
The Eternity Collar 

By Alexander Kelly

ISBN 13: 978-1-935897-19-4

ISBN 10: 1-935897-19-5

A Pink Flamingo Ebook Publication

Copyright © 2010 Alexander Kelly

All rights reserved



Prologue

I knew the way so well, I could drive there in my sleep. The funny thing was, whenever I stepped inside, it felt like I finally woke up.

The place was in the seediest part of Hollywood. Only drug dealers, pimps and whores hung out there, but then you didn’t expect it to be anywhere else. Somehow, a SM leather bar in the suburbs just didn’t seem right. And the flickering neon light above the non-descript door left no doubt about its intent.

Leather Heel.

It should have read something else, which would have been more to the point, but once inside, you discovered the owner didn’t put a lot of upkeep into the place, so when the petering out glowing neon gas started to rearrange a letter, it just somehow fit. The sign was like a beacon for all the leather teddies; dom, sub, gay, straight, pointing the way for everyone in the scene to find others of like mind. A few went there all the time, living the lifestyle to the fullest, others on certain nights, while most walked through that door only when they couldn’t stand another day without the smell of leather, the unforgiving hug of the ropes, or the smack of leather on flesh.

I belonged to the last group. My involvement had started innocently enough, about eight months ago, on one of those foolish sorority dares. (“I’m bored. What’s to do?” “Another tat run?” “Hey, I’ve got an idea, if anyone’s brave enough.”)  Just a bunch of drunk, bubble-headed college girls who somehow piled into a car to cruise the seamier side of town, away from the pristine campus, get deliciously scandalized, then return to their clean beds, tucked under the warm covers and their arms hugging stuffed animals. So it began. We ogled the kinky people, the gays in their boots and jackets, the dykes with their spiked hair, the straight men and women dominating or submitting, but then someone suggested it might be fun to go inside. The next thing we knew we all found ourselves in the Leather Heel, a bunch of hyper, clean-cut college girls that stood out amongst all the SM toughs. Everyone in our group wanted to party, party, party, take a walk on the wild side, have a drink, whoop it up. Strange thing though, I thought the leather people might cop an attitude like “Who the hell are these fucking rich bitches?”, but they were all genuinely friendly. Probably because we were something new, fresh, and unspoiled. And probably because they wanted in on the spoils. That weird night went by in a blur, and we all found our way back to the sorority house, drunk off our collective asses and giggling to ourselves about “our crazy night out”. It was never discussed again, but I never forgot the smell of the leather, the gleaming polished whips. The danger. So, a couple of weeks later I found myself sneaking out of the house. Without any conscious thought I drove until I stood beneath the flickering neon sign that often misspelled the club’s name, a different word that seemed more like a promise: Leather Hell.

My first time there by myself, I was like a nervous cat. No beer like that night with my sorority sisters before going out to loosen me up. A few people tried to start up conversations, but I didn’t come across. Then a “scene” started up. Just a woman in leather chaps, her bare butt cheeks getting a light whipping, but that was enough. Next thing I knew I was at the inner edge of the voyeuristic crowd, putting my own tight jeans covered ass out there to see what it felt like. And then the nervous cat was a lioness on the prowl. I kept going back after that, playing with anonymous partners, but mostly with others I had a sort of friendship. And we always stayed in the main room. I never went down to the basement. Down to the heavy play room.

Except for tonight.

I had seen them go down there, the edge players. Even been invited once or twice to join them, but I always shied away. But tonight was different. Usually I was here on Saturday, to stay most of the night and recover Sunday before classes on Monday. But this was Wednesday. It was near the end of the semester and I had decided to cut classes the next day. Hey, what was one day when you already had a pretty good idea what kind of grades you were going to get this late in the school year anyway? So, when I strolled in, for the life of me trying to look confident, there wasn’t a familiar face in the place. I was really on my own.

I found a seat at the bar, ordered some kind of drink. After a while I finally gathered up the courage to ask, “How do I get into the basement?”

“Use the stairs,” the barrel-chested, leather vested bartender answered. He gave me look that plainly said “Don’t ask me any more stupid questions” and went back about his business of watering down drinks.

All right, strike one, but still good advice. Just go down there.

So down I went.

The stairs were creaky and narrow, only enough room for one person. Someone waited at the bottom, a man in a suit and half-hood, his lower face exposed. When I reached the bottom of the stairs he didn’t make any move to allow me inside.

“Your first time down here?” he rumbled.

Suddenly my mouth dried up and I couldn’t talk. I nodded.

He held up a blindfold, just a simple black cloth, more than wide enough to go well up my forehead and down my cheeks. “People down here need anonymity. They don’t want a one-timer blabbing about who they played with if things get too rough.”

I finally regained speech. “Is it that bad?”

“Only as bad as you make it,” he said. “Or as good.”

He held up the cloth. I centered it over my eyes and he tied it off in back, firmly but not sadistically. A hand on my arm and I was passed on to someone inside.

A woman’s hands, I think. Small, but definitely in control. “Look what I found!” she crowed. “Isn’t she just darling?”

Answering calls of agreement. Next thing I knew I was on hands and knees, doggy style, while several pairs of hands undid my jeans, bared my ass, pulled my snug light blue pullover over my head. The pants and top were flung away and the hands kneaded my bra-cupped breasts, dove down my panties, checked out my wet pussy, tested the tightness of my asshole. I bucked a little at the bold invasions, grunted here and there, gave a couple of fast yelps when fingers probed both openings, then cut off when even more searched my mouth.

“Hmmm. Not too bad,” said a male. He was near me, in fact, it was probably his hand in my mouth, forcing the jaw to remain open. “I’ve seen her upstairs. Always wondered when she couldn’t stand it any longer and would come down here.”

“You just want to rape her mouth,” another man said. “For you, any mouth will do.”

“Yes. But this one is especially luscious.” A leather ring gag anchored itself between my upper and lower teeth, expanding my mouth even wider. My jaw strained at the unfamiliar sensation. Yes, I had worn ring gags before, but never one so big, and with such an obvious intent. Then I was up on my knees, the woman’s hands wrapped around my crossed wrists in back. A hot, hot cock shoved itself down my throat.

A large hand on the back of my head prevented any pulling back. A pair of fingers on either side at the base of my ponytail found the center and distributed pressure evenly so that I couldn’t even attempt to turn away. The cock filled me, male musk invaded my nostrils and, with each coarse thrust, balls lightly slapped against my chin. I wanted to cough, hack, retch, but they wouldn’t allow it, and that’s when I knew any freedom of choice had been stolen.

Hot jets of cum flooded my mouth, spilled over my lower lip, dripped on my breasts, stained my bra. Taken away, the ring gag thudded to the floor. My hands were released and I fell forward onto my stomach. Now I did cough, tried to speak. This isn’t what I wanted. Not what I thought...

Another mouth covered mine, a woman’s. The same one that had pinned my hands behind me, it had to be her because I recognized her perfume; light, elegant, yet sickly sweet with a tang of smoke. Her lips crushed against mine, the tongue lapped up any male cum still in my mouth, then licked my chin clean, like a mother cat with her young. Distracted, I didn’t notice that my bra and panties went missing. Then I lay on the floor, arms stretched past my head, legs spread out. And my pussy brought high in the air with a group of soft pillows shoved underneath.

Mouth on my pussy. Male. He hadn’t shaved and the rough whiskers stimulated my pussy lips, threatened to rub them raw. I hissed through clenched teeth but the languid tongue, the teeth that nipped my pussy didn’t retreat. They only dived deeper; the teeth snatched at the inner labia, the dexterous tongue lifted the clit hood, flicked at the engorged, sensitive little dick.

I screamed.

“Responsive little cunt, isn’t she?” said the woman. “How does she taste?”

The man didn’t answer. He pulled away and I was strung up, arms tight overhead, head locked between them. Someone cranked a winch and soon my feet swung off the floor, toes pointed at the ground. My body heaved with petrified, shallow breaths.

“Stop that or you’ll pass out,” a man said. “Stop it or we’ll rip off your fucking lips!” A hand slapped against my pussy, male. Fingernails clipped short but still with a tight grip, they squeezed my pussy, squeezed, squeezed. “Slow down,” the man said. “Easy. Easy.”

I forced myself to obey, get it under control. Like when a kid has to stop under a discipline threat from an impatient parent. My breaths returned to normal, but my stomach still shook in repressed fear.

“I think she’s getting the hang of this,” the woman said.

My legs were leather cuffed, spread, then locked apart. The metal rings on the cuffs dully jingled as my ankles twisted, toes grazing what I assumed were thick wooden poles. I dangled helplessly; teeth gritted in fake defiance, then lips aquiver in genuine fearful submission, while the man and woman moved about the room, quietly discussing their plans for their latest victim. I might have understood them, if not for the heart thumping in my chest, the blood pounding in my ears. No, this wasn’t how I wanted it!

A thin, almost breathy whistle was my only warning.

The cat o’ nine tails flew through the air, pointed leather blades landed right on –

“Fuck! Fuckfuckfuck!” I yelled. My body twisted. Instinctively I tried to close my legs. Red hot fire seared my pussy. A newly discovered pain threatened to send me to delirious new heights and, under the blindfold, I wept.

A crop joined the cat. They both now stayed away from my sore, raw pussy, striking my overly sensitive, unmarked skin and I imagined being transformed into an obscene tapestry of red welts and dark bruises. But always the threat remained, my dripping pussy open to whatever whim might make either of them turn it at a moment’s notice from a region of pleasure into excruciation.

Likewise with my nipples. A squeeze here, a pinch there readied them for a pair of clamps that easily could rip them off. The woman and man each suckled a breast, mouths over my areoles to draw out the little nubs until they stood straight out. Then the clamps, tiny little alligator teeth, bit into them both. I didn’t scream then, and still didn’t when a light chain that connected them was stretched down by one...two...three...small lead weights, but still I didn’t scream.

“One more, honey,” the woman softly. “You can take it. If you don’t...” The cat’s leather blades slithered high across my inner thighs. I barely felt them, marked and bruised as I was, but that wasn’t the part of me that she wanted an excuse, any excuse to strike. The last weight was hung free and when I still refused to scream, refused to beg for mercy I sensed a disappoint that tended toward anger. The cat’s blades slid away and again my back was lit up like a string of firecrackers. Yet, it wasn’t the woman’s grunts that echoed in the basement.

All the man’s strength flowed through his arm, down the whip and into my psyche. But not a cat this time. No, after a few strikes I longed for the cat as the single-tail poured all its beautiful evil into me through the end of thin, feather like explosions. My ears rang with each angry outburst, my throat turned raw as vocal chords reached new notes. Jesus, fucking god! He wanted to flay me alive!

And then I was down on the floor, like a puppet whose strings were suddenly cut. Cuffs removed, replaced by rope. Ankles crossed in front, lotus style, wrists crossed in back. More rope around my stomach, under the armpits, across the shoulders. Another piece connected from around my neck in front to the drawn up ankles, pulling me into a nice, tight little ball. Pushed onto my back, pussy up, open and ripe.

And then that cock, that wonderful penis did what it’s designed to do, the swollen head gently parted my somewhat recovered pussy lips, entered me, took me as I wanted, needed. Yet gentle, almost trepidatious thrusts that allowed me some relief. A hand lightly across a breast here, pursed lips across my own there, a tongue that didn’t invade my mouth so much as invited itself in, to twirl with my own in a wet dance. I joined him, uhhhmmm, tasted his saliva, pumped back at his cock as much as I could, a willing partner in submission. And when he came this time it wasn’t manic like before. Stream after steady stream poured into me, longer, more controlled, more everything, while I...almost tore myself apart.

His arms wrapped around my violently shaking body, reinforced the ropes but it was barely enough. I nearly shook myself free but he hung on for the ride as my internal earthquakes toppled whatever sense of reason, of sanity I still possessed. I screamed again, utter nonsense sounds that touched deep through to my primal self. Then another earthquake that led to one tsunami after another until I almost drowned in severe pleasure.

The roars subsided and I was left on the floor, surrounded by silence, then deep breaths as the man recovered too. He seemed nearby, like he sat just a few feet away, and the woman lifted my head to rest across her leg.

“She’s not done yet,” she said. “Not by a long shot.”

Still tied in a ball, they flipped me over. A butt plug, oh god, a huge butt plug found its way up my ass, one delicious inch at a time. Those tender, yet demanding male hands kept pushing it up my ass. I moaned, squealed, but took it. Took it all. Oh, so big, so full. Pushed in at the base just that little extra, my hole expanded, not reluctantly, but eagerly, if only it could go more. But then the calloused male hands rested on my ass cheeks as if to say “This far and no more. I know what’s best.” Then they hoisted me up, swung me from the ceiling like a lantern. Almost as an afterthought, the man stuck a small vibrator in me, turned it on full, and left me there while others made their way down to the basement, did their scenes. I heard the submissives pleading, their plaintive cries, the smack of whip on tender flesh, the plugging of mouths with large gags, and I hung there while the vibrator took me from one orgasm to another, yet none like when he came inside me.

No one else touched me again, save by whip or leather belt as a warm up to whatever other woman they had tied up and ready to receive punishment. The only hands I felt belonged to him. It was like he had claimed me, his own prized possession, and everyone else knew I was forbidden territory. I cried like a baby at his touch, begging him to take me again, fuck me, please, please fuck me, but the only answer I got was a brutal whipping across my ass and a tightening of the nipple clamps that only made more tears flow.

At last, at long fucking last, they let me down. The ropes came off and my clothes, minus the bra and panties, were flung across my prone body. Not daring to touch my blindfold I managed to dress and virtually crawled up the stairs. Every part of me was sore, each inch of my skin on fire, yet I had never felt so high, so relaxed. Eventually I made it back to the same bar stool, drank whatever the bartender threw in front of me, then two more after that. I lay my head down and shivered. 

Something clumped on the bar. I lifted my head, rubbed my burning eyes. Shiny, rounded edges, a circle of steel.

“What..?” I blurted.

“Take a good look,” said the bartender. He wasn’t as gruff as before, and held it up for my inspection.

“It, it looks like a collar,” I said.

“An eternity collar. I haven’t seen many of these.”

“Eternity collar? What does it...” I stopped, tried to catch up. 

The bartender said, very slowly, “What do you think it means?”

“What does it mean?” I said, rhetorically. I stared down at the cold steel, the rounded edges, and the fact that, unlike other leather collars that buckled on, there wasn’t anything like that here. Once it captured my neck, there wasn’t any means for removal.

Oh shit. Oh SHIT!

I jumped back off the stool, heart racing again. Eternity. Forever. Eternity.

No. Fucking. WAY!

Then why was I reaching for it? No. Stop!

I jerked back my hand. There was a sound behind me. There, near the top of the stairs, still within the shadows, stood a darkened figure. I couldn’t see the face. It took another step up, started to emerge into the light.  

I ran. I ran out of there as fast as I fucking could. Tears clouded my sight, streamed down my cheeks. I found my car, shoved it into gear and peeled out of there. And still the tears came, like the raindrops on my windshield, I cried. Cried that I was too scared, too scared to even think about what such a thing implied. Cried when I undressed and saw the marks, his marks on my flesh, cried in terror because someone desired me that much. For eternity.


Chapter One

The Leather Heel

I didn’t get home until late. Three days I was away on business. Yet another grueling sales seminar. The guru’s who ran the thing tried to get people like me “motivated” to make that big sale, or make a lot of little ones that amounted to the same thing, but with a lot more work. And, as always, they had this sure fire way to do it. I had heard it all before, so many times. In my middle twenties I knew I was already way too cynical, and this seminar was so much like all the others; ultimately filled with empty promises. So when I got back to the apartment I shared with two other ex-college sorority sisters, I was tired and more than a bit cranky.

Cranky? Guess again. I trudged through the door and was assaulted by loud hip-hop from the stereo and equally obnoxious shouting heads on some TV news show. Oh, no. Cranky was too nice a word!

“What the – Randi? Mal?” I shouted. “What’s going...Oh, fuck it.” My hand slapped the stereo off switch, then grabbed the remote and muted the angry politicians. Their wild arm gestures proved only a slight distraction as I scanned the small living room and adjacent kitchen. Everything was clutter and chaos. I had gone away before, and when I got back things were usually a bit of a mess, but nothing like now. Half-eaten sandwiches lay next to cold pizzas. Opened longnecks stood beside turned over wine bottles. From one of the three bedrooms someone stirred, croaky-voiced, and I thought it might be a guy brought home by Randi or Malina. But the rustlings and footsteps as someone stumbled out of bed and staggered through the short hallway suggested one of my two roommates. It was Randi. It figured. I don’t know how many waitress jobs she had blown through since we had graduated and left the sorority house. By the way she leaned against the hall door frame in her almost sheer nightie and squinted in the light it looked like she had lost another.

“I hope you really had something to celebrate,” I said. “Let me guess, you’re going to be late with the rent again.”

Randi rubbed her eyes. “I need a drink,” she said.

I gestured to the beer and wine bottles. “Take your pick. Where’s Mal?”

“Gone.” Randi flopped on the couch and grabbed an already half-finished longneck. She looked like one step short of a street lady, hair mussed, eyes red-rimmed. She was my age, but wouldn’t look that way for long, not at the rate she drank and smoked. And the saddest thing of all was that she was smart. And cute. I don’t mean “cute” like some girl-next-door type, but really, really cute. Almost pixyish. It had gotten her into the sorority, and she had made a lot of friends, the kind that would do things for her. But maybe that was part of the problem. Everything had come too easy for her, and now that the three of us had graduated and were out in the wide world, Randi had found her path the toughest. Things weren’t just handed to her on a platter anymore. That didn’t stop her from trying, but instead of trying to make her own way, she still thought some rich guy was going to come along and take care of her. Malina, my other roommate, was a little better, but erratic. Sometimes she had her act together, held down a job, but other times she went off on these endless parties. After the first month together, I would have moved out on them both, but we had all signed a one-year lease, and I couldn’t afford to break it.

“So, Malina’s off to Vegas again?” I said.

Randi snorted. “Fuck Vegas.” She took another swig.

I grabbed at the bottle. Randi tried fighting me for it and some beer spilled on her nightie. Eventually I wrested it away. “Randi, where is she?” I grabbed her by a shoulder. “Where’s Malina?”

“I don’t know, Taren.” She mumbled. “I don’t know!” She covered her eyes and softly wept.

I wasn’t going to get anything out of her. Not right away. So, although I was tired and pissed at coming home to a mess, I started throwing stuff out; the pizza boxes, the bottles, anything that didn’t belong.

Randi gave a low laugh and shook her head at me. “Oh, Taren. Always practical Taren. If there’s a mess, you’ll clean it up. No matter who’s in trouble. Right, Little Sister?”

My blood froze. “What did you call me?” A secret I thought I’d kept dead secret was suddenly out in the open. Then, something else Randi said crowded my thoughts. “Trouble? What kind of trouble?”

Randi shook her head again and mumbled. “Not the kind you’re thinking about.”

She shut down again, but this time I stood over her and said, “You know you’re going to tell me, so you might as well get it over with.”

Randi’s tears started up again and she blindly grabbed for another beer. I tried to snatch it away but she scrambled back along the couch.

“You ever want to take back a decision, but were too scared?” Randi said. “Or you were too scared to make the decision in the first place? Well, welcome to my world.”

“What are you talking about?” I said. “Randi, you’re not making any sense.”

“Oh, I am, even if you don’t know it.” She laughed again, this time almost hysterical.

I grabbed her again, shook her hard. “What’s the matter with you? Why’s this place such a mess? Where’s Mal?”

“All right, all right, you fuckin’ bitch!” She slapped my hands away, unsteadily pushed herself up and stumbled back to her bedroom.

I followed. The place was a wreck, like the living room and, with her back to me, Randi crawled and rummaged through dirty clothes and other piles of whatever. Suddenly she straightened up and shoved something shiny and heavy at my chest.

“Here. Take these back. Tell ‘em you’re returning ‘em ‘cause they’re a perfect fit.”

They were a pair of spiked leather boots. And not just any pair, but the kind that laced up in front, well past the knees. Anyone who tried to walk in these wouldn’t. It was like they were meant for keeping one’s legs from bending, or keeping them at attention. A million memories flashed through me. The kind I kept deeply buried. “Where did you get these?” I said.

Randi laughed once. “Yeah, right. Like I really need to tell you.”

I grabbed her short hair and snarled. “What the hell do you mean by that?”

Randi tried to wrench away. “Oh, c’mon, Taren. You are what you are. And we all know it.”

Her eyes stabbed into mine and then I knew. I knew the hidden thing that I thought I had kept so secret for so long wasn’t really a secret at all. Numb. I was numb and now Randi did manage to get loose from my slightly shaking hand.

“She went down to Hollywood, all right?” Randi said, still in that accusing tone. “Now leave me the fuck alone.” Randi’s head sagged in her hands. She started to cry again.

I should have just thrown the boots aside, told her whatever mess it was it was hers to fix. But, like Randi said, I was the practical one. Always helpful Taren. So, pragmatic as always, instead of more shouting and intimidation and forgetting for the moment my most inner secret had been laid bare, I tried a softer approach.

I stroked Randi’s head. “All right. It’ll be all right. I’ll go down there tomorrow and when Mal and I get back we’ll all have a long talk.” And I would announce that I was moving out. I didn’t want to have anything to do with co-dependent relationships.

I turned to leave, but Randi clutched at my business suit skirt. “No! No, you have to get there tonight. Before midnight. Or else it’ll be too late.”

Now I really was concerned. “Too late? What are you talking about?”

“She went to the Leather Heel.”

Ohhhhh.....craaaapppp.  What the fuck had these two idiots done? The Leather Heel. Inside, I turned really cold.

I tried to get more information out of Randi; how she and Mal had wound up at the Leather Heel, just what the boots meant, and why the hell the boots had to be returned if they were a “perfect fit”?

Randi waved me off and collapsed on the bed, passed out drunk. So I stood there, boots in hand, and made a snap decision. I grabbed my keys and jetted out the door.

It was already eleven. If I hurried I would get to the Leather Heel with just minutes to spare.

***

My sweaty hands gripped the wheel. The Leather Heel. A place to go live out your SM fantasies. A place where you could get a simple, semi-public spanking, or where you might use it as a doorway to deeper, darker scenes, all in a safe, controlled environment, of course. The trouble was, once you got hooked on the inherent danger in those “safely controlled” scenes, you couldn’t help but keep going back, pushing the envelope until it tore apart. I tried to convince myself I was prepared to confront whatever situation existed at the Leather Heel, and wondered (worried actually) how either of my two roommates had gotten mixed up with anyone at that place. And how much they might have discovered...about me.

It had been a long time since my last visit. After graduation I had sworn off that place and the people who hung out there, the whips, the smell of leather and sex...

No, don’t think about it. Stop it! You walked away long ago. Had to.

But now here I was, lured back. Slowing down as the car glided along the upswept freeway off ramp. Stopping at red lights, crawling along when they turned green as I gazed at all the demonic, Goth inspired active night life. Again, I found that same out of the way parking spot, the one that hid my car from casual passersby on the street. It was empty, like it had been waiting for me all this time. I swung into it, behind a crumbling, brick building with a lone streetlight overhead. Quickly I shut off the engine and melted into the dark shadows of a nearby alley, then emerged to stride down that familiar stretch of sidewalk. Several heads swiveled in my direction to stare at this obviously out of place yuppie. I ignored them, or tried to, and wondered if any recognized me from my previous trips, all those wild nights. My hair was longer then, posture and bearing different, but I couldn’t hide the fact of who I was, much as I wanted. Goosebumps formed on my arms as I recalled the lash of a top’s whip, shit anyone’s whip, and how I writhed and screamed. It all came flooding back and my mouth went dry, my panties wet. And then I stood just mere feet from those double swinging doors, while above that familiar sign flickered.

Leather Heel – Leather Hell.

Boots clutch against my stomach, I stepped back into the secretive world of seductive pain and pleasure.

***

The place hadn’t changed much. The long bar was still on the right, with several vaguely familiar people who looked like they hadn’t moved since my last, “final” visit. In the center of the floor were rickety tables and equally weak chairs, one or two of which I’m sure I sat on while tied down and was spoon fed little greasy morsels. On the far left were booths with high backs for privacy as negotiations took place between tops and subs. I had struck more than my share of scene bargains there too. I roamed past them all, looking for something, anything, that would give me a clue as to Malina’s whereabouts and who to speak to about the boots I clutched. And then I found someone. Or, rather, he found me.

“Hey, Little Sister! Where’ve you been hidin’?”

I almost jumped. I knew that voice. He called me by the scene name that I had adopted. And he knew more about me than just a name.

“Hey, babe, don’t you remember me?” he said. “John Q?”

Oh, yes. I remembered. Jet black hair, cut shorter than the last time I saw him, but not by much, and with a hard body that most guys would kill for. Especially if they were gay, which was how John Q swung. Unlike most gay doms, he sported kind eyes that always remained that way no matter how hard we played. We had gotten together a few times, when I just wanted dominance without any sexual threat. He was good and eventually found out which buttons to push until any thought of submission without sex was banished from my mind. But as part of his dominance, he didn’t allow anyone else to touch me. And since he would turn me on, but was gay, that left me with just one way to satisfaction – by my own hand. That is, if I wasn’t tied up.

I smiled nervously, like it was my first visit and suddenly came across a friend who also shared this deep, dark secret.

John laughed, like I had asked him about the weather or some other mundane subject. “Look at you! All grown up, huh? Business power suit. I thought you had given us up for good. Hey, what’s with the boots? You turn dom?”

“Uh, no. No. I’m trying to return them.”

John Q’s manner changed. Gone was the friendly, open greeting replaced by...betrayal? “Are you sure you’re ready for that?”

I didn’t quite understand the question, but played along. “I’m not sure. But a friend of mine...Well, I don’t think she knew what she was getting into.”

“And you do? Even though you had the same chance and turned it down?”

I didn’t answer, but squatted down beside John Q, my hand on his knee. That was all it took. He gazed at me a moment, as if trying to assess my sincerity. “Downstairs. That’s where you want to go.”

Yeah. Downstairs to the converted basement, the space reserved for heavy players.

I kissed his cheek. “Thank you.”

John Q gently pushed me away. “Don’t expect me or anyone else to come rescue you. It doesn’t work like that down there.” He turned away.    

So there I stood, like an unsure SM novice who, at last, step by agonizing step, made my way to the back of the club, past all the staring eyes to a set of steep stairs that descended to a small door. 

Unlike the club upstairs, with its mindless techno music, the basement was quiet. Familiar classical music played, but as an undertone. A tiny knot of people, two women and two men, clustered at the near end of a couch by the door. Whatever activity they had been engaged in was apparently over, as evidenced by the ropes, gags and whips that lay strewn on the floor. Both men stroked the contented women’s heads that lay in their laps. At the couch’s other end, as if a part of the scene but also removed from it, near a flimsy, wooden door, sat a lone woman with dark, slicked back hair. She wore a leather vest and pants and languidly smoked a cigar. The group of couples appeared too immersed in afterglow to be any help, so I skirted around them and concentrated on the woman.

“Hello,” she said neutrally at my approach.

“I’m looking for a friend of mine,” I said, keeping my voice even too and hoping it came off as confidence. “Her name—”

“You know how we feel about names,” she said. “Especially down here.” She took a long drag on her cigar, blew the smoke right in my face.

“Ever been down here before?” she asked.

**Cough cough**. “Just once.”

“Hmmm. Interesting. Well, it’s always the newbies that can’t get enough, isn’t it?” Another drag. “All right, newbie, I’ll give you one small break. You can call me Lady Eleanor.” She pointed with the cigar. “What’s with the boots? Going to put them on? Or kiss them?”

“Another friend of mine asked me to return them.”

“Really? A...friend.” Lady Eleanor’s dark eyebrows shot up. “What else did this ‘friend’ tell you?”

“That the boots were a perfect fit.”

If things were quiet before, they now got absolutely tomb-like. Lady Eleanor took another drag on her cigar, blew a couple of lazy smoke rings. I backed up a little to avoid the noxious fumes and bumped right into the two men who now stood behind me.

“Are you sure about this?” Lady Eleanor said. “They’re a perfect fit?”

Something was going on here. I should have backed off, taken a moment to try to gauge all the subtleties that Lady Eleanor threw my way. But I was more concerned about finding Malina. Instead, I should have watched out for myself, and by the time I learned that, it was way too late. “Yes, I’m sure.”

Lady Eleanor casually waved the cigar at the two men. “Take her.”

One grabbed my arms and pinned them behind my back. The other pulled a hood over my head.


Chapter Two

Good Bitch

Looking back on it, I suppose that was the only way that I could have allowed myself to come home. Perhaps a strong subconscious part of me wanted to return, but I could never openly admit such. And at the time, I sure didn’t act like I wanted to go back. As the hood cut off all light and a cloth gag tightened around on the outside, I fought for all I was worth. None of it did any good as my arms and legs were held tight, then strapped together. A double set of strong, male arms picked me up with hardly any effort and deposited me in the back seat of a car.

I Mmmpphed and Oomphed through the gag, flailed and kicked. Then my head bumped up against flesh. A pair of hands drew me up onto a firm thigh.

“Shhh. Shh. It’s all right. Just let it go. Let it all go; the responsibility. The worry. The stress. You’ve made your last decision for quite a while. Just leave everything to me.” It was Lady Eleanor.

Her hands stroked my brow in an attempt to ease my panic. I did stop struggling, but my body still trembled. Were they going to use me just for tonight then send me back to the Leather Heel? A part of me clung to hope that it would soon all be over. Another part knew better. John Q had said not to expect anyone to come rescue me. Not from a place where SM play wasn’t really play. And this all happened with the excuse of watching out for my roommate, Malina. But part of me knew better. SM. Once in the blood, it stayed. Now, I was going to get more than my share. I could just as easily stop what was going to happen to me as I could apply the brakes on the car that sped us through the night.

We wound up in an underground garage. Eleanor’s clenched hands on my shoulder and head communicated that I should remain still until the garage door closed. Once it did, things moved fast. The car door whooshed open and another pair of strong hands slid me along the leather seat, feet first, then lifted me up to stand uncertainly in my high heels.

“I didn’t think this one was coming,” said a male voice. “She almost didn’t make it.”

“She’s here now,” Lady Eleanor said. “Let’s get her with the others.”

