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Book One – 21 Days of Heaven


Chapter One

The garret is in Paris, where inside against the yellow paint the shadows of leaves dance, creating an imprint in her mind that will never fade—of this particular moment, and these four walls, and the hungry eroticism that drove them to this tryst. 

James, her lover, smokes as he circles her bound nakedness. He’s stripped to the waist, his firm muscles flexing proudly; a cigarette between the fingers of one hand, in his other a finely made whip. Using the tail-end of the rope that bound her wrists, he’d tied her arms to a beam above her head—how convenient it was to find a garret with an accommodation for his sexual fetish. Though her pheromones have been on the rise for nearly a half hour, her lithe body is only now covered with a thin layer of perspiration. 

Her body is slender, her skin pale, her breasts small mounds that set up proudly in the humid air. Her long flaxen hair trails down her back, while her shaved mons is slick with erotic juices leaking from her sex.

The discomfort of the awkward pose is allayed by a fantasy of capture, torture and sexual release that has been playing inside her mind since he called her earlier that day. Although she currently has doubts about their future together, she was quick to accept his invitation—the physical rhythms in her body had been waiting for an invite to come her way. On days she feels the need for kinky sex, she waits, psychically begging her lover to feel the passion that throbs so hotly in her horny body. Some women would ‘take matters into their own hands’ and contact him. But not Carly. Never has she wanted to be the instigator of such a scene since the role she plays is unequivocally submissive. 

Most days she goes without her raunchy needs satisfied. Today she got lucky.

Thwack! 

Her lover lunges with the whip so suddenly that she lets out a scream beyond the panty gag he stuffed inside her mouth. She grimaces, wrenching painfully, maybe more than normal; this one struck on her tender side where the skin is fragile and easily wounded. 

“Getting soft on me?” he ridicules her plight.

Her eyes shoot open, then soften into a miserable expression that will only make him chide her more. 

“You’d think if you didn’t like our afternoons together that you’d quit coming, Carly.”

If she had the ability to answer, she might tell him something like: ‘It’s not about liking or disliking the activity of being tortured; it’s about knowing what I need.’ And this she needs. She’s not the kind of girl who moons over ‘the why’ behind her kinky obsessions. They satisfy her, what more does she need to know?

They satisfy James Battles too. He’s the sadist she’s been visiting for well over a year of torturous sex games.

For a moment, he teasingly rakes her flesh with his nails, while the smoke from his burning cigarette winds its way inside her nostrils. She breathes deep, wishing she could take a drag, then she spirals down through layers of uncertainty to the core of her fantasy: capture, torture, sexual release. 

Each snap of the whip landing on her skin generates another sharp pain and another lurching and garbled cry. She lunges forward, only to be pulled back by her tethered wrists. He’s flailing on her harder now, in quick bursts of blows, cuts that erratically batter her with a pain so angry that she wishes she could let out the full intensity of her anguish in one long shrieking scream. Though that means of emotional release has been denied her, she’ll suffer through this torture because she knows what ecstasy lies on the other end of her torment. She goes inside, settles her mind on the fierce sensation, and locates the throbbing responses in her hungry crotch. Just that one focused thought and the entirety of her body seems to explode in a physical orgasm that is not so much located in her sex as her entire body. She spasms hard, cruelly, her groin jutting into the room with the hope that her lover will notice the blatant come-hither. 

Of course he notices her every move, all the body language, all the silent clues she imparts to him in her gagged state. 

True to form, he takes his time, drawing her out on a knife blade of uncertainty, through the wondering, wishing, begging stages of hopefulness. He increases the force of the beating then waits until she adjusts before taking her even deeper into the pain. As he’s done a dozen times, in a dozen trysts past, he takes her to the hard edges of her endurance, and by some skillful knowledge, or just bum luck, he knows exactly when to stop. 

He draws in close, and again with careful fingers titillates her body with his touch, making a teasing journey with his hand until he reaches her pulsating crotch.

He fingers her slit lightly. “Is this what you want?”

She nods vigorously. “Uh huh.”

His fingers move deeper and she seizes up. 

Too soft?” he asks, already knowing that what she desires is his hard erection in her steamy hole. 

“Uh huh,” now weeping with frustration as her desire soars.

He continues to smile and strut and smoke his cigarette, gloating over his mastery of her body and this incredible moment. He’s her Dom, her master, her lord and savior, and still he’s content to mock her with her own suffering.

“It’s not my style to make this easy on you, slave,” he says. “But of course you know that…” he chuckles darkly, “and still you sign on for another afternoon of pain.” As he so delicately toys with the wet folds of her sex, her face twists into a horrible grimace. “Is this really so bad?” he mocks. “I mean, you’re practically coming.”

Of course, I’m practically coming—and not just practically! She’d scream if she could. A spontaneous series of spasms continues through her lower body, but coming on air and delicate fingers is not what she desires most. 

“Maybe you’d rather have this,” he says. He steps back and drops his pants, unveiling a hard erection jutting from his hairy crotch. 

Her eyes light longingly on the hefty organ, while her gagged mouth salivates on the sopping gag. 

“Feast on that, Carly,” he sneers, while he struts and smokes before her lust-filled eyes. Finally, he moves in once more and teases her pussy with his fingers until she’s beside herself with want, jerking like a battered sail writhing on the wind. His rigid cock brushes against her thigh and she lurches forward. His hand moves deeper into her crotch and the inner spasms become stronger. 

“You know, I should make you wait,” he delivers another taunt to make her whine. “Or maybe better than that, I should deny you the pleasure you are such a slave to. How would that be? Send you home without the end you seek? Maybe break you of this nasty obsession?” He thinks again. “Of course, should I do that, and break this terrible obsession of yours, I’d have to find another slavey female like you. They’re hardly a dime a dozen, especially a well-seasoned one like you.” He sighs plaintively, then with a sneer of satisfaction, he pulls in tight against her groin with his raging hard-on sliding between her wet labia. With one sharp thrust forward he sinks himself into her grasping portal. “Ah yes!” He lays his hand against the side of her face. “For such a well-fucked female, you have one tight cunt.”

They have a shared goal; though from this point, any intimacy is left to drift while they go in search of the physical satiation that brought them to this moment. 

Carly comes down from her subspace high, lying against the mattress, sharing drags from James’ fresh cigarette. It is the only time she smokes. 

“I wish you didn’t gag me,” she flippantly retorts as she hands him back his smoke.

“Well then, you’d be controlling the scene, wouldn’t you? Sort of defeats the purpose of submission when the sub makes up the rules.”

“Yeah, wise guy.” She jumps from the bed, having had enough of James Battles for one day. Not that it wasn’t good—the sex is always great. But awkward moments like the ones that follow their explosive scenes have become almost as painful as the beating, and not in a good way. Dressing doesn’t take but a few seconds. She came prepared wearing a simple shift dress and a pair of suede boots. That’s it. Underwear has become passé for most occasions, and certainly pointless when meeting a lover for sex. 

Meanwhile James Battles is fixing the cuffs on his starched shirt, adjusting his tie into a perfect knot and, while slumping in order to see himself in the mirror, carefully brushing back his dark hair. 

“You’re sure in a hurry to leave,” he says in passing.

“And you’re not?” 

“I have an event,” he tells her. His dreary tone suggests the event will be a terminal bore.

“Yeah, well so do I.”

As she’s running her fingers through her long blonde hair, he grabs his jacket and briefcase, then he stops, staring at her for a moment. “I feel like I should give you something—I mean for such a good time.”

“Oh, Christ, don’t waste the effort,” she moans. “I mean that would make me a whore now, wouldn’t it? And if there is anything that I’m not, it’s a whore.”

He doesn’t know how to take the flippant remark—he doesn’t even know what it means. So ignoring it, he gives her a peck on the cheek, because maybe that’s the easiest way to end the afternoon, then he moves to the door. 

“I did pay for the room,” he throws back the comment. “Sorry about last time.”

She shrugs. “No big deal. It’s not like I’m broke.” She stares at the handsome put-together-like-a-manikin James Battles as he’s about to leave and feels a flutter of arousal deep in her belly. Can this be true? she wonders, that I’m already salivating for next time? Her heart nearly leaps at the loss, but she catches herself before she spits out something stupid she’ll regret. In an hour or two, she’ll be regretting this afternoon. It didn’t used to be that way when sex with James meant bodies intertwined, hands groping and huge open-mouthed kisses that took them from one side of the bed to the other. That was before the S&M became the prime reason for their trysts, when compelling desires once dormant came to life and became their mutual obsession. 

Now endings just seem empty. Partings brutal but necessary. The sex acts themselves have lost their luster. Any hopes and dreams and secret fantasies that could have carried their affair into bold new directions died sometime in the last six months, leaving them with the remains, the S&M to carry them through to this day. But how much longer can it last? 

Carly thinks it will end soon, though she’s willing to wait a while to see what shows up next before burning her bridges.


Chapter Two

Two years prior…

“I knew your mother,” had been her opening line. 

An open air café in the heart of Paris. The girl, Carly, was dressed in a shabby summer print that hung on her body like a gunny sack, and a short thin yellow sweater that looked a size too small. Her hair is blonde and long, held back with a cloisonné clip. She gave off the sexual pheromones of youth, innocence and frailty, a vulnerable tension in her slight body, quavering with natural eroticism, although it had not been significantly challenged until that day. The woman, Dana, held her cigarette like an extension of her elegant fingers, and in a place where smoking was still chic, not the subject of disdain, she brought her unfiltered brand to her red painted lips and breathed in. As she exhaled, the cloud of smoke that swirled around her lent a mystical aura to her natural poise. That the day was cloudy and the air wet lent its hand in that poignant first encounter between the woman and the girl. 

“In fact, I worked for your mother at the embassy, my first job.”

Carly didn’t smoke during lunch, cigarettes were for sex: before to seduce, after to calm the nerves; at least this was what the romance of smoking meant to her. But she was just twenty-two when she met Dana at the open air café and she had a lot to learn about sex, seduction and the powerful effect of Dana and her cigarettes. 

That afternoon, they spent in bed. 

“A girl needs at least one lesbian assignation in her sexual history,” Dana told her as she was led to the walk-up flat. “I think it’s best to happen early on before a lot of bad one-nighters taint the appetite for good sex. It’s no mistake that women know women.”

Still dressed in Parisian haute couture, the woman came on ruthlessly, pushing Carly to the wall with a vengeance, her red nails like talons moving with savage efficiency. She planted kisses on her mouth, delicate ones to start then others with her tongue poking through her teeth into Carly’s parted lips. 

The girl was hungry for the experience, for the smell of Dana’s strong perfume, and the feel of her iron will taking her own and casting it off like yesterday’s refuse. 

“When’s the last time you fucked a man?” she grilled the girl.

Carly stood with her back pressed against the cold grey wall, the woman in shocking scarlet just inches from her, towering over her in stilettos that gave her fluid body its birch-like grace.

“Tell me, when was the last time?” she took the question serious enough to repeat it. 

“Last night.”

For the first time since the encounter began in the café the woman took a moment to pause, as if for one brief second she’d lost control of the scene she’d so carefully orchestrated. She took control back a moment later and moved on effortlessly.

“Well, we’ll need to do something about that, won’t we, my naughty girl?”

Her red lips beamed with a smile so broad and demanding that the girl’s eyes could do nothing but stare. Carly smiled just timidly in return, her body quickening, embarrassingly so, at the mention of the word naughty. The woman was too sharp not to notice that insignificant shiver. 

Dana stood back and began loosening buttons, stripping away the scarlet jacket and the silk beneath until she was down to her skirt and bra and stiletto heels. “Take off the dress,” she said as if she was giving orders.

The yellow sweater was already stuffed inside Carly’s bag. Now she felt like a street urchin shucking the only thing she wore; no bra, no panties, no drama in this simple act of surrender. The watching Dana was immediately impressed. 

“Turn around,” she said, “your hands on the wall.”

Once the hesitant Carly obeyed, the svelte brunette tucked her body in close to Carly’s naked rear, with her groin pressed against the softness of the girl’s ass. With her silky hand gliding over the plump flesh, she said: “One thing you’ll learn about me right off, I like to spank young girl’s behinds.” She gave a first startling slap to Carly’s right ass cheek, and followed it with a soothing caress. 

With a sharp intake of breath Carly froze in fright, then she breathed out willing her horny body to relax. 

“That’s it, darling.” Dana smacked her again, harder this time, then again, and a third and a fourth time until the sting was hot and the caress that followed a welcome relief. But the girl wanted more. As weird and wicked as the scene became, she needed more. More than smacks and deep caresses, a fondling hand and breathy whispers.

Dana, being Dana—and smart enough to guess the truth—the spanking came hard and fast from that point on, fueled by a fury rising up from the woman’s strident center, perhaps an inner demon that needed assuaging, one that rarely had a chance to speak with such forceful eloquence. 

Once she finished the spanking, Dana’s long fingers inserted themselves into Carly’s wet portal with one sharp nail insistently invading the dark rosette of the girl’s anus: a place of latent passion, a first time for the twenty-two year old.

Carly’s first orgasm exploded so fast and produced such a bath of liquid coating Dana’s hand that the woman stepped back laughing. “Ah, you are a blessed treasure. We’re going to have so much fun. Now get on the bed and prepare to use your tongue.”

The bed, yes. What that meant came roaring toward her in a wave of disgust, momentarily souring her stomach, until she deliberately took control and forced it back. 

A girl needs at least one lesbian assignation in her sexual history…

Something huge had been awakened within her and Carly turned on like a tigress. Meanwhile Dana lay back on the bed and raised her skirt. “See,” she said as she showed off her bare shaved mons to the waiting nubile tart, “you’re not the only girl in Paris who walks the streets with her crotch wide open to the breeze.” 

Carly’s real sexual education began that day. 

She loved the taste, the sweet and the sour, the fragrant aroma of a woman’s sex. With one keen eye on Dana’s face, she lapped the woman’s gathering dew like a thirsty cat, turning on a sexual charm that would soon carry her places few would suspect the winsome girl to travel. Her efforts were not wasted. Carly had hardly begun her first oral exploration of a woman’s body when Dana suddenly orgasmed, back arched, head thrown to the mattress, her groin twitching and dancing on Carly’s tongue as she cried out, “Yes, yes, do it! Suck it, slut!” like a hungry animal in heat. Grabbing Carly’s blonde hair, she forced the girl’s face into her snatch and thrust her pussy into the lapping mouth, riding her little victim hard until every spasm finally died away.

The woman took some minutes to recover, minutes she guarded so jealously for herself that she paid no attention to the bewildered girl with the rank-smelling lips.

“I’ll just slip into the bathroom,” Carly mumbled when she thought the woman was cognizant enough to hear her. Then she slid off the bed and pattered naked into the white-tiled room to pee. By the time she quickly washed herself and returned to the room, Dana was on her feet, doing up the last of the buttons on her silk blouse. 

“You won’t mind if I call you from time to time,” the woman said—not a question exactly, more like a preemptive strike. “We get along well, what with your need to submit and mine to dominate. I promise, I’ll be kind.” Her hazel eyes were lit so darkly that they took on a smoky hue. “That is kind before and after. I’m really not a bitch, even though I imagine you’ll come to believe that from time to time.” She gave herself another long and lingering look at Carly’s naked body. “Yes, I can see that this lovely body of yours will benefit from a little rough abuse. Hm?” 

Really? She could see that?

Dana’s jacket was on and her handbag over her arm; she was about to leave. Then almost as an afterthought, she suddenly moved on the flustered Carly and gave her a motherly kiss on the cheek: the kind of kiss that owns you, that the defiant would angrily wipe from their cheek; and the bewildered, like Carly, might savor. Though, lord knows, they’d wonder why. 

Their affair was much like their first encounter: sporadic, earnest, challenging and sexual; hotly sexual. Dana gave the orders, Carly obeyed—all very new to Carly, but a relationship she tacitly agreed to out of boredom, intrigue and the need for a lesbian affair to set the stage for the rest of her life—or so she told herself in moments when she wanted to flip-off the arrogant woman and leave. She didn’t really like her much, but she did enjoy Dana’s body. And, secretly, she did enjoy being dominated—which nearly led to their break up when James Battles stumbled into her life a year later in a crowded bar. 

Carly wanted a man more than she wanted a female lover, and handsome, dashing Americans like James were just the sort to turn her head. At first she toyed with him, flirting recklessly, because she knew she’d eventually pay for her saucy quips and rude retorts and the times she was often late—busy men don’t like being kept waiting for sex by young trollops—his words—when their important lives adhere to a strict schedule. She wanted to toss his Blackberry into the Seine.

Carly blatantly refused to be controlled by James, until the day she pissed him off enough that he laid into her with his spanking hand and had her coming in about fifteen astonishing seconds. Their affair took a sharp shift that day, beginning its rocky road through dominance and submission, one that took Carly to her very last date with James Battles in the Paris garret. 

She had to leave quickly that day, as did he, neither realizing that they are going to wind up at the same embassy party. Little did she know that coming out of that event her life would take another sharp shift and James Battles would be resigned to a place in her personal history, hardly more important to her than a library book she checked out, read and promptly returned.

Ending sex with Dana would be more dicey than ending her affair with James. Their involvement was complicated. It had never been clear to Carly if Dana wanted her more for sex or for business. In the business area of their association, she’d become a paid escort for powerful men who wanted a pretty Parisian girl to help them suffer through their nights in Paris hotels—all arranged for by Dana. For most men, these were platonic dates, although others assumed that sex was the whole point of the evening. It didn’t matter to Carly whether they fucked her or not—rudimentary sex was easy enough. After all, she was being paid, and ‘found’ money like this couldn’t be turned down. 

But just to clarify – to assume that Carly was a ‘Parisian girl’ would be incorrect. Although she was the daughter of diplomats and had lived her entire life in Europe, she was a bonafide American, carrying an American passport. Her mother died when she was sixteen following a long and difficult illness. Her father went much faster, taken down by a heart attack just as Carly was finishing school at the Sorbonne, and just prior to her meeting Dana Durrant. Carly had been scheduled to return to the United States that fall when her father retired from the foreign service, but having been left an orphan on her own at twenty-two, she had no reason to return to a place she’d rarely been and did not know. Options with relatives were few. Her mother had cousins in the South that were pretty strange as far as Carly was concerned, so she wouldn’t be leaping into their household. Her father’s sister Grace in New Jersey suggested that Carly come live with her until she got settled. But she was settled enough in Paris and Naples, and even London where she’d lived at the time of her mother’s death. Finding a life in places she knew seemed more reasonable than landing in the complex vastness of the United States with no clue about what she wanted to do. More than that, however, Europe had a comfortable though exciting mystique for a girl who’d yet to taste all it had to offer.


Chapter Three

It had not been Carly’s wish to attend the embassy party that night. In fact, she avoided the stuffy affairs when she could—which was most of the time since she turned eighteen. But a family friend Margaret had insisted she go. A woman of quiet, easy strength, Margaret had been with her when her mother died, supporting her in her comforting arms. It would be just plain wrong to turn down her plans for that evening. She was also with the State Dept, and though stationed in London, her trip to Paris was as much business as pleasure. The embassy event was one she could not miss.

“We’ll stay just a short while—I have to make an appearance, and it would probably do you good,” she used a motherly tone of voice, then gave Carly a playful wink. “But after we’ve said our hellos, we’ll sneak out and see what kind of nastiness you’ve been getting into these last few months.” She grasped Carly’s slight body against her large one, giving her a hug that went straight to her heart.

It was actually an easy sell. In fact, Carly wondered if she might run into Dana at the party, which could make for a few interesting moments she’d be sure to relish. Regardless, she would not turn down an evening with such a close friend. 

“Don’t you look like quite a charmer,” Margaret exclaimed as the two broke their embrace. She made Carly stand back so she could appraise her carefully. “That’s quite some cleavage.” She raised her brows meaningfully. The cream-colored sweater dress was sexy, as were all of Carly’s dresses, although the shawl collar of this one dipped particularly low between her breasts, drawing both the eye and the imagination. If anything, the dress emphasized the size of her chest, making her look much bustier than she actually was. She paired it with dark hose and pewter boots. Without trying, her ‘throw anything together and it works’ style of dressing managed to create a look of casual indifference that would fly in the face of the fancy-dressed embassy crowd. At one time she’d been in awe of these affairs, all dressed up in her satin party clothes and black patent Maryjanes. But it was far more reasonable that a girl in her mid-twenties would cop an attitude when it came to evenings like this one. In fact, she hardly let the many stares bother her when at one time she would have been too embarrassed to stick out in a crowd as the token oddball. 

She walked through the crowd of guests, looking painfully bored while Margaret greeted her old friends with firm hugs and plenty of newsy tidbits about her life. More than once, Carly was made to suffer through an introduction that yielded an enthusiastic response. ‘I knew your father,’ or ‘Your mother and I were quite close once. Poor thing.’  Then for a time, Carly excused herself from Margaret and went in search of the bathroom and a drink. Just as she was leaving the bar with her second martini, she turned back toward the crowded room and stopped in her tracks; she almost spilled her drink she stopped so fast. Dana Durrant had just entered the room and was standing not more than ten feet away, with James Battles at her side. They were close enough to be a couple, in fact, his arm was casually resting on her waist with an air of familiarity that suggested this was not the first time they’d been together. 

Carly looked from one face to the next conveying her confusion but not saying a word. The pair looked as shocked as Carly was.

“Carly, dear, how nice to see you,” Dana finally recovered enough to exclaim, “although I’m a little surprised.” She put her arm around James’ waist and gave him a squeeze, “My husband, James, although I think you may already know him.”

“Yes, I do,” she replied faintly. Though she was obviously shaken, she managed to spit out an abrupt, “Nice to see you together. Sorry I can’t stay to talk.”

She didn’t wait for a reply to head off toward the balcony where she’d last seen Margaret. She spent the next half hour avoiding the two, although her mind was lost in an endless stream of thoughts as she struggled to understand what had just taken place. As soon as Margaret took note of her brooding silence, and inquired about what was wrong, Carly announced that she’d really prefer to leave, if that was all right with her. Margaret needed no further explanation; Carly’s internal battle was obvious. The two women were on their way to a bistro for dinner not more than five minutes later, and though Carly did her best to mask her feelings for Margaret’s sake, the incident would remain foremost in her mind for the rest of the night. 

The next day, Carly went about her life pretending that nothing had happen, even though that proved difficult with James calling nearly every half hour. She refused to answer his dozen calls since she couldn’t think of a thing to say to him. At least now she had a perfectly respectable reason for ending the affair—as if she needed one. She would not look back. She just needed to handle the matter of Dana, and to do that, she marched into the woman’s embassy office two days later, holsters on, both guns drawn and a well-rehearsed opening salvo ready to fire. Inside she was shaking like a leaf. Though she usually avoided confrontation as if it were the plague, this one couldn’t be so easily dismissed. 

“What was it? James needed sex and you were incapable of satisfying him?” she leveled the woman with a cold stare and her hostile tone. It seemed awkward, like a badly rehearsed script. However past experience with Dana had taught her that she couldn’t afford to be anything but unyieldingly firm or the woman would twist the meeting to her advantage. 

Unfortunately for Carly, Dana was on her game from the moment she walked in. After giving her a token nod, she went back to her reading, her eyes determinedly glued to a report and refusing to look up, a familiar ploy to take control that Carly had seen before.

“Look at me, Dana!” Her emotions were rising fast.

A few seconds more and Dana finally looked up, as imperious as ever, a curt retort right on the tip of her tongue, although suddenly she had a change of heart and softened slightly into a more erotic mood, eyes lighting mischievously. “You know I’d really like to cane that naughty ass of yours, Carly. Might ease the tension… how about it?”

Carly looked back stunned. “You’ve got to be kidding!” 

“Oh c’mon, a good dose of submission would do you wonders right now.”

“Like I’d ever have anything to do with you again!”

Getting nowhere with the impulsive come-on, Dana reverted back to her autocratic form, tightening her body as she gave her visitor an icy stare. 

“So why are you here if you never want anything to do with me again?”

“Because I think you owe me an explanation.”

“Why didn’t you ask James? Could be a wealth of information there. Oh, that’s right, you’re refusing his calls.”

“I had the feeling that you would give me the answers I wanted. The real answers.”

The woman smiled at last. “Yes, you’ll get the straight answers from me. James would try to salvage something, I’m sure. Since I no longer have any vested interest in your affair with my husband, I can be candid.”

Carly mulled the comment until the truth began to dawn on its own. “You set me up.”

“Yes, I set you up. I had my reasons. Good ones, in fact.”

“And what do you want from me now?”

“Let’s backtrack first, darling.”

“Don’t call me darling!” Carly could feel her entire body bristling with rage, though she immediately squashed the emotion. The very worst thing to do would be to let the woman rile her more than she already was. “Just tell me the truth, please.” 

“All right, Carly, you know the business I’m in, the work I do. You’ve given me information a dozen times, all useful, but basically simple stuff I could probably have gleaned myself with little effort. I set you up with James because I needed to know how you’d respond to a dominant man. Me? I’d slap their face if they tried to do the things that James did to you. But I had a feeling that you’d be different. You have a different disposition, a different requirement of a man. You already have a predilection for submission, that I knew. But I needed to see how far it might be taken. I had to be sure how you’d respond.”

“Why is that?” she looked incredulous.

“Be patient and I’ll tell you.”

“And why James?”

“I had to use a man I could trust.” 

“But your own husband!”

“Oh, my dear, ours is not a romantic marriage. It hasn’t been for a long time. Not that this is information you really need to know. But James and I are friends and he rather liked the assignment I gave him with you. Just as I hoped, you fell for the game. I have to say I never thought he’d take it so far or that it would last so long as it has. At one time a few months ago, I assumed your affair was over. I had a shock of my own last night to find out that quite the opposite is true.”

“Well you can be sure that James and I are over now, and so are you and me.”

“Yes, I can see that you would be upset. But there was a good reason.”

“Which you have still not told me.”

“It’s a delicate matter, which I have been mulling over, especially this morning in light of last night’s revelations. I was almost ready to forget my grand idea, but then new developments have occurred in the last forty eights hours that make my original plan feasible, and almost critical at this point.”

