that cloud Kafka’s face materialized like a ghost. Sneering scornfully, which Laney had become accustomed to, he grabbed the chain and shooed his two friends away. 

“Find a place to park the car.”

Laney was shoved into an alcove, just inside the door. 

“Make believe it’s the Marquis leading you about tonight, Mrs. Priestly, and you’ll have nothing to fear. Resist nothing and you won’t be punished. Clear?”

“Yes, very.”

From out of nowhere, he pulled a heavy iron collar and, glaring exultantly, he snapped it round her slim neck, lined up the connecting links, and thread a bulky steel padlock through the loop. Another chain with large, thick links was attached to where the padlock was fixed, and served as a leash that Kafka used to lead Laney through a maze of hallways. At the end of one corridor, they descended two flights of stairs into a basement, where they finally emerged into the crowded nightclub. They stood at the entrance until they were noticed, which didn’t take very long. Laney’s quick study of the place and its primarily leather-clad clientele suggested that the kink that inspired her deepest sexual passions was something practiced here. Until that moment, Laney had not paid much attention to how Kafka was dressed, though now, giving his attire a lingering glance, she reacted immediately to his leather pants and the way they accentuated his tight rear end and the pouch between his legs. 

A storm of erotic stimulation blasted her at once. 

Even the fact that she was collared and now brought in on a leash ignited a storm of pulsing spasms to set her mood. Fear took a backseat. Although this was not familiar territory for her, since she and Erik had never been to a leather bar or formal S&M dungeon as Elise and Matthew had, she immediately connected with the lust that drove this place. Above the smell of cigarette smoke was the heady scent of leather. Behind the loud music was the sound of cracking whips. 

A bottle of beer was pressed to her lips and she was forced to drink fast, although a little managed to spill down her sweater, a fact that didn’t bother Kafka; he was showing her off, while gloating about the find he’d made in Prague Castle. 

“Cheers, Laney Priestly,” he whispered in her ear, “this night will either be your worst nightmare or the most satisfying you’ve ever experienced.”

With the one beer gurgling through her system, Kafka took one for himself from a waitress dressed in nothing but wrist cuffs, collar and a leather thong, then he jerked Laney’s chain and moved in through the mass of people, enthusiastically greeting those who were obviously his friends. 

“Don’t you think she’s overdressed,” a man in a leather vest and pants asked him.

“You want to see her tits?”

“I think I want to abuse them,” he answered. 

“Then do,” Kafka said. He immediately dropped the leash inside the black sweater where it fell between her naked tits, and then lifted the sweater away to expose her bare chest. 

Laney shriveled under the man’s lurid stare, although she could feel the familiar tightening in her belly that went along with her arousal. 

“Better that they were striped,” Kafka’s friend said. 

“Then do it,” Kafka said, obligingly, “she’s my whipping girl tonight, courtesy of the mighty Marquis.”

“Oh?” he looked impressed. “He gave you this gem?”

“More like I lifted her out of Prague Castle, a neat little steal, don’t you think?”

The fellow stepped back, thoughtfully appraising Laney’s creamy tits, that were, at the moment, free of any sign of abuse. “How should I do this?” He stroked his beard while deciding, then finally grinned. “Would you mind holding her for me?”

Looking pleased, Kafka moved behind Laney and pulled her arms back so that he had her captured against his chest. The silky feel of his shirt and the warmth of his body were sensations she savored in that brief moment between Kafka’s seizing her and the first strike of the baton that delivered her swiftly into hell.

The man cut into her cruelly.

Her head dropped back against her captor’s chest as her entire body seized up in pain. She remained in that position, tight as a bow string. Although she swallowed her screams, she could not hold back the agonized moans that managed to escape her control. 

Seven times the baton struck her breasts. The man was good, leaving a significant mark with each one, and turning hell into a reign of painful terror that did not abate until minutes after he stopped. She was practically delirious when he finished and paid no attention to the conversation that followed. She only barely focused on Kafka when, once the baton man was on his way, he picked up the leash again and led her through the maze of partying leather junkies. There were numerous comments made about the stripes that so nicely wounded her perfectly formed breasts, but her mind felt dizzyingly drunk. She seemed detached from the humiliation she would certainly have felt had she been completely sober. All this drunkenness on just one beer? As her mind free-floated, she wondered if she’d been drugged.

“When do we get to fuck your spoils of war, Kafka!” 

The shrill voice rang out and suddenly jerked Laney back to life. Increasingly, Kafka presented her to the crowd as stolen goods from the Marquis’ warehouse. She could feel a hot and constant blush on her neck and cheeks, as she fended off the humiliating remarks. At one point, she was delivered up to the crowd and shoved inside a merciless gauntlet of sadists, who were given permission to abuse her. She was spanked, her pussy prodded, her ass cheeks flailed on with slappers, whips and canes until she couldn’t help but flail about in angry frustration. Jostled from hand to hand to hand, an urgent panic gripped her throat. She wanted to scream, but she was strangled by her fear.

For nearly a half hour, she was paired with a female wearing a dildo, which slipped neatly into Laney’s cunt. The two were roped together at the waist while standing on a small platform that was gradually lifted off the floor about two feet. Their backs were flogged, making every jerking action come back on the other, until Laney’s cunt exploded into a quick orgasm, which was followed moments later by an explosion in the blonde she clung to. The flogging went on, even after their crisis was over. There were more sadists vying for the opportunity to cause them pain and hear them screech. Too often the flogging hurt, with falls of thin leather cutting into their skin and giving them no respite, no chance of finding pleasure in the experience. Even being tied to one another was little solace when the pain seemed to have no end, and they were given little opportunity to enjoy the sensual body softness of the woman who shared their misery. 

Their suffering did end, however. The platform was lowered, the two women freed and the slippery dildo in Laney’s cunt was removed. A moment later, the prick was presented to her lips and she was required to lick off her copious juices. 

About that time, a cry rung from the crowd: “When we gonna fuck da slut?”

Kafka, who seemed hell-bent on pleasing everyone in the club with his stolen treasure readily gave her up again. 

Still weary from the flogging and the sex, Laney was led to the main stage where public sex acts were nightly performed by exhibitionists willing to flaunt themselves. It had been empty so far that evening, so when a lovely, sexy female masochist like Laney took the stage, most of the people in the room turned into eager spectators. 

Names were drawn from a box and when the winners were revealed, two burly bikers mounted the stage. Laney could smell the stench of beer and body sweat that preceded them, and her clenching cunt immediately responded to the stimulus, letting go a visible stream of sex juice that ran down her inner thigh. 

How had her life suddenly come to this? Why wasn’t she running, or at the very least fighting to regain her sense of dignity? Her mind was ready with an answer, reminding her that dignity doesn’t matter to men with ‘properties’, nor should dignity matter to sex slaves. 

Teetering in her high heels, she stood between the two brutish fellows, glancing back and forth between their faces while wondering which was the most repulsive to her. She liked handsome men with a little polish—even Kafka fit into that category. Even so, something about this pair had her all keyed up and wanting the pricks that bulged from their leather-clad crotches.

She was pushed to her knees, while their cocks were being drawn from their pants. Back and forth, her mouth worked at the frenzied pace they insisted on, letting one cock go deep into her mouth before she was pulled off and the other stuffed even deeper. They tasted sour, the heads salty with old piss, but the redolent quality of their mingled smells proved a pungent aphrodisiac that had her pussy wanting them banging her to heaven and hell and back again. 

Once the two pricks became fully erect, turning into thick meaty flesh, she was suddenly pulled back to her feet and taken to a bench where she knelt straddling one man; the other would take her from behind. She fell forward over the one man’s chest, while getting use to his cock inside her. Meanwhile, the other man stood back, playing to the crowd that goaded him on. He started to spank her ass, occasionally stopping to pry her ass apart and spitting down the crack. Then as soon as he thought she was ready, he impaled her hind end deeply, letting his erection slide alongside the one that maintained his position inside her cunt. 

The explosion of her physical senses caused her to climax almost instantly. Music blared, lights flashed and the oppressive smog of cigarette smoke almost made her choke. And yet, her inner body tended to both men with her inner muscles bearing down, squeezing and grasping and clenching ever harder in order to please the two at the same time. Her mind clicked off with her body taking charge until at last, she felt both men starting to finish off. 

What the audience saw was worth the price of admission. One female. Two males—a clench of extreme proportions. The two cocks stuffed the female body full, and when they erratically lurched in and out of her liquid pussy and well-stretched asshole, it would seem they would tear her crotch apart. Some more tender souls might have objected to this distilled display of animal lust, but Kafka’s plundered booty raised no objections; she seemed to remain at a perpetually ecstatic state, her mouth open in a musical scream, her wet lips luring the rest toward her, while her crazed body just kept up the fuck. She might have fucked until the place was sober if she’d been left on her own. 

But there was an end to the exhibition. 

The two men were spent, pulling out of her and breathing hard, finally letting her lay wasted on the bench while they slinked off. 

In that brief moment, Laney’s weary body looked ravishingly beautiful, with a layer of perspiration glistening in the low lights, and her hair falling sexily over her face. And there on the wrist that dangled from the bench, exposed to the crowd, was evidence of her ownership: the Marquis’ shiny platinum bracelet. 

Not until the fucking was over did Laney understand that the scene was being photographed, that the lights that flashed around her were cameras, and that the resulting pictures would later that night, or in the wee hours of the morning, be sent via email to the Marquis’ private email address. Only a traitor, with some firsthand knowledge of the man, would know that address. 

Kafka told her this as he led her away through the same door she arrived at hours before. When they stepped into the alley behind the club, she was completely naked, except for the high heels, the collar and her bracelet. She shivered slightly in the cool evening air, but felt safe with Kafka, and not as self-conscious as she expected she might feel. She sensed that she had accomplished something in the nightclub, although she wasn’t yet certain what that was. 

“Then the Marquis will see me…?” she ventured. 

“Oh, in living color…or grainy black and white,” he replied with a pleased sneer. You can never tell how pictures like this will turn out but there were enough of them taken of you getting screwed to deliver a strong message to the man who owns you.”

Laney didn’t know what to think of this information. She had no idea how her missing master would respond to what she suspected was a flagrant act of war between sworn enemies. Why else would Kafka feel such triumph tonight—was that what she’d been primed for when he had her snatched from Prague Castle? 

She knew that their war was not her war and she could be no more than a pawn in whatever complaint they had against the other. Her one hope was to be delivered to the man who owned her, and finish the journey she had begun. 

The alley was strangely quiet now with the din from inside fading as the nightclub closed its back door. She heard a few cars swishing by in the streets beyond, but otherwise, she and her captor were very much by themselves. She could feel her feral desires surround her pleasingly. And then like an extension of this strangely romantic moment, Kafka’s lips met hers, his passion wet and palpable—but all too brief. “Well, Laney,” he said, as he stepped back, “some men would thank a slut like you for giving them so much pleasure in so short a time, but sluts don’t need to be thanked. It’s what they do.”

He had such a sexy, charming sneer that Laney couldn’t help but feel it all the way to her worn-out crotch, nor could she help but forgive him for his deliberate cruelty—she sensed it was an act put on for a submissive’s pleasure. She imagined them returning to the cottage in the country where she could sleep off her drunken sexual stupor in the falling down shed. Her body ached enough now to enjoy diving into the luxury of that lumpy mattress.

She smiled in reply to his comment, knowing that she didn’t need to be thanked or respected. She just wanted to know that she was safe, and hoped that assurance would be forthcoming. 

“So, I guess it’s time we split, huh?”

“Now?” she looked aghast.

“Yeah, now. I got what I wanted; my need for revenge has been satisfied. Your photographs will be all over that bastard’s email by morning. They’ll be on the Internet by nightfall tomorrow if he doesn’t pay my price. Either way, I’ve won.” 

Won what? she wondered silently.

“So, slut, that means I’m not gonna be needing you for anything else.”

She looked at him bewildered. Any ease she’d felt in the last few minutes instantly vanished as she realized what he meant. 

“But, I did make a deal for you with one of the guys in tonight’s crowd,” he went on. “He’ll be taking you off my hands.” The chain leash attached to her iron collar was fastened at the end to an eyebolt in the brick wall about six feet from the nightclub’s back door. He smiled again as he walked off, “It’s been a thrill, slut. You wait here, they’ll be coming for you soon, I suspect…or not.” He shrugged, then turned toward his car, which had been parked just a few feet away. He climbed in and drove off, leaving her choking on exhaust fumes. 

“Kafka!” she screamed.

But her cry came too late, long after he was out of earshot. Almost an afterthought.

Naked and crying, panic gripping her body once again, Laney waited alone and terrified for someone to rescue her. 


Chapter Thirteen

The three men were drunk and stoned, falling all over her and each other as they walked Laney through the Prague neighborhood toward a small hotel. At least one of them had loaned her his jacket to wear, although it was too short to cover anything but her breasts. Her naked ass and cleanly shaved pussy were bare for the curious eye to see. Thankfully, it was the dead of night when they came for her, so there were few people who would see the pretty, wasted brunette stumbling along half naked with her drunken friends. 

After climbing three flights of stairs, with Laney faltering in the red stilettos, the four finally landed in a tiny hotel room and fell onto the bed in one great heap, laughing—at least the three men were laughing, but not Laney, whose ever-present fear had almost made her numb. 

They were eighteen, nineteen, maybe twenty years old, barely legal, but full of themselves, and with enough vigor in their youth to sprout healthy erections, even at this hour, even with the liquor and drugs pumping through their veins. They laid her out on the bed, cuffed her wrists to the headboard, and took turns with her, using her sore cunt, until they exhausted themselves. They thankfully ignored her ass, which she thought would be far too sore for another round of abuse. The three young men collapsed for several hours, passed out on the bed beside her, while Laney let her head fall back against the pillow and tried to sleep. The odd quartet created a tableau of satiated bodies that might be perfect inspiration for a latter-day Botticelli painting. 

The gangbang began again when the sun finally came shining through the window curtains and continued long enough to satisfy the three morning hard-ons rising stiffly from the horny youths. Their naked bodies groveled over Laney’s languidly sleeping one, finally waking her from a dead sleep. Their breath stunk and their body sweat almost made her choke. Then, suddenly, something in the air sounded an alarm that all three men heard clearly, and before Laney could react fast enough, the three were out the door, zipping up their pants and grabbing for their jackets. 

“Wait! Please! You have to let me go!” she cried. 

But they paid no attention to her cries and were in the street, dancing for the fun of it, leaving the whore to fend for herself as whores are known to do. 

Abandoned in the hotel room, Laney called out from time to time, knowing that she had no other choice if she expected to ever be free from this journey to hell. Finally, someone heard her and peeked in the door. 

“Oh, thank god, please, I need help, please!” she tried to draw them in, but the woman looked at her in shock and immediately closed the door. 

A few minutes later, a man and woman came into the room, and again, she pleaded with them to free her. She went on for several minutes while they turned their backs on her and spoke privately. Either they didn’t understand her English or they were determined to deal with her in their own way. They soon left, too, turning her cries into a rain of sad tears. 

Perhaps an hour passed, it was hard to tell, when suddenly the door burst open and several policemen entered the room. At first they just stared down at her shaking their heads, then they removed the cuffs that had her bound—although they did not remove the iron collar. She was led away, wearing nothing but an old brown sweater someone handed them. This covered her breasts and nearly covered her bottom. But it was scant protection from the dozens of eyes that peered out of their rooms as she was led through the hotel, and no cover at all from the curious glances of a crowd that gathered in the street to watch.

Her cell was cold and dingy, but at least she was given something to wear. The grey muslin prison dress was as welcome to her as the chance to pee and the drink of water to wash away the bad taste of the previous night. A little food followed, a dry biscuit, a piece of meat and an apple that went down as easily as a gourmet meal. 

When she had the chance, she pleaded her case with the arresting officers, but none of them understood enough English to explain the charges. Hours later, a woman who spoke passable English was led into her cell.

“I’m a lawyer. I represent you.”

“Yes, I’m a lawyer, too,” Laney wryly replied. 

The woman didn’t quite understand and that was just as well. 

Indecency, prostitution, failure to pay the hotel bill, by virtue of the fact that she had no purse, no clothes, and no means of identification. The litany of her crimes sounded pretty grim. 

Laney tried to explain her position, but for this court, the case was cut and dried, and the woman offered no defense when two days later, they stood together before the judge. He mumbled something in Czech that Laney didn’t understand. 

“What did he say?” she asked her counselor. 

“You’ll be fined and released, but first you must see him in his chambers.”

“What for?”

The woman avoided Laney’s question, saying under her breath: “You go there and do what you have to. There’s no getting out of here until you do.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, don’t fight it,” she said in a terse whisper. “Kind of woman you are, should be easy for you.”

“What should be easy?”

“You go. You see yourself.”

Laney waited several hours in the hallway outside the judge’s chambers for the man to let her in the door. She was cold, barefoot and looking like a sad little ragdoll by the time the door opened and she was invited inside with a wave of the magistrate’s hand. 

Unlike a judge’s plush chambers in a US courthouse, this room was sparse, painted a flat grey color, and had no carpeting, just a dingy linoleum, and blinds that rattled against the window, responding to the heat pumped from the radiator beneath it. The air was oppressively hot, so much so that Laney could barely breathe. 

Where he couldn’t speak a word of English in the courtroom, he was perfectly fluent now that he had her behind doors. 

“You’ve made a find mess of yourself,” he boldly spit out as he pretended to review her case file. 

“Sir, if you will please let me explain. I can prove to you who I am. I have a hotel room in town, and clothes. I’m an American citizen, a lawyer. I have money, sir.”

His eyes narrowed reproachfully. “No no no bribe me.”

“No! I was not intending to bribe you. I have money for any fine I have to pay.”

He studied her for a minute more, finally pronouncing judgment. 

“You will be jailed three months for your crimes.”

“No! You can’t! That’s not what you said in court! Please. You must let me explain.”

“Not three months? No?”

“Please!”

He ventured a thin smile. “Then I will whip you. You pay with your ass.”

“Oh, lord, please,” she sunk back into a chair behind her and sighed. This should not surprise her. Nothing should surprise her, not anything that would mean more suffering or more sex. She was so tired of being afraid, so tired of feeling panic and fear and the hellish accompaniment of arousal that seemed to flourish in her body under these circumstances. So tired, so worn out, so fucked, so used, giving herself to another man hardly seemed fair, but it didn’t seem at all out of the question. 

The judge was not a bad looking man, nor was he a good looking one either. He had a long, substantial face and his dark hair was clipped close. His brows were thick over a pair of sad eyes…what color were they? A lovely brown—with a biting edge; that edge she’d grown to love in an authoritative man. His mouth formed a natural frown. It wouldn’t be so hard to imagine him sexually, if she imagined a man wounded many times by love. 

She almost laughed out loud at the absurdity of that last thought. Here she was,  imprisoned in a foreign country with not a lick of identification, about to be whipped on the ass for being victimized by three of Prague’s horny hoodlums, and she was calling this man wounded…

If getting whipped were what it took to get her out of this predicament, then she’d get whipped. If he wanted it sexual, she could do that, too. She could already feel a tickle between her legs, a heaviness in her crotch.

She gazed at the judge, her eyes a little dreamy now and surprisingly seductive, as if being seductive had been programmed into her psychic circuitry, to the point that there was no fending off this kind of sexual response. Hadn’t Kafka basically said as much? Kafka and how many others? 

In turn, the once imperious judge saw the hint of seduction in Laney’s face, and was willing, she could sense that in those sad eyes… “I beat you now,” he said. “Get up.”

Laney rose to her feet as ordered and waited for the judge. Her knees knocked on cue and her pussy melted away into the same lusty place it had been for days… how many days was it now; she’d lost count. 

The beating started with the judge’s hands running over her bottom and overtop of the grey muslin prison dress. He let that satisfy him for quite some time, drawing close to her side as he rubbed and squeezed and pleasured himself on the feel of her ass. He didn’t seem to care about the rest of her, her pussy, her lips or her heaving breasts. But the uproar that followed in Laney’s submissive body made her chest heave all the more, and her lips moisten and her pussy clench tight as it would around a man’s cock. She was very close to a climax, starting to pant, while feeling the judge move even tighter to her side, so that she could feel the body heat coming from his crotch, and his penis as it throbbed in tandem to her own spasmodic pulse. 

He could have her coming quickly. Just the right touch in the right way and he’d set her off. But instead of bringing the prisoner off with a few strokes of his hand, the judge abruptly pushed her into his desk and pulled the muslin dress up to bare her ass. 

Thwack! 

She grunted with the first blow of a leather paddle laid on the center of her ass. There must have still been whip marks from previous beatings, but he paid no notice of them as he continued to strike her with the paddle until her entire bottom was scalding hot and scarlet. She’d become so aroused in advance that the sensation from the paddling only increased her arousal, making her writhe in obvious enjoyment against the edge of the desk, which happened to rub directly on her clit. 

“A masochist, eh?” the judge finally said, setting the leather paddle aside. “I beat a woman, I expect her to cry, and you will cry.”

Being on the edge of climax, this statement hardly had her worried; in fact, she hardly heard his vow. 

But she did feel the wrath of the next strikes that peppered her skin, when a hefty wooden paddle with a dozen holes drilled into the surface bounced against her reddened bottom in a fast cadence of blistering strikes. 

Frantic and raving, she was soon screaming, those longed for tears streaming from her eyes—anything to make the judge happy. Her wailing went on and on, as the paddle tore into her as viciously as any implement of punishment she’d ever felt. 

Then he was done. As abruptly as he started, he stopped, laid the paddle down and took a deep breath on returning to his seat behind the desk. 

It took some time for the recovering Laney to finally lift her head, and when she did, she found herself staring directly into the man’s long sad eyes. 

“Get up!” he said.

She slowly rose, snuffing, then started to wipe her nose with the back of her hand. The judge quickly intervened, handing her a freshly pressed handkerchief that he’d pulled from his pocket. 

“Thank you,” she said as she blew her nose and wiped her eyes. 

“I drop the charges, you go now. Leave through that door,” he pointed to a door at the back of his office.

She looked in that direction. “Leave now, just leave?”

“Yes. Leave, please. Out of here now. I don’t want to see you again.”

She stared down at her bare, dirty feet, assuming that the stilettos Kafka gave her were still in the hotel room, or by now on some other woman’s feet. “But no shoes?”

“You had less when you arrived here,” he reminded her. 

“Yes. You’re right,” she agreed.

Memories from all the outrageous events of the last several days seemed to converge at that moment to remind her of how tired and weary she should feel. Her head was heavy, she almost felt drunk, even her elbows and her teeth ached, and now her ass smarted, while a warm, liquid sensation in her bottom continued her ever-present arousal. 

The man waited, not budging on his decree, which meant that the barefoot, bone-weary Laney finally walked to the door and slipped into the alley behind the courthouse. Thankfully, this alley was not nearly as forbidding as the one behind the nightclub, where Kafka left her and she waited for nearly an hour for her rescue while slumped against the brick wall. 

This time, she had far less time to wait. As soon as she appeared in the alley, a parked car pulled forward and the door to the passenger’s side opened. The driver leaned over the seat. “Laney Priestly?”

“Yes, I’m Laney Priestly.”

“Then get in. The Marquis would like to see you.”


Chapter Fourteen

Pillows, fluffy sweet-smelling pillows, and satin sheets with the scent of lilac clinging to their fibers, and coffee, a rich French roasted brew and a bathroom spa with gilded fixtures… 

She wondered if the man was rich, or just a clever pauper with a carefully manipulated set to make women mad with lust, women foolish enough to fall for his line. By the look of it, the Marquis was rich and civil with a house that reeked of his good-breeding, kinky though that was. 

As soon as she was escorted through the back door of the Prague house and up the stairs to her room, it seemed to close around her like a warm blanket. She had to smile, feeling in that moment, almost as safe and free from care as she would be if she were home. She’d not been left to bat around the Prague underworld forever, lost to the Marquis, or the life she knew. Her fears seemed to flee altogether as soon as she dipped her toe into the rose-scented bubbly water of the bath she’d drawn. She felt as if she were sliding into cream, although as soon as the soothing water hit her scorched and battered skin she immediately winced, reminded of the punishment, the scourges and whips and quirts and paddles that were used to cause her pain. The burning tightness in her flank where the tattoo had been etched into her flesh turned into a strange though subtle trigger for her physical arousal. She almost smiled, until she remembered whose tattoo that was. If she could have prevented it from happening she would have…but of course that had been impossible. 

At least, she could finally see the mark Kafka left permanently imprinted on her skin. She expected initials, similar to the brand. There were letters, all right, but these were oddly aligned: an ‘M’ covered by an ‘X’ of the same size. Exactly what that meant, she could not be certain. Given that there was a war between the Marquis and Kafka she imagined that the ‘X’ was crossing out the ‘M’, simple as that. Kafka’s not so subtle message.

For three days, Laney rested in the wonderful, sweet-scented room, where she masturbated often in the heavenly bathtub to alleviate a constant ache in her groin that made her restless and weary. She slept for long hours, and spent the rest of her time reading paperback novels she found in a bookcase, and quietly contemplating her recent past, and her uncertain present and future. She was waited on by naked servant girls, most of whom didn’t speak a word to her. (She thought of them as girls, while they all looked to be in their mid-twenties or as old as she was. She was reminded of Jannie calling her girl—and now she understood how right that sounded). Several of the girls were actually gagged with ball-gags or bridled, making it impossible to converse with them. All of them were pierced in their genitals with a number of rings, none pierced exactly in the same way as the other girls. But the arrangements all looked like insignias of their servitude. Most wore bracelets like Laney’s bracelet, and most were branded in the same place on their left ass cheek where Laney’s EP brand and now the tattoo was emblazoned. They served her trays of food, removed them when she was done and cleaned the room. When they left her, they always carefully closed the door and locked it, making sure that she could not leave on her own. 

Because she assumed, though she had no proof, that she was in the Marquis’ house, she didn’t fight her imprisonment. But after three days she was becoming restless and started to imagine herself overpowering one of the smaller servant girls so she could set off to find the Marquis on her own. 

On the afternoon of the fourth day, Laney luxuriated in a warm bath for nearly an hour, when there was a sudden knock on the door. The unexpected sound lifted her from a pleasant reverie and returned her to the present…

“Come in,” she said. 

The bathroom door creaked open and she watched as one of the servant girls moved inside. Like all the others, she was completely naked except for a collar and wrist cuffs, and on her left arm was a duplicate of the Marquis’ bracelet that Laney wore. 

“I help you, Ma’am?” the woman deferentially bowed. Her accent was so thick that Laney could hardly understand what she was saying. 

Laney stared at her a minute. 

“Is there some reason I should be getting out now?”

She waited, but the woman didn’t answer. 

“Well, I guess I should get out before I shrivel like a raisin,” and she smiled, as she pulled herself from the tub and allowed the woman to dry her with a pale yellow, terrycloth towel. 

“Must dress, Ma’am,” the woman said. “Clothes. For you.” She pointed to the bed where, through the bathroom door, Laney could see what looked like a skirt and blouse laid out on the bed. Until now, she’d been dressing in the robes and shifts that were hanging in the closet, since no other clothes had been provided. 

“Thank you,” she smiled. 

The woman backed out of the room as if she were a Medieval serf and Laney were landed royalty.

The pink satin blouse and burgundy skirt she found on the bed looked exactly like something Laney might have worn for Erik. They felt like her own clothes. She buttoned the tiny pearl buttons as she looked in the mirror, thinking for a moment that she was getting ready to go to court. She brushed out her hair and applied the make-up she found in the bathroom, finishing off with a shade of lipstick that accentuated the color of her clothes. Although she felt almost relieved to finally be emerging from the mindless limbo of the last several days, she was so nervous, that she could hardly put on the four inch heels provided for her, and when she did, she could hardly stand up straight. Just as she was getting her bearings, she heard a knock on the bedroom door. 

“Come in,” she called. 

The same submissive female who had summoned her from the bath opened the door a crack and peeked in. 

“He’s ready for you.”

She took a deep breath and for the first time in nearly four days she left the lovely sanctuary.

Following the saucy naked derriere of the female servant, Laney descended two flights of stairs while tightly gripping the handrail. They walked down a long, but wide corridor until they came to a room with an impressive hard wood door and a gold name plate, etched with the name “The Forum.”

The naked servant girl knocked twice, then without being prompted, she turned the knob and opened the door wide, revealing a room with a slick marble floor, paneled walls and a huge chandelier hanging in the center. Nearly two stories tall, the space felt as cold as a mausoleum and as formal as the grand parlor in a 17th century estate house. As if on stage waiting for their cue, a tableau of men dressed in dark suits were scattered around the room talking quietly amongst themselves. It was an eerie sight that immediately made Laney want to flee. As soon as she stepped inside, all eyes turned her way within seconds, with the exception of two men directly in front of her who continued to confer with their heads together as they whispered. One had his back to her, the other man was angled slightly toward her. As the two continued their  conversation, the rest of the room waited in silence until they finished.

Suddenly, the gentleman with his back to Laney swept around and faced her while striding to the center of the marble floor. 

“Come closer,” he ordered immediately. His voice was clear, steady and authoritative without being particularly loud. 

She guessed he was in his sixties, although he had an ageless quality about him that so many men in their middle years exude, making it difficult to pinpoint an exact age. The greying hair and the lines etched into what was once a smooth and handsome face matured him in a positive way. A dynamic energy radiated from his well-built body—neither too skinny nor too fat—and helped to create a natural charisma that was virile, vibrant and capable of attracting any woman of any age. 

Laney hesitated, nerves very much on edge—was this what she’d been waiting for…? She obeyed the order and moved several steps closer to the man in charge—there could be little doubt about who he was. For some reason, she’d thought she would be swept off her feet and transported to a nirvana of heightened sexual grace when she first laid eyes on the Marquis, but her experience now was quite different. Yes, she felt like a trembling bundle of raw nerves, but she was transported nowhere. 

“I understand that you’ve been looking for me,” the man said. 

What a profound understatement was Laney’s first thought, then when she was finally able to answer, she said, “You are the Marquis?” Her clear eyes had opened wide in wonder as she surveyed him carefully and let the reality of the moment and the man settle on her. 

“That’s what I’m commonly called,” he replied. 

“Yes, I have been anxious to find you.”

“And what is it you want from me?” he asked. 

She stood speechless for several moments, until it seemed the bracelet on her arm began to burn her flesh as a reminder of her reason for being there. “This bracelet,” she said, and she held it out for him to see. “You gave it to my husband a year ago.”

“Indeed I did. So sorry about your husband; he was a good man, a good master. I know that you were devastated by the loss and to lose him in such a … a tragic way.”

“Yes, sir. He left so many things…” she struggled for the right word, “undone…” she bowed her head, needing to gather herself. All the emotion of the moment seemed to transfer to that tragic instant when she realized that Erik would not return to her. She fought back tears, then took a deep breath and looked up again. “I felt the need to find you, to fulfill the promise of this bracelet,” she declared simply.

“But you were not content to let me find you?” 

“Sir, some days, this bracelet would burn, my desire burning in the same fierce way.”

“Then you should have been content to let it burn,” turning the phrase with an unmistakable hint of disgust.

“But I didn’t see how that was …”

“It’s not in the province of a submissive woman,” he cut her off, “particularly one bound by the code this bracelet implies, to initiate. It is for her to serve, to wait, to wait years if that is what her master demands of her.”

“I-I…didn’t…” she foundered in her attempt to reply, until the reply simply petered out.

“Yet, you…you took up the challenge of finding me like a medieval crusader off to find the holy grail,” the Marquis spat out, his temper steadily rising, although he was still very much in control. The wide-eyed Laney stared at him in petrified silence. “You returned to the island… you ran off to Paris and then came here to Prague and, isn’t it ironic, found yourself subject to the vicious elements of society who nearly enslaved you beyond my reach… beyond my reach…” He shook his head stunned, turned around, let the room fall into a breathless quiet, then whipped around again. “And how did you gain the information that brought you here—lies, trickery… and through the theft of my private property…” He suddenly pointed to a table, previously unnoticed by Laney, on which sat the two books.

“How…?”

“How did I get them?” he raised his brows, then continued, “I had a friend search your hotel room until he located what I suspected was there. You can be sure that was all that was taken.”

“How dare you enter my room!”

“How dare you steal from me!” he was right in her face, outraged, and she backed up, suddenly quaking in fear.

“I’m sorry. I’m forgetting myself,” she said weakly.

“Oh, but you are performing right in character, aren’t you?”

Her lip trembled as she bit it hard; her eyes welled with tears. 

“I never meant…”

“I’m sure you didn’t mean any harm, which is why I’m actually seeing you now to set you straight. You can be appropriately punished for your flagrant crime—which you will be later. But your willfulness is another matter to be handled.” 

She grabbed the bracelet. “I may have stumbled badly, sir, and for that I apologize, but I still very much want to…to be your humble property.”

“Oh? What makes you so sure?”

She didn’t know what to say.

“No, you don’t really know. This is not some simple fantasy to tickle your prurient fancy, Laney Priestly. You were warned by two men I trusted to drop your goal of finding me—you should have heeded their warning. You have no idea what you’ve stumbled on, what you’ve demanded of your life by confronting me this way.

“There is nothing romantic or idealistic about serving me. It can be hard, miserable, demeaning work, that will give you very little of the sexual pleasure you seek. If you thought this was a game of sexual pretend “—oddly his words mocked the scene on Marquis Island with Alex— “you are sadly mistaken. If you think this is about your sexual fulfillment, you’ll soon discover it is not. It is about my pleasure, and that of the men who have joined my circle of sadists. If you derive any pleasure at all, it’s not because it’s my goal to make that happen.”

He stopped long enough for Laney to come back with a reply. 

“If it was your plan to scare me off, sir, you are doing a very good job of it.”

“Is that so?” he mocked her. “Why now? Reality finally bite you in the butt?”

She had no reply. Her head was throbbing, confusion filling her brain. Her fears mounted and tears ran down her cheeks streaking her carefully applied make-up.

“You want the bracelet off now—that’s not up to you anymore, you lost that chance when you started on your ill-fated odyssey. If you think you can walk away just because this arrangement suddenly doesn’t suit you, you are wrong. If you think you can walk back into your old life as a high paid East Coast lawyer, you have underestimated the man you’re dealing with. You have underestimated my power. 

“Oh, I see that razor sharp legal mind of yours start working double-time, don’t think you have recourse with your government. Let me assure you, you are no longer under their protection. You’re here. In my house. You leave only if I let you leave. If I so choose, I could have you arrested—just as I did a few days ago—and incarcerated for as long as it pleases me. Your State Department would take little interest in returning you from foreign soil once they saw the charges filed against you.” He raised his brows evilly. “Or, I could just keep you here as my captive, where no one would ever find you.”

Suddenly lightheaded, she could feel her dizzying trepidation practically send her careening to the floor. 

The Marquis grabbed her by the arm to keep her upright. “Cut your silly theatrics, and listen to me.”

“I’m sorry,” she quietly whispered.

“There is not a soul on this planet other than the people in this room who know where you are, and they won’t tell anyone unless I tell them to. The shopkeeper in Paris probably told you that he didn’t know my whereabouts; he wasn’t lying. The bastard Kafka who kidnapped you probably told you he’s my enemy. He is right, but he would not know me if we were sitting side by side on a park bench. You wonder what happened to the bastard and his revenge… you can be sure he’s been taken care of, although not in the way he planned. 

“Welcome to my world, my sexual underground. I operate free of encumbrances from any government. You might say I’m in the world, but not of it. And you’re in my world now. You’re stuck here, victim to me. I’m sure that’s not what you intended when you practically beat upon my door. Whatever romantic notions you might have entertained about the sexual activities you have been introduced to through your association with me—or because of that bracelet—you can be sure that my properties find little of that here. 

“You think maybe that young fisherman…what was his name?”

“Alex Greenwood,” she answered softly.

“Yes, that’s right, Alex Greenwood. I doubt he’ll be much help to you. Turn around.”

She gazed back at him stunned. 

“I said turn around,” the Marquis prompted. 

She turned, her eyes scanning several men she’d only glanced at before, and then suddenly focused clearly on the man she recognized. 

“May I introduce you to Alexi Ruschke.”

“Alex!”

No shorts, no t-shirt, no baseball cap or knapsack of sandwiches—no fishy smell, no boat, no island. Instead what stood before her, leaning aloof and casual against the doorjamb, was a man who could have walked from the pages of GQ, the polished exec she might see any night at New York’s Four Seasons with an elegantly dressed female on his arm. 

“Laney,” he nodded his head. 

“What are you…”

“Turn around, Laney, and look at me,” the Marquis interrupted. She continued to stare at Alex Greenwood in his black suit and starched shirt, trying to make contact with the man who’d given her so much pleasure. “Turn around,” this time the Marquis barked the order and she obeyed him, although she could barely concentrate now on his endless rant. 

“What to do with you now is of some concern to me,” he went on fearlessly. “You are tainted and imperfect with that bastard’s tattoo on your thigh, upstaging the one your own husband branded to your flesh. It will cost you as much as the foolish theft of my books.” He finally looked as though he was winding down. “I think, gentlemen,” he gazed off beyond her, “that it’s time to see this one punished. Tonight, we’ll have a subject who will serve our sadistic needs with her masochistic ones.” And returning back to Laney, “Take off your clothes.”

This was all happening way too fast, but her hesitation only warranted another curt remark, “Take them off or I’ll have it done for you. You have no right to wear what you haven’t earned.”

Laney moved without hesitation now, struggling from the pink satin blouse and the burgundy skirt. Her fingers simply didn’t want to work as she began, but at last she was freed from the clothes and they were lying on the floor. The color of her complexion turned rosy with an embarrassed blush, as she felt the dozen pairs of eyes fixed on her. She could even feel her ears burning hot. Worst of all, she imagined Alex Greenwood behind her, looking directly at her bare ass. She was glad that she didn’t have to face him. Of all the people in the room, Alex was the one she dreaded the most. The rest were strangers. Even the Marquis didn’t matter the way this one man, this bogus fisherman, did. 

While Laney’s thoughts were focused on Alex Greenwood aka Alexi Ruschke—he was more of a mystery to her now than ever—the Marquis inspected her carefully. Her blush deepened from the scrutiny, but he made no comment other than to say in his same curt, clipped voice: 

“Take her Nicholas,” and after pausing thoughtfully, “And Mr. Ruschke, you will deliver the punishment.”

***

Laney was hustled from The Forum through a back door that connected directly to the cellar staircase. The descent took place quickly as the rough Nicholas was a bit like a linebacker in a suit that fit a little too tightly for his muscles. He might as well have carried her. The stairs were old, vibrating a little too much to please her, and with her feet still tucked into the dangerously tall high heels, it would have been impossible to manage if it hadn’t been for the bear of a man who purposefully held her close to his side.

At the base of the stairs, he set her down then took her by the hand and she stumbled behind him into the darkness of a long corridor, until they reached a room where she was unceremoniously shoved into a metal cage that was built into the stone wall. The back of the cage was stone, the three surrounding sides were formed by heavy iron bars. 

The cage door closed with an ominous clank, then Nicholas set the lock and without saying a word, he left the room, leaving a shivering Laney alone, afraid and now very cold. 

In the silent darkness there was little for Laney to do but think…so much had happened in so short a time… expectations dashed, assumptions shattered, accusations flung at her that seemed hardly justified. Her sanity felt violated. She felt used, demoralized…elated to have been rescued from Kafka …suddenly the Marquis’ fierce judgment…and now Alex sideswiping her with his appearance. He wasn’t supposed to be here, for he was in none of the scenarios, none of her daydreams she conjured when she imagined how her first meeting with the Marquis would play out. Now he was once again firmly entrenched in her thoughts. And he, of all people, would punish her.  

The Marquis was really nothing to her now, just an accusing stranger. Any erotic energy she had been feeling from him when he first started to speak had been wiped away by his brutal message, and with Alex in the room, her sexual being was focused solely on the man who knew her more intimately than any man alive. 

At least now she understood how he could be so intuitive, how he could know so much about the island and her submissive character, how he could play into her kinky lust so easily and bring her body to such erotic heights. He had told her that he brought his girlfriends to the island for fun and games! How he’d lied and she’d believed him. Her body bristled with arousal, her pussy flooding with life and lust… but the companion to those feelings was a wildly brewing anger. The incidents on the island, the deceit, the careful couching, the way he led her…she couldn’t explain that to the Marquis, he wouldn’t believe her or understand. Of course, Alex had warned her, but he’d also stoked the fires of her need, and incited the mystery of the bracelet. He’d even been the one who first mentioned Paris. All these things conspired together, making it impossible for her not to continue with her mission—which had now landed her in this awful cell.

In the midst of her thoughts, Laney heard the door to the room open. Looking in that direction, she saw Alex standing in the dim light of the hallway. He tugged the chain on the overhead light inside the room—a bare bulb, nothing more—then closed the door behind him. 

“I suppose you can imagine my surprise when I was informed that you were here,” he said, directly. 

“Oh, really?” she said, as she peered out through the bars. 

She felt like a fool inside the miserable cage, without clothes, her feet still wearing the blasted high heels. She angrily took them off and threw them against the bars, then she pulled up and sat with her back to the jagged stone wall—it was hardly comfortable, and maintaining any semblance of dignity in these conditions was impossible. 

Alex paced around above her. 

“Laney, I warned you about this.”

She humphed… “Oh! Did you really? You didn’t tell me much of anything, but a lot of enticing speculation. It hardly dissuaded me. If you’d have been honest, if you’d informed me that you were ‘in bed’ with the infamous Marquis, I might have actually taken your message seriously.”

“Would you really?”

“Yes, I might have.”

“It’s not for me to be honest with someone who is deliberately lying,” he rattled off curtly. 

“You know why I was lying. I was protecting myself while doing my best to find the answers I sought. You could have given me those answers. You could have stopped me on that island. No one would have known but you and me—you could have cut this damned bracelet off!” She hadn’t realized how shrill she’d become until she finished on that high-pitched note. “If you think I’m going to feel better about this because you’re coming here, hat in hand to … to what? Be nice before you beat me bloody, or whatever…”

Although he remained standing above her looking down, Alex figuratively backed off, and Laney could feel his cool like a sudden icy blast of winter wind. “It would seem you’d be more courteous to the man who’s been designated to punish you.”

“And would that make any damn difference?” She spitefully bit off each word, still angry and still not ready to back down herself.

“I wouldn’t bait me, Laney.” She could feel his anger now, not cold but hot.

Noting the look in his eyes, she felt a tremor of justifiable concern pass through her. “Maybe you should just get on with it.”

He nodded. “I will do my job, and you will be hurt for it, Laney.” 

She wished she could have contained her emotions a little more, but there was nothing she could do about her outburst now. There was nothing more to say. 

After a few difficult moments, Alex turned and doused the light, leaving her to stare out into the pitch black darkness once again.


Chapter Fifteen

Torchlight gleamed across the craggy stonewalls of the cave-like room into which Laney was led. Like something out of a Medieval dungeon, the room brought to mind the worst nightmarish images of convicted slaves, suspended from chains and beaten raw and bloody as they screamed into the night. Imaginings like these had often been fuel for Laney’s sexual lust, but the reality of such a room and such sadists ready to implement depraved fantasies like these had never been her reality.

It was now. 

Once Nicholas pulled her from the cage, every nerve in her body, every human sense she was born with was heightened. As she walked in front of the men into this arcane cellar room, she felt almost disembodied: her mind detached, but her body more alive than ever and more scared. Instead of being numb, she felt her fear fully, along her skin and in her beating heart, and pulsing loins. A masochist—at least to some degree—she could hope that the way Alex would ravage her would in some way please her, but there were no assurances at all. 

“…you will be hurt…”

She had to assume that, this time, he wasn’t lying. 

Alex was there, facing her as she walked in. She was taken to the center of the dungeon room and her arms were lifted above her, cuffed and attached to chains hanging from the beams above about three feet apart. Her feet were cuffed and attached to much shorter chains in the floor. 

Then Alex made her wait for several minutes, while the seven men who’d joined them in the dungeon gazed at her thoughtfully. In time, two men with leather gloved hands came forward and played with her body. One nipple was twisted for nearly a minute while the man looked her in the eye. She felt compelled to keep her mouth shut and bit her lip instead of gasping out in response to the increasing pain. That pain thread its way through her body and finally settled deep inside her groin where it tangled with the molten energy there and produced a spasm in her belly. Her response had its erotic undertones, though it was difficult to associate the feeling with sex. 

Another man bent her over his arm, as far as the bondage would allow, while another man began to probe her anal cavity with his gloved hand. He swathed her with a cream that began to warm the place until it heated her so viciously that her insides began to burn. He began inserting dildos into her rectum, fucking her with them, then pulling them rapidly out and replacing them with larger dildos, continuing this process several times until the last enormous dildo simply wouldn’t fit. 

“Please, sir I can’t.”

“Oh, but you can, Laney!” Alex barked coldly from the sidelines. “Warm up her ass, that should help.”

The man backed off and another stepped behind her, and while she cringed with every part of her body seizing up, a thick leather strap was bounced off her derriere. Her flesh turned a fiery shade of red, and she moaned, half in pain and half loving the way the leather tore away the stranglehold she’d placed on her desire. She’d been too scared to be turned-on, and as the pain increased, her fear strangely dissolved, reforming only when the strapping ceased. Before her fear could regroup however, the fattest of the dildos was shoved into the previously ungiving space. She thought she might explode, but it did fit.

“Leave it there!” Alex barked.

“It’ll have to be strapped in,” he was told. 

“Then do it.”

A belt was buckled around her waist, then two leather straps attached to that belt were thread through her crotch on either side of her labia and drawn up her ass crack, then snapped into the back of the belt, effectively holding the butt-stretching dildo right where it was lodged.

Her eyes bugged out as her body attempted to adjust to the impalement, meanwhile Alex stood haughtily off to the side, passively watching her distress. 

Another sadist moved in front of her with glass bell cups that went over her nipples and a good bit of her breast flesh. Fitting tightly against her skin, the air was withdrawn from the cups through valves in the opposite ends, which resulted in her tit flesh being sucked outward. 

She was forced to adjust to another discomfort and another level of pain that, depending on her ability to suffer, could be a blessing or a curse. At its inception, this new means of torture was no blessing at all. 

Sadism rarely looks pretty and the pretty Laney Priestly did not look pretty now. Her face looked taut with pain, her limbs were already tired from the strain of the suspension, and the hurt in her ass and breasts seemed to billow forth, coming to her in waves and then more waves. Her mouth opened and she breathed raggedly. 

Alex approached her, holding the leather handle of a cat o’ nine tails in his fist, while the braided leather talons dangled from his other hand. She starred at it in horror.

“Look at me!” he snapped.

She couldn’t help but look up, although she had no desire to greet this man’s gaze.

“I would think this would be the kind of thing that would satisfy a woman like you, who is bound to become the Marquis’ chattel for the rest of her life. You might want to savor these moments because they will be far more exciting for a woman of your nature than the endless monotony of mindless service that will be expected of you.”

He touched her cheek with his hand and she glanced away. 

The sting of his hand on her cheek followed. “Don’t look away when I’m talking to you.”

Her being trembled now, racked by pain, and consumed by the wonder of the moment, and a bizarre ecstasy of erotic feeling. All her senses took another flying leap; she might come spontaneously. The moment lasted just briefly and ended as soon as Alex turned away and moved around behind her where he’d use his weapon to punish her. 

The cat ‘o nine tails dug into her skin as he laid on the punishment decreed by the Marquis. Harrowing pain shot through her instantly, but with every pause, no matter how brief, she felt herself move another step closer to climax. She seemed to fuse with Alex’s steady cadence of blows, as they sprayed across her shoulders and splat against her ass cheeks. 

The momentum built fast. She was right there, ready, flying off the edge into a rush of sweet endorphins, only to find herself abruptly knocked from that sweet subspace by one sharp, mean crack of the weapon that was worse than all the rest. She felt as if she’d been torn apart. She was reminded of how her breasts ached and how her impaled ass seemed about to burst. 

She wanted him to come back for more. If just one more time he’d have taken her that high, that far, she would have plunged over the edge. But he knew this and backed off. Someone had walked in the door and stopped to observe. 

“She’s all yours, sir,” Laney heard Alex say. 

Because he was behind her, she had no idea what Alex did next or to whom he handed off the task of finishing her punishment.

Quiet bristled all around her. Then little noises followed—the scraping of shoes, the clicking of heels, and a few murmured voices speaking a foreign tongue. Her eyes were closed, her head bowed, her body almost hanging from her wrists as it slumped forward. Her legs felt like jelly and she had to pee. Her limbs ached, so did her ass and her breasts, which still endured the suction bells with increasing irritation. 

Something at her chin raised it up and she opened her eyes on the Marquis. 

“Always on the brink of climax… that’s where I prefer to leave my little bitches. That way your pussy will be ripe for me.” 

He teasingly ran his fingers over her flushed skin from which she felt a shivering fire and gasped. Mouth open, she breathed deeply, shuddering every few seconds with her whole body jerking again, as it had when Alex whipped her. She might have gone on like this forever, but the Marquis dislodged the two glass suction bells and handed them off to someone else. He motioned for someone to remove the dildo from her ass. 

“I want her upstairs in my room,” he said. Then he cupped her cheek lightly in his palm and stared into her eyes, communicating nothing that Laney could grasp. So cold, so remote, so mysterious. 

***

Laney lay on the Marquis’ fluffy mattress in the midst of soft sheets that caressed her wounded skin. 

Her nipples were extremely sensitive, which was what the man chose first to play with as they made love. He kissed her deeply, while pinching the red buds. With all the potent stimulation from her torment in the dungeon, her body had become sensitized. Every touch caused her to moan. She could have come at almost any second, but she wisely waited, holding back, as he continued. His hands and lips tormented her as much as the hard punishment had. 

“Oh, dear god!” her head fell back against the pillow and her back arched as he held one nipple between his fingers and stretched it as far as the skin would allow. A river of intense pain traveled through her body…hitting every nerve on the way. “Yes, oh, yes, yes, yessssss,” she quietly hissed. Then he held her clitoris in the same pinching way and she shrieked. “Ohmygod….” Her chest thrust even higher and her entire body quivered from the delicious pain. She clenched her fists and bit into her lip to keep from screaming more. He let go and she came down, “Oh, please…” wishing only that he’d finish. That he’d take over the edge and let her climax. It was too much, too much to bear after all that had happened that day…

At last, the Marquis rose up above her and drew his naked groin against hers. His cock quickly rose from a lazy impotency into a raging stalk that rubbed against her clitoris enough to have her mouth open in silent ecstasy. 

She spread her legs wide open and lifted her crotch, begging him to enter her, while for a time he much preferred to tease her. An expression of amusement played out on his lips.

“You have no idea how much I’d like to make you suffer, Laney Priestly. You should pay your penance, all of it…” She should have felt threatened, but his words made little sense to her. All that she could truly focus on was the feel of his prick massaging her most private places, taking her into yet another level of arousal. She panted, waiting, breathless, her body about to explode. She couldn’t wait much longer and silently begged for mercy. To beg aloud would only provoke this sadist more.

Suddenly, the Marquis lifted his own naked hips above her, his cock poised at the velvety opening of her vagina for one last teasing massage, then he plunged into Laney’s wet center. 

“Ohmygod, yessssssssssss,” she seethed gratefully, thanking him without actually say so. 

She bore down with her inner muscles squeezing as hard as they possibly could, and her orgasm started there, lifting her away. Her body clenched hard as she came, spasm after spasm grinding through her loins. Would they ever stop!

With just a few determined thrusts, the old man came with a vigor that rivaled any lover, certainly any of the men she’d been with—including Erik, including Alex. 

His virile growl lifted into the air, joining her pleasured moans, then he collapsed into her. They both were breathless and satisfied.

Afterwards the two recovered together on the bed, saying nothing, until at last, the Marquis pushed her away. 

“On the floor,” he finally ordered her. “Crawl from the room, you slut. What a wretched slut you are.”

The cruel command made the lovemaking just prior to her dismissal tumble out of favor as one of the highlights of her ordeal, and she slunk away like a weary cat, crawling down the hallway to her room. She wouldn’t forget the Marquis fucking her; she’d never forget that, nor would she forget what a miserable sadist he could be.


Chapter Sixteen

Laney was forced to wait another long twenty-four hours before she heard from the Marquis again. She awaited his judgment, what he’d do with her, since she’d so grossly violated his code. She had lied and stolen the two forgotten books and tried to force her way into this life, without invitation. She still couldn’t understand what was so terrible about what she’d done. But she had learned to humble herself, keep her lips shut and accept whatever pronouncement he deemed right. 

She entered The Forum again, after being summoned by one of the mindless, naked female robots who served the household and her with acquiescent diligence. Laney cringed now every time she saw one. 

There were fewer men in the room this time, maybe a half dozen, Alex, of course, and the Marquis who was as animated as he’d been the first time, though maybe not as angry or as fired up. 

“Hold her, will you,” he ordered two of the men as soon as she entered. The men came up behind her, grabbing her by the arms, and immobilizing her in their grasp. Another man came forward and raised her skirt, exposing her naked cunt. 

“You have the needle ready?” the Marquis asked to no one in particular, and he pulled a ready stool directly in front of her and sat down. His question prompted another of the masters to step forward with a small tray he set on a nearby table. The Marquis snapped latex gloves over his hands while the man attending him swathed Laney’s shaved left labia with disinfectant. The cold liquid also acted like smelling salts, jolting her back to life from the stupor that had, up to that moment, infected her brain. 

“What’s happening?” she ventured to asked, unable to stop the question from spilling out. 

“Your first piercing.” As soon as the words were out of his mouth, the Marquis thrust a needle through a half inch of labia flesh. 

“Ohmygod!” she seethed, as her body clenched up taut. 

In the seconds that followed, he fiddled a little more with the piercing, then he stood up and pushed the stool away. “It’s done.” He stepped back, while the grip of the two men holding her down seemed to slacken, though they did not let go. This was a good thing since her weak knees probably would not have kept her upright. “Just a little blood, but I think that’s all you’ll have. You’ll clean it with mild salt water a couple times a day and it will heal in a few weeks. Any sign of infection or swelling will obviously have to be looked into. It’s your first. But likely not the last.” 

He sighed, and stepped back further, then the two men finally let go of her arms, so she faced him on her own. 

“I have decided, Laney Priestly, that you’ll be subject to three years of enslavement.” 

“Three years? What?”

“Hush! And I’ll explain. For three years you will become one of my in-house slaves. You’ve seen them about. My Bela waits on you now. You will be naked as she is, as all my other properties are. Bela has not worn a stitch of clothing, not even once in two years. She has three years to go with me before her life will look any different than it does now. Like her, you’ll have your duties in the household, or on the grounds of my estate, where I use properties like yourselves as mules and plow horses and gardeners, as well as for normal household duties. You’ll be beaten regularly by my valets. When I have house parties, some of my properties become ornamentation, or whores to satisfy my guests’ perverse sexual needs. After a year of service is complete, when I can be sure that they will admirably perform, I may loan out my properties. The only rule I have for these loans is that no permanent physical damage is done, which means that you’ll likely be subject to a good deal of sadistic treatment. Some of my friends and contacts pay for the privilege and they pay well. In fact, it has recently become quite a profitable venture selling the services of well-trained sexual submissives. It’s not beyond my interests to sell properties outright, particularly if I have little use for them, or I think the sale will benefit me in some way. Let’s face it, I’m a businessman, I curry favor with some clients in many ingenious ways.”

He smiled, as if this was amusing, then paced a bit in front of her, determining what to say next.

“I believe that about describes the life of my properties. As I mentioned a few days ago, it is not a particularly romantic or sexual one. Not glamorous at all. But you will adapt. Knowing how strong-willed you are, Laney Priestly, I suspect we will fight some good battles, but you can be sure that in time, I’ll win your compliance, and have you as mindlessly humble as the best of my properties. In time…

“And that is where I falter a bit…” he paced away thoughtfully, while Laney tried to absorb the facts he’d just outlined. This was what she feared, maybe worse. The fact that it stirred her sexually to be that humbled, that demeaned and used, was frightening. The monotony that Alex and the Marquis mentioned would be the other side to this coin, and not one she would suffer easily—she knew that much about herself. If Alex had only been that forthcoming on the island; oh, her anger still simmered hot, though she did her best to squash it. 

The Marquis turned back, and moved in close to her as he had on that first day. It was difficult for her to imagine now that she’d been intimate with this man. They’d had sex two nights before and she felt nothing for him now, nothing. How very strange. 

“Three years, Mrs. Priestly… of course, you wouldn’t be Mrs. Priestly anymore. The tattoo would have to be altered and I’d find a name to call you that pleases me. By the time your three years are over, barring an extension for bad behavior that might increase your sentence, you will have lost most of the personality you have now. You will be more subdued, more resigned, the dreams of your youth will have vanished and you will regain only some of your life back…but all that is too far away for me to speculate about  now. 

“Or…” he stopped, as if he were questioning himself, “Or I can give you to Alexi and you’ll return to the United States.”

He backed away just a step, searching her face to see her response. 

It was difficult for even Laney to figure out how she felt about this unexpected twist. She was shocked and in the absence of her comment, he continued talking.

“You will serve him … much as you served your husband when he was alive. I hear that you and Alexi are ‘at odds’ now? That’s too bad. I actually thought this might be a way for you to maintain some semblance of yourself. Let’s not kid ourselves, Laney,” he stopped here, his demeanor having altered enough to make him less forbidding, more like an advisor or respected friend, “you will never be a good candidate for slavery. Yes, I can make you into a slave. I have no doubt about that; I’ve worked with sorrier females than you. I can beat you and punish you and demean you enough to twist your character to my will. But I’m not sure if I want to pay the price to do so. In fact, I’m really not up for the challenge of an uppity female like you. You were a good match for your husband. It’s too bad for us all that he was taken so young. 

“In any event, I’m going to give you a choice. Me, and the ‘fulfillment of the bracelet’ as you called it—or Alexi. That’s a wild card, only Alexi can tell you what you can expect of him. I would think you’ve seen enough to know how brutal and kind he can be. The fact that you’ve had your falling out may make for some rough waters…but, that won’t be my problem. So think about it. What will it be? I’m letting you choose—I never do that, but well, never say never.”

Laney shook her head, confused and so filled with information that she simply could not process it so quickly. “Why can’t you just let me go home,” she said simply. 

“No!” the Marquis spoke fiercely and his eyes narrowed. “No. You’ve been too much trouble. I will not let you walk away unscathed by me or ultimately beyond my control. You will belong to me either way, it’s just how you choose to serve your three years of enslavement.”

He took a deep breath.

“Alexi has always been a bit of a maverick to our cause. You two will fit nicely, but that’s another matter…. What will it be, Laney Priestly?”

“You must have my answer now?”

“No. I’m sure your gut already knows what that answer is. But since I’m a little tired of this ordeal, I’ll give you until morning to think it through. You’re given to making rash decisions, let’s not make this one as rash as your previous missteps.”

She supposed he had a point. “I do have one question, sir. If you don’t mind?”

“What is that?”

“Does Alex want me as his submissive? Or was this just your idea?”

This glimmer in his eyes was hard to read. “Alexi agreed to take you off my hands. That’s all I can say. But understand this clearly, choosing Alexi instead of me doesn’t throw your life back to normal. Going back to the States does not mean that your life will be in anyway the same. That is for him to decide, of course. But if he tires of you, if something happens to you, if you turn on him, or try to escape your obligation, I will pull you back to me—I have that power, please don’t dismiss that. It’s no telling how long you’ll serve like an abject slave under my roof.” He smiled again. She could see that he was tired. “I will see you in the morning.”

She nodded and watched him leave the room, trying to take in all he’d said, until she suddenly became aware that she was alone with six men, including Alex Greenwood, who stared at her, waiting for her to act. Feeling vulnerable and self-conscious, she made a hasty retreat.


Chapter Seventeen

After stuffing her overnight bag in the bin above, Laney took her seat on the plane, scooting to the window and looking out. It wasn’t long before someone appeared in the aisle beside her. She looked up, heart leaping ahead of itself with a hope that was immediately rewarded. Alex. Alex dressed in jeans and a sweatshirt that looked as sexy as his stylish suit had looked the night before.

“You look a little surprised,” he said. “You think I’d forget?”

She waited for him to sit down before she explained. “Everything ended so quickly… and then you were nowhere around and suddenly I’m on this plane…”

“The Marquis didn’t lie, Laney. You are as bound to him as you ever were. As much under his power. You are still wearing his bracelet, aren’t you?” He stared right down at it. 

“Yes.” She fingered it, trying to smile. Her nerves were shot and still her heart was racing and her lust was once more on the rise, despite the feeling that she should keep her desires in check.

“You didn’t trust me on the island, when I told you to stop your quest. But it’s time to trust me now. You made the right decision. You do not want to submit to three years in the Marquis’ house. You do not want that grief. You may have a hell of a submissive streak that leads you into terrible temptations, but you don’t need the Marquis’ brand of slavery. You would suffer, Laney. Suffer. The rage in you would build, you’d come up gasping and snorting, trying to fight your way out, but trust me, every time you did, your rebellion would be squashed. I’ve seen it and I’ve seen the results, and I would hate to see that happen to a woman with your spirit, your talent, your lust for adventure, your desire for life…”

“Alex, please stop!” She put her hand on his arm. “It’s okay. I can see what you’re saying very clearly. I mean everything came clear to me in that last conversation with the Marquis. I saw how foolish I’d been in this ridiculous odyssey. And I DO wish I’d removed this damn bracelet. You were right, I’m just too head-strong.”

He smiled kindly. “But maybe not too headstrong for me?”

“That’s the part I haven’t figured out yet.” 

“Something else that’s true. I wasn’t lying when we were on the island. I don’t wear the Marquis’ mark. You can search every square inch of my body,” his eyes sparked playfully at that idea, “you won’t find the mark. If you submit to me, it’s because you willingly give yourself to me. Just as it was before.”

“I don’t understand? How can that be…who are you if you’re not in the man’s intimate circle?”

He shook his head and sighed. “The man’s my father, Laney, …my stepfather yes, but he’s the man who raised me, the only parent I’ve had since my mother died when I was twelve. Of course, I knew nothing about his kinky life when I was young. I didn’t learn the truth until I was in college. By then, I actually think he hoped I would share his sexual tastes. But that didn’t happen. Now, I’m a bit of the black sheep in his demented world. The only reason I was in his house was because you were there. I wasn’t about to see him take you in…and turn you into one of his properties. I don’t mean the nice little fantasy you had with Erik, as you can see, the reality is really nothing like that. Those women are his slaves in the truest sense of the word.”

“So, you just showed up?”

“I did. I was hoping after the island that you weren’t going to run off to Paris…but you did, then you went to Prague. I had to track you…although I knew by then where you’d end up.”

“Yes, straight into Kafka’s world.”

“No, I didn’t expect that. We had a very similar scenario to abduct you, but then Kafka suddenly played his hand. Scary, was it?”

“I was worried I would die.”

“I’m sorry about that.”

“Sorry? Like you could have prevented it?”

“No. I had no power to prevent anything. This was not my game. My only interest was in seeing that you were safe.”

She could not believe she was hearing this. “You said ‘we’ … that makes it sound as if you were very much a part of the Marquis’ scheme.”

“At that point, I was, to some degree. I had a vested interest in you and I certainly had my father’s ear.”

“But why?” This still made no sense.

“Because, I…uh…” It wasn’t like him to stumble over his words. “Oh, c’mon, Laney, I liked you. I mean, I really enjoyed that night on the island. It was invigorating, maybe the first time I’d taken a page from my father’s playbook and pulled out all the stops.”

“What about the girlfriends you took to the island?”

“Strictly vanilla sex. I know I alluded to other things, but I was into your game. What’s a little subterfuge when you’re trying to seduce a woman? Is it so different from a woman seducing a man? The point is: I walked away from that night unable to forget about you. So, I sent you the postcard—like hanging the bait in the water, hoping you’d bite—which you didn’t.”

“Excuse me if I’m a little stunned,” she shook her head, bemused, “So, you really want a relationship…like a regular man/woman relationship?”

“That’s how I think, despite the way my father thinks. Yes, I admit, I may have picked up some of his kinky sadistic appetites—but basically, I’ve stayed clear of his extremes…then you come along, and that was what you wanted, what you so obviously needed…and you were so beautiful…so wanting, so sad, so ready to begin life again…”

“Well, now you have me really flustered.” She could feel herself starting to cry.

“I didn’t mean to. I just thought I should lay my cards on the table.”

“So, am I really bound to the Marquis, or not?”

“To a point, yes, you’re his. He does wield a lot of power that I don’t think any man should have. And if provoked he might exercise that power with you. But as far as I’m concerned… and regardless of what happens between you and me—and I don’t plan to rush anything, understand that, you won’t have to go back to him…unless you want to. I will make sure of that. I have that much power over him. I mean, look at us now. We are on this plane together. This was my idea, Laney, not his.”

“And if I’d chosen differently?”

He wouldn’t answer that. “I’m just glad you didn’t.”

“And Kafka?”

“You don’t need to know anything more about the man than you already do. Trust me, he’s forgotten you by now.”

That was a hard piece of her life to dismiss so easily. “So, I am…safe from him?”

“Yes, you’re safe. You’re safe with me.” He took her hand and held it in his.

“What about the bracelet? The rules?”

“As long as you were given to me, it’s for me to decide who you screw and who you don’t, what you wear and all those other concerns.”

Although her mind was spinning, she felt better than she had in days.

“So, what happens next? I mean, if you’re a fisherman, does that mean I’ll be moving to St. Martina?”

He laughed “Not exactly. That really is just a part-time job—if you can call it a job at all. In the rest of my life, I’m an investment broker. I probably live not more than fifty miles from you, in Baltimore.”

“So, how many other surprises do you have for me?”

“Don’t you think you’ve had enough for one week? How about getting used to what you know before we delve into anything else?” 

“Well, I can’t disagree there.”

Laney settled back, letting him hold her hand, letting herself get used to how that felt, letting herself absorb everything he’d just said. She would probably be running this conversation over in her mind for weeks to get it right. But the lines between truth and fantasy seemed to have blurred into a mystery that might never be solved to her satisfaction. She had so many questions… fears, really, running through her head…Could she trust Alex Greenwood—Alexi Ruschke?” Just the sound of the name gave her chills. 

At the moment, she trusted no one…certainly not herself to see clearly where she should move next. She was forced to go with her gut instincts, which she’d done often enough; let intuition lead and hope for the best. Right now? Her hand felt good in Alex’s soft grasp and a warm glow spread through her body, while a tickle of fresh desire made her bare bottom squirm against the leather seat. She was still wearing the Marquis’ bracelet and was still not wearing any panties, making herself available…in this case, to her new master.

Epilogue

Eight months later…

In a corner table, out of the way enough to be sequestered from the rest of Mama Libby’s clientele, the three sat drinking Mama’s specialty Mint-Juleps. Mama’s had been around for years, the kind of cozy older restaurant that served delicious comfort food in an atmosphere perfect for discreet conversation. 

Sandra started talking first, she usually did, announcing with a bit of giddy excitement after her friends’ barrage of questions about Essex, “Jason, Essex and I are a happy little threesome, I’m delighted to report. Although the three of us are rarely together. I guess you could say that I have a husband and a sadistic lover. Sure, there were some bumps there at the start—I thought Jason might not like Essex intruding in our lives. But the man seems to come around when I need him, just enough to keep our sex life from getting boring. He’s very fond of spanking, which is currently one of Jason’s favorite sports. What I’d give for some good bondage…” she rolled her eyes. “But really, I have no complaints. What about you, ‘Lise,” she turned to Elise, “I keep hearing these stories about Cabral Icaboni and his starlets…”

Elise, being typically introspective, took some time before she could frame her answer. It wasn’t just theatrics this time, she truly was unsure what to say. “I think…” she cocked her head, “I think we may be getting married, now that my divorce is final.”

“What!” The two dropped their jaws. 

Elise looked aghast herself, as if she didn’t believe she’d actually said this. “Yes, married.” Her voice was sweet and breathy, and filled with wonder and excitement. “A month ago, he broke up with his latest fling—despite what you hear in the newspapers, that little theatre opening on the arm of Mimi Delaney was just a publicity photo op. Anyway, two weeks ago, after this terribly nasty scene—he had me tied in a closet while he was making love to some bimbo—after that, he took me to dinner and confessed that he was unhappy. He had to get things off his chest. He said that he couldn’t live without me. He asked if he was too hard on me? Was he going too far? Didn’t I sometimes want to stop his crazy behavior? He tells me he’s a little unbalanced and he needs me to keep him steady. It was the oddest conversation I’ve ever had. But he’s been like a reformed addict ever since. Oh, the hard stuff, the beating to cure his raging passions, that hasn’t exactly stopped, but there have been no other women. He’s still bossy and dictatorial. He flies off the handle at the strangest things. He’s very right, he’s a little unbalanced. But we’re artists…we can have these idiosyncrasies…don’t you think?” Like she was asking if it was all right. “Two days ago, he took me to dinner at that new bistro. Everyone in town saw us. The whole orchestra knows,” she stopped, desperately wanting them to comment.

“I can’t judge, Elise,” Laney finally broke the silence. “It sounds like a terribly passionate relationship to me. And I’m all for that.”

“Oh, I disagree,” Sandra jumped in. “You admit that he’s unbalanced, you know his history, and you want to marry him? You’ve got a lot of heartache awaiting you. Why would you…?”

“Well, for the obvious reason,” she looked back and forth from Sandra to Laney to Sandra again, “I think I’m in love.” She got a little feisty now. “Don’t ask me to explain it, Sandra. I won’t justify it. I won’t. It just is.”

“Oh, you will forever be naïve.”

“And I like that, Sandra.”

“It’s your life. I just wonder what your story will be six months from now.”

“Don’t be so cynical.”

Sandra sighed and turned to Laney, “So are you and Alex ready to tie the knot, too?”

Laney felt as if she were floating in a pleasurable dream, although being at Mama’s with her two best friends was no dream. Their stories, their reckless love lives, their ups and downs, their sadness, defeats, and triumphs, were their everyday reality, and the subject of their conversations since they were together in college. And it was no different now. She could turn to them and tell them everything…whether they liked what she had to say or not didn’t matter as much as the simple acceptance they gave her. After the arguments and the ‘in your face’ opinions it was the acceptance that brought them back. 

“Married? Not yet,” Laney finally answered. “We’re taking it slow…I need that now. I was diving in much too fast when I insisted on that trip to Marquis Island.”

“You finally admit that?” Sandra said wryly. 

“Yes, dear, I admit that.”

“But, Alex. Is he a fixture…?”

“Oh, I think so.” She blushed and smiled, and then that smile dimmed. “But I’m being more careful. I have to be, he forces me to be careful. I think he’s more autocratic than any man I’ve ever know; he’s just more subtle about it. Sort of slips it in…”

“But you’re in love, aren’t you?” Elise observed.

“Maybe. I’m not sure.”

“Oh, c’mon, this isn’t like the assertive Laney we know,” she jibed.

“I know, but it’s the Laney I have to be right now. I was looking to find Erik when I started off to find the Marquis; that was my mistake. It was too soon and I made some foolish choices. I don’t want to be foolish about Alex. He’s very different from Erik. He’s so much more laid back and casual, off the wall, spontaneous…and he has no desire to give me to anyone else. If anything, he has a little jealous streak. Talk about getting spanked—that’s his tool for keeping my head on straight. And I love it…” she was starting to sound like the more animated Laney they knew. “Sometimes he behaves like he did on the inland—he’s brutal, almost vicious—and we come together like exploding storm fronts. He takes me down so low, to that groveling place … the other night, it was quite literal; he held my head with his boot pressed against my back while he whipped my naked ass. I’ve never come like that before…” She was obviously fixated on the scene in her mind, her eyes dreamy and disconnected. Then she looked up, coming back to the table where the three were still eating Mama’s deep-dish peach pie. “He was all smiles afterwards. We read in bed together, reading passages of our books out loud to each other, before we finally turned out the light and snuggled down under the covers.”

“Oh, you are in love,” Elise said, no doubt in her mind now. 

“Maybe,” Laney said.

“You know, I have to agree with Elise, this time,” Sandra said. “And you know, it’s okay, Laney. Erik would want this for you. He always wanted your happiness. And maybe someday, you’ll allow yourself to admit that you can love Alex Greenwood as much as you loved Erik Priestly.”

Laney smiled, and bashfully covered her mouth with her left hand; her eyes were shining with happy tears. 

“Thanks…thanks for everything, especially these nights…” She didn’t need to say anything more. 

When both of her friends went home that night, they’d remember that moment for everything Laney hadn’t said. They’d also recall that something bothered them about the scene that at the time, they couldn’t quite identify. When they finally figured it out, they’d realize that Laney no longer wore the Marquis’ bracelet. There were no bracelets on her arm at all.

What they’d learn later was that Alex Greenwood’s rings would decorate her body, becoming a much more private, more personal statement of her loving submission to her new master. Laney would belong to Alex and no one else. 
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