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Prologue

They sat across the street at the South Coast Coffee bar.  It was a sunny day and they leaned over to each other at an outside table.  His beard was neatly trimmed, flecked with gray, salt and pepper hair pulled back in a short, tight ponytail.  Hers was dark and short, but not butch.  Her eyes though, her eyes sparkled and her laugh matched his, light and carefree.  They acted more like best friends than lovers, or what lovers should always act like to each other.  I found out later they had been together seven years and still treated each other like honeymooners.  And, like lovers, they got to know everything about me.

How?  It’s easy when you’re stretched out ceiling to floor and whip marks sear your skin.  You’ll say anything then.  Just as its easy when you’re bound at their feet and your crotch is so hot you’ll do anything to have them touch you.  Touch you across your sweaty forehead, your tear-streaked cheeks, around your hardened nipples, inside your wet pussy.  You’ll do anything even when they shove a huge gag past your quivering lips in to your small mouth.

Anything.


Chapter One

The New Tenants

For rent: 2 BDR Apt.

Over detached garage.

Kitchen, Small Balcony,

Quiet neighborhood, Near

Campus.  1,000 sq. ft.

 The ad ran for three weeks in June and I don’t know how many phone calls I got and just plain lookee-lou students that dropped in unannounced.  Three co-eds showed up, all with feathers clipped in their hair and vacant looks in their eyes, (I could already hear it:  “Oops.  Sorry the rent was late. Forgot again.”), not to mention two rich boys living on daddy and mommy’s money in between school years that wanted to score a party pad. (“Dude!  Let’s rock!”)

I had just about decided that with most of the students going back home the pickings were so slim I would have to rent to one of them or some other irresponsible idiot.  Then a married couple phoned for an appointment and turned up on time.  It was the laughing couple from the South Coast coffee bar.  They were quiet and serious now, best friends and lovers; that’s how I saw them as they wandered from room to room.  He was a college professor and she a free-lance magazine writer.  But the way they treated each other with such respect, so much in tune to their mate, made me jealous.  I’d never seen anything like that, much less experienced it, and I wanted a piece of their magic.  Their names were Stephanie and Daniel Taylor.  They moved in that weekend.

Three months later I hung naked in their living room.

I didn’t see much of them just after the move in, but I did notice several large footlockers that they wouldn’t let the muscle-bound movers touch, taking each up themselves. It was different with the cage.  Ah, yes, the cage! Very tall, ornate, round and so heavy it took four men to haul it up the creaking wooden stairs.  While they carefully angled it inside, one of the movers asked why Daniel and Stephanie owned it.  With a laugh Daniel shouted from below he locked Stephanie in there when he needed a good night’s sleep.  The muscle men laughed too and then, since it was the last thing to go inside, they left. The apartment lights stayed on well into the night as my new tenants unpacked.  Late that night, from my back bedroom window I spied Stephanie in a blue, light bathrobe as she drew the curtains.  I wasn’t sure, but I thought I saw a small choke collar with a tiny ring on her neck.

And that was it. Daniel and Stephanie kept to themselves as summer turned to fall and the college year began.  They dropped off their checks; either stuck in my kitchen door jam or brought inside if I was puttering at the sink.  Just a quick “Hello” from them and an equally quick “thanks” from me.  Their checks were always hand printed with my name, Marlene Bettencourt.

It was nice seeing my maiden name again.  The divorce was final at the start of last summer and my ex-husband of ten years, married out of high school, left me with a mortgage I couldn’t handle on my sales office assistant wages.  Neat.  So I fixed up the apartment over the garage as he had always promised to do and hoped for decent tenants.  Stephanie and Daniel were a dream come true.  I got some breathing space from the bank and a regular, if silent, endorsement of my new life.

My new life, but little did I know it hadn’t even started yet!

That ‘new’ life began one early evening when Daniel and Stephanie strode by the kitchen on the driveway toward the street.  They both carried well-stuffed, dark gym bags and were dressed in matching leather dusters, dark cowboy hats and boots.  Daniel’s heels clicked on the concrete while Stephanie’s were quiet on the central grass portion of the driveway.  They were smiling and their arms were curled around each other’s waist.

Suddenly, I felt that pang again.  Lovers and best friends.  Drawn like a moth to a dark flame, I poked my head out the kitchen door, while they stood at the curb, waiting for someone.

I don’t know what I was thinking, but I wanted to talk to them, get to know them better.  Since the divorce, hell, even before it, I had no social life.  It was work, come home, eat and sleep.  There had to be more!  I wanted to get out too!  Get out and enjoy life like Daniel and Stephanie.  Maybe I could start with a curbside encounter with them.

But what excuse would I give for just “meeting” them there?  Uh, trash.  Yeah, that was it. Take out the trash!  I grabbed the half-full barrel by the kitchen door and, with it balanced on my tiny hip, half-carried, half-dragged it down to the street.

Daniel noticed my struggle and came back to help me.  He grabbed a handle and frowned a little the emptiness of the barrel.

“Isn’t trash picked up three days from now?” Stephanie asked.

“Uh, yes, it is,” I said.  “I guess I just wanted to get a head start.”  I lightly clapped and rubbed my hands, like I had just finished a huge job.  I glanced at their clothes.  “You two sure look nice.”

Who was I kidding?  They looked hot!  Aside from the dusters, hats and boots, they both wore tight jeans and form fitting dark t-shirts.  Daniel’s chest was broad, his stomach washboard flat, while Stephanie’s hips and breasts, oohwee!

“We’re going to a party,” Daniel said.

“Really?” I said and worked hard at casual interest.  “Is it a college faculty thing?”

“Oh, no,” Daniel said.  “Just a few friends we made since moving here.  Kind of quiet.”

Stephanie gave a half-smile.  “Well, mostly.”

“We have interesting discussions,” Daniel quickly said.

“Discussions?” I said.  “About what?”

Stephanie laughed.  “You’d be surprised.”

A red SUV drove up.  A dark-haired man with wide shoulders sat behind the wheel.  A young, light blonde woman hopped out on the passenger side and kissed them both—and not just pecks on the cheeks.

“Uh, have a good time,” I said.

“We will!” Stephanie said emphatically from the back seat.

They sped away and Daniel called back with a laugh. “Don’t wait up for us.”

Wait up?  Ha!  That’s just what I did. In my bedroom I surfed cable movies for hours.  But when ten o’clock Friday night turned into Saturday morning and stretched into two a.m., I wondered if it was worth it to wait up.  Finally, at a quarter to three, just after I turned off my television and bedroom lights, Daniel and Stephanie returned. It was well worth the wait.

The dark-haired man and blonde woman accompanied them.  The blonde stayed close to Stephanie and seemed rigid in her straight, almost stiff walk.  Stephanie wrapped her arm around the blonde’s shoulders, craned her head up and said something.  The light haired beauty burst out in a laugh of relief and her shoulders relaxed. They quickly climbed the apartment’s stairs.

Daniel and the dark-haired man trailed behind, and a little further behind strode a much younger man.  In fact, their leisurely pace seemed deliberate to allow the ladies plenty of time to get inside.  All three men stopped at the bottom of the stairs and Daniel studied the dark-haired man’s hands as they quickly moved in tight, jerky movements.  I squinted and discovered that he kept retying a short piece of rope into different kinds of knots.  After a last, intricate knot, he handed the rope to Daniel with a “You try it” gesture.

Daniel’s fingers weren’t as sure.  He fumbled and started again a few times.  In the carriage light, set next to the garage door, I could see his lips were pinched, his total concentration.  At one point the young man sought to try it too but Daniel waved him off.  At last he finished.  The young man bent over and inspected the knot.  He picked at it here and there.  The dark-haired man nodded approval.

“Hey!  What’re you three waiting for down there?” Stephanie yelled from inside.  “An engraved invitation?”

Daniel and the dark-haired man bounded up the stairs.  Daniel hit the door at full speed.  “What’re you trying to do?  Wake up the whole neighborhood?”

“They’re going to wake up soon e –”

Stephanie was cut off and it wasn’t from the front door closing.  It remained open, and, as I leaned near the window screen, my ears strained to catch something more.  I don’t know how long I stayed there.  A minute?  Five?  Nope, nothing else drifted out from the apartment.  I started to turn away.

But, I’d been caught!  Down below, the young man stared right at me.

I froze.  Maybe in the dark he couldn’t really see me.  But I could see him a whole lot better now.  Young, yes.  Handsome, very.  Around my age, late twenties.  Short, maybe light-brown hair.  Aquiline nose.  Firm mouth.  He pinned me like a cat that spies a shaking bird in a tree.

Daniel stuck his head outside.  “Russ, c’mon!”

Russ turned and, while he said something to Daniel, I scurried away from the window.  My heart pounded.  At last I heard Russ slowly climb the stairs, caught a glimpse of him as he met Daniel at the door, and then disappeared inside.

More of the apartment’s lights snapped on, but not all of them.  Through the thin curtains the bright lights I could see a silhouette of Stephanie.  Daniel moved around her and pulled her head back a couple of times.  He paid particular attention to her arms and brought them over her head.  They stayed that way as he wrapped something around her waist and then pulled it up between her legs.  He shoved something in her mouth.  The dark-haired man did most of the same to the other woman, but left her mouth alone, and both women’s silhouettes stood side by side.  Russ kind of flitted between the two, helping with a rope here and there.

The men moved from one to the other, their hands in the women’s hair, on their breasts, between their legs.  First Stephanie, then the other woman seemed to shake, then their heads hung limp.  Their knees buckled but Daniel slapped Stephanie’s breasts and she forced herself to straighten up.  Russ slapped the blonde’s ass with an explosion and a resulting yell from the woman I could clearly hear all the way to my room.  Forced back to attention, the women were left alone for a while, but then all three men took up positions behind them.  A single arm from each was upraised, and then swung forward like lightning at the women.  Several cracks resounded and both women arched their backs.  The blonde cried out again, but then Russ appeared to shove something in her mouth too.  He took up position again and, once more, all the men’s arms swung forward.  They didn’t hit the women with their hands, but whatever it was made them toss their heads back.  The scene went on a long time, until the men backed away and sat near the window, their indistinct heads the only thing I could make out of them.  But Stephanie and the blonde stayed rooted to their spots for a long time, arms overhead, heads down.  Silent and still. Like me. Dawn arrived and I remained paralyzed.

Late in the afternoon Stephanie knocked on the kitchen door.  I didn’t go down, not even after repeated knocks and her calling my name.  She wanted to confront me, wanted to know why I spied on them last night, but I wasn’t about to let on that I saw anything.  Then I remembered the rent was due today; that’s why she came around.  But just in case I quietly descended the stairs, afraid that she or Daniel lay in wait.  On the bottom step I halted and listened for any noise from outside. All was quiet.

I shook my head. This was stupid and paranoid.  They both had jobs.  Daniel was probably preparing lectures and Stephanie was most likely hunched over a computer to meet a deadline.  Besides, this was my house!  Why should I be afraid of going around where I want?  I could even go up to their apartment.  After all, I owned that too.  Who cares what Stephanie and Daniel did up there?  As long as they didn’t break the law, stayed quiet and paid their rent on time what did I care about their lifestyle?

And exactly what kind of lifestyle was that?

Oh, c’mon! I said to myself.  Don’t act stupid.  I wasn’t the most experienced person, but the clues were there.  The leather dusters, the knot tying lesson.  How Stephanie and the other woman were made to stand at attention, like they were...

Like they were tied up.

I leaned against the wall.  I had rented to a nice, quiet couple.  That’s all.  Nice and quiet.  No problems, as long as they paid the rent on time...rent on time.

I repeated that to myself.  Just pay the rent and there won’t be any problems.  I opened the kitchen door.  There was the check.  On time, as usual, for the right dollar amount, made out to me.  Everything was going to be fine.  Fine.  Except for one thing.

The check wasn’t signed.

Shit.  Shit and fuck.  Now what?

I needed the money.  Needed it to make my house payment.  All right then, I headed for the apartment’s stairs.  I would just ask them to sign it.  That’s all.  Just sign the damn thing.

I knocked on the door.  No answer.  Someone had to be there, I could hear the shower water.  I knocked again and the door creaked opened.  It hadn’t been shut all the way.

The check shook in my hand.  I poked my head inside.  “Daniel?  Stephanie?”

There wasn’t anyone in the kitchen area, so I walked through the breakfast nook, and then slammed on the brakes at the edge of the central living room.

Everything seemed normal enough.  In the center of the wall opposite me a door opened to a short hallway that led to bedrooms on the left and right.  Just beyond the hallway door was the bathroom and the still running shower.  Near the window on my right sat a desk with a computer. A notepad with what I assumed was Daniel and Stephanie’s physical descriptions lay near the keyboard.  On the monitor above the screen saver changed from one bright nature scene to another.  Set against the left hand wall was a black leather couch, a red, green and white afghan draped across the back.  In front was a glass coffee table, a large picture book angled just so to one side.  An entertainment unit was set against the wall that separated the living room from the kitchen.  In the corner on the unit’s other side was the tall, round cage.  I got my first look at it up close and it was painted glossy black with a red accent here and there.  I made the excuse to myself that the open, swinging gate on the cage was the only thing messy about the room and needed to be tidied up.  I kept my steps light on the hardwood floor and then on the dark area rug as I noiselessly crossed to it.  My hands curled around the thin, but strong bars and swung them closed with a slight clang.  Yep, sturdy.

I backed away, ready to leave the check on the coffee table with a short note.  Then I noticed the book: an artful, black and white photo of a woman’s stomach graced the cover.  Around her were several tight windings of rope.  I stared at it, transfixed, just as I had stared at the scene from my bedroom window the night before. Again, I don’t know how long I stood there.  Too late, though, I suddenly noticed the shower had gone quiet.

 “Oh, hello, Marlene.”

I jumped.  There was Stephanie, wrapped in a towel.  Water glistened off her slim arms and legs.  Her dark, wet hair shone like wet obsidian.

She wandered over to me.  “So, to what do I owe the honor of your visit?”

I blinked.  Why did I come here?  “Ah, it’s this,” I said.  I handed her the check.

Stephanie frowned as she looked it over.  Then her eyebrows shot up.  “I am so stupid.  Forgive me.”  She brushed past me to the desk and scribbled her name on the signature line.  As she bent over the towel fell down her back a little.  Three thin, angry red stripes peeked out.  Her movement against the desk also disrupted the screen saver.  I just managed to catch a web site banner that announced “Bondage, Inc.” before she turned back around and blocked my view.

“I am so sorry.  We were up late last night.  It won’t happen again.”  Stephanie handed me the check.

“It’s okay,” I said.  “Uh, did you have a good time at your party last night?”

Stephanie’s eyes lit up.  “Oh, yes.  After it broke up we came back here with some new friends.  We didn’t get to sleep until real late.  Poor Daniel.  He had a faculty meeting this morning though, but he was all hyped up last night.  I don’t think he slept at all.  He woke me up before he left.”  She adjusted the towel around her, pulling it up higher.

I wanted to get another look at Stephanie’s back, the computer, or even at the coffee table book, but Stephanie kept facing me, blocking my view of the screen, and the book was behind me on the other side of the room.  And since the check was taken care of...

“Well, thanks,” I said.  I headed for the door.

“Marlene,” Stephanie called after me.  “It must get lonely in that big house.  If you ever want to just come over, you know, just to talk.”

Lonely?  Sometimes it sure did get that way.  Hell, a lot of the time.  I wanted to say: Why do you think I ran out to talk to you last night?  Instead I shrugged and said: “Maybe you can invite me to your next party.”

Stephanie stared at me.  “If that’s what you want.”

I paused.  She was serious.  But was I?

“I don’t know,” I said.  “Frankly, I don’t know what I want.”

Stephanie slowly nodded.  “Let us know when you do.”

I ran my errands, first the bank, then groceries, then gas in the car, etc.  Somewhere in there was a brief, lonely espresso at South Coast.  I sat at an out of the way corner table, jealous of all the laughing couples on their way to a movie, or dinner, or whatever.  I even saw the big, dark-haired man there, and the light blonde woman too, but they were on the far side of the room, with people constantly in between us.  They didn’t move much, as if, like Daniel and Stephanie, they hadn’t gotten any sleep at all last night and today.  His arm wrapped around her shoulders while her head rested against his and they both just stared into space.  The peacefulness in them reminded me of what Daniel and Stephanie had, maybe not to the same degree, but it was there.  Whatever it was, I didn’t have it, but I wanted it.  Oh, god, I wanted it.

I shot out the door, flew through the rest of my tasks and got home after dark.  I parked in the garage, cradled the groceries in my arms, and marched back to my house.  The apartment’s living room lights shone down from above on the concrete and moody, classical music floated from an open window.  It followed me into the house, stayed with me while I slammed everything in a cupboard or refrigerator.  Then it abruptly stopped.  I glanced out the kitchen window and saw Daniel lock their window and draw the drapes.

I ate dinner alone, then tried to watch some show, and later wandered from empty room to empty room.  I put on some gentle music of my own to match the house’s Victorian style but instead of making me feel warm and protected it made me even lonelier.  Just after my divorce I had almost rented out the spare bedrooms.  I didn’t though and they were still bereft of furniture.  Suddenly, I had a vision of myself as a crazy old lady living alone for years, rattling around in a huge empty house—the house in the neighborhood that no one dared approach.

But it didn’t have to be that way.  I had an open invitation from Stephanie, an invitation to just come up and talk.  Still, I held off.  What exactly would we talk about?  Their jobs?  The weather?  No.  No, it was fairly obvious that Stephanie had something more in mind than just patter. And so did I.  

Next thing I knew, I was on the apartment stairs and my fist rapped on the door.  I could hear the music again and again I knocked, but now tentative and unsure.  No answer.  I tried once more and still nothing.  But then I heard something other than music.  I stepped around the corner, onto the balcony.  From between the drapes and the window’s edge, a small slit of light cut across the balcony.  Carefully, so slow that the boards underneath me wouldn’t creak, I crept up to the little opening and peeked inside.  I gasped.

Rope was strewn everywhere. On the floor, the couch, it even hung from a ceiling hook in the middle of the room I know I hadn’t put up there.  But the ropes didn’t hold my attention.  No, my attention was directed solely on my tenants.

A naked Stephanie knelt in the middle of the room.  Tight, white rope bound her arms in back at her wrists, elbows and upper arms.  More rope crisscrossed over and under her full breasts like a makeshift bra that squeezed them out, her pink, hardened nipples leading the way.  More rope pressed in to her stomach, like on the cover of the coffee table book, except several more strands plunged to Stephanie’s crotch, disappearing in her pubic hairs.  In back her hands trembled, an action that matched her lips just below a leather blindfold that covered half her face.  Her head turned this way, then that, and sought to track Daniel’s movements.

Whip in hand he circled her.  He was naked too while his large, erect cock thrust out, shiny and wet.  He stroked it occasionally, then closed on Stephanie and it poked her on the cheek.  Instead of pulling back Stephanie eagerly took it in, her mouth all over it, sucking, pulling, frothing, her head a machine.

My mouth turned dry and a warmth spread between my legs, one that I hadn’t felt in a long time.  Dimly aware of what I did, my hands pulled apart my pant’s snap and unfastened the zipper.  

Daniel pulled back, but Stephanie leaned forward, keeping his cock in her mouth as long as possible.  At last Daniel stood clear but Stephanie’s tongue sneaked out, and its wet, pink end strained to barely touch Daniel’s cock tip.  It flicked across it, back and forth.

In a high arc Daniel brought the whip down.

Whish!  Crack!

It landed across Stephanie’s arms and shoulders.

“Aaaii!” she cried.

My fingers pushed down between my panties and swirled in my juice as I teased my pussy lips.  Oh, yes.   

Daniel leaned down and whispered something in her ear.  His other hand reached around in back of her and the crotch rope tightened.  Stephanie gasped, held herself rigid while Daniel worked the rope.  Tighten, then relax.  Tighten, relax.

“Umm.  Ohhh,” Stephanie moaned.

I managed to swallow and spread my legs open further.  My hand dove deeper and my fingers pushed inside me.  Oh, good.  That was it.  Yes.

“Do you like showing off your whip marks?” Daniel said.  “Do you think Marlene saw them?”

“I don’t know.  I don’t know!” Stephanie croaked and struggled with her words while Daniel kept on with the crotch rope.  “Maybe.  I couldn’t...ah, ah!  I couldn’t tell.  She...She surprised me.  I forgot, ah!  I forgot to sign the...the check.”

Daniel gave a harder tug and Stephanie half-sobbed, half-gasped.  She hung her head and her chin trembled.

“You ‘forgot’ to sign the check,” Daniel said.  “So she came up here and you were so conveniently wrapped in a towel.  How could she not see your stripes?  You little exhibitionist, you didn’t forget.”

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” Stephanie whined.  “I can’t help it.  I can’t!  I’m proud to be your slave and I wanted her to know.  Forgive me!”

“Of course I forgive you, slave.”  Daniel stroked her head and his fingers found their way to her lips.  He forced them in Stephanie’s mouth, almost to the knuckles and Stephanie held her head absolutely still.

My other hand pulled at my own mouth lips.  They pushed down on my tongue.

“I forgive you, slave,” Daniel said again.  “But you will be punished.  You know you deserve it.  No orgasm for you tonight.  That’s right.  No release.  No matter what I do, you are not to cum.  Let’s see if a night of denial will bring you back in line.”

A haze overtook me.  I could still see, but everything turned soft, dull.  My pussy, oh, my pussy was a river.  I had never been this wet before!  The haze transformed into a vague but pleasant sensation and my muscles began to tighten while I also mentally floated.  It was all so warm, so safe.

Daniel hauled Stephanie to her feet by the crotch-rope.  With a cry Stephanie stood up on her toes, then Daniel pulled her to just under the ceiling hook.  He threaded a rope through it, then passed it between her wrists and pulled them up, up, way up, straight out behind her and above her shoulders.  Daniel kicked her legs apart and attached a long, metal bar with leather cuffs at either end to her ankles.  He ran his hands over her tight legs, her strained arms, slapped her once on the ass and then retreated to a part of the room I couldn’t see.

Stephanie’s mouth grimaced.  Her spread legs shook, but she didn’t complain, didn’t make a sound.  From between her legs a small drip formed at the bottom of the crotch rope.  It hung there for a second, then plopped on the hardwood floor, followed by another, and another.

Daniel called out from his hiding spot.  “Are you prepared to please your master?”

“Yes, sir,” Stephanie barely said.

Daniel came back and leaned in front of Stephanie, face to face.  “What was that, my slave?  I didn’t hear you.”  He squeezed a nipple.

Stephanie gasped.  “Ahh!  Yes, sir!  This slave is ready.  Let me please you.  Fuck me.  Oh, please, fuck me.”

My fingers moved in and out.  Fuck me.  Fuck me, please.  I need it too.  Slow.  Slower.  Fuuucck meee.

Daniel reached up and pulled off the blindfold.  Stephanie’s red-rimmed eyes stared back at him.

“Fuck me.  Oh, god, I need it.  I promise I won’t come.  I promise.  Just use me –”

Daniel grabbed the back of Stephanie’s head and kissed her, long and deep.  She returned it, just as passionate, then kissed him all over his face.  Daniel held up a red, rubber ball with straps that dangled from either side.  He allowed Stephanie to kiss him some more and then he shoved the ball in her mouth.  The straps wound about her cheeks and buckled in back.  Now gagged, Stephanie closed her eyes and sniffled while her fingers spread out above and behind her, then formed into tiny fists.  Daniel got up and stood behind her, his hard, straight cock just inches away.   

Daniel speared her.

My fingers drove in all the way. I pushed, pushed them inside me, all the way, right up to the knuckles.  I stroked my clit, pinched my pussy lips.  Do it.  Do it!  

Stephanie closed her eyes and cried out behind her gag, deep and throaty.  Daniel’s hips pounded against her ass.  She squealed under his determined thrusts, but a little less each time.  She...

She stared right at me.

Our eyes met.  She knew I was there, but I couldn’t run.  Not yet.  I was close.  So close!

 Stick a cock inside me!  Let stern but gentle hands make me serve.  Keep my arms tied, my legs spread.  Cock, cock, cock.  Fuck me.  Make me come!  Make me—  Oh, at last!  Feel the flood, the release.  Ah!  Ahh!

“Ahhh!”  I cried out.

“What was that?” Daniel stopped.  He glanced around, listened.

Stephanie’s head shook three times.  “Ermph!  Ermph!  Ermph!”

Daniel focused back on Stephanie.  “That was you?  You made a promise, slave!”

They stayed that way a moment; Daniel stood stock still while Stephanie’s tremors subsided and her gagged squeals faded away.

Then Daniel softened.  He leaned forward and caressed Stephanie’s tits.  “But then, some promises are meant to be broken.”

He squeezed her nipples, and then resumed his fucking of her.  Stephanie pinned me with her eyes again.  Did she nod at me?

I wasn’t sure.  All I knew was I crawled away, back to my kitchen where I lay curled up on the floor for a long time.

Yes, master.


Chapter Two

Computer Dating

I scrolled down, past ad after ad.  They had to be here somewhere.

“Submit to your Master and Mistress now!”  “You’ve been bad.  Call us for your punishment!” and other lines fairly shouted at me off the computer screen.  I ignored them.  The couple’s ad I searched for wouldn’t take an approach like that.  At least, not if I knew them as well as I thought.

Five days.  Five days since my little voyeur expedition.  I hadn’t seen Stephanie or Daniel at all.  They stayed inside all day Sunday and then the work week started.  I couldn’t stop thinking about them and it helped make the days go faster.  Each night when I got home I nuked a dinner, flipped on the computer and resumed my quest.

I couldn’t find them.  I don’t know how many times I checked the website named “Bondage, Inc.” and the personal ad section.  The website beeped each time a new ad went up but each time I was disappointed.  I would walk away, tell myself again they probably hadn’t decided to place and ad online, much less write one, then, after a half hour or so of pacing around the house, I would look again, beep or no beep.  Finally, late each night, I would stumble up to bed.

Why didn’t I just confront them?  Uh, hi.  Stephanie said I could come up and talk.  So, let’s talk about your sex life, my lack of one and how I jacked off outside your window Saturday night.  By the way, how hard do you whip?

Ah, no.  I may have been a sneak, but something warned me to back off.  I needed to slow down, don’t rush headlong into anything.  Besides, Stephanie had seen me.  She must have told Daniel and the fact that they weren’t down here now told me that they weren’t ready to openly admit their SM habits to their landlord.

I needed a more cautious approach.  One that wouldn’t embarrass anyone, and that would allow us all to back away from each if things didn’t work out.  So I decided if I found a personal ad, then that was another matter.  If they advertised and I answered it, then everything was above board with their SM background and my new active interest in it.  Oh, my and ex and I had tried it a little to regain some of the early excitement in our marriage.  We got out some ropes and he tied me down, but at that point we were just one step away from divorce and nothing could stop it.  But when I met Daniel and Stephanie...

Now though, with my dinner getting cold and my computer screen providing the only light in the house, I doubted my plan.  No sign of the ad.  There were physical descriptions in the listings already there, but none that fit my quarry.  Maybe they had changed their minds.  But no, that couldn’t happen.  I didn’t want it to and I refused to believe it.  I had picked up some of the SM lingo from the ads and knew they “played” with other people, like the dark-haired man and his blonde lady.  No, Daniel and Stephanie were going to advertise.  I knew it.

I pushed myself away from the computer and in the kitchen gobbled down some tepid noodles, mushy peas and dry chicken.  From the window I gazed up at the apartment.  Their light was on.  They were up there.  Now, if they could only break away from each other for half a second, if Daniel would just untie Stephanie or she let him put down the whip long enough to click on the e-mail button marked “send”...

Beep.

I dropped the uneaten food and dashed to the computer.  There it was, just now posted at the bottom of the web page, a small ad, without any screaming headline.

