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Prologue

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, along side 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.”

