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Introduction

Rowena Dulciat, the daughter of Darthganton, the lord of  22nd century Prussia, rebelled against her lineage and sold herself into sexual slavery as a statement of independence.  Then, the sex trades—legalized since the dawn of the century— were prone to flagrant abuses.  Women trafficking in sex were rarely there by choice.  Their profession was reviled, yet tolerated since it served its purpose keeping angry and impatient men civil.   For a woman to make slavery an occupation of choice had been unheard of; though at the time Rowena made her capricious decision, sexual slavery was becoming fashionable for the really daring.  And for the political woman, the sex trades were a legitimate and lucrative means of support.

 Selling her body was never intended to be anything other than a playful lark for the lusty young temptress.  She never desired to make money, or even make a statement for the rights of slaves and women.  Her impulsive choice was in defiance of the tyranny of her father pure and simple.  And yet, in the end, the rebellious daughter spawned a revolution.  

Rowena was the sexual icon of her times.  With her body she paraded carnal lust before the eyes of a world that would have preferred to look the other way.  And with her potent pen and inspired prose she made predictions about the political fortunes of the powerful that had an uncanny way of coming true.  

Hers was a unique mission that had no purpose at all in its inception; though she instilled in the mass consciousness of the race an understanding of sexual power that could not easily be dismissed.   However, in the end it was not the sex she flaunted, but her psychic power that brought her demise.  Sought after by warring tribal lords, she was kidnapped by the most ruthless and smuggled into the mountains of Prussia on the eve of the year 2120.  She resurfaced only briefly when her last writings and her journal were published.  And while she wrote about her abductor in glowing reports, the real truth about her abduction has never been confirmed.  The nature of her mysterious disappearance was the source of speculation by romantics and historians into the new millennium.  

Rowena lived for anarchy, chaos and sex.  Her bold life influenced the behavior, thoughts and governments of her century, reverberating throughout civilized society.  But by the dawn of the 23rd century, a backlash ensued.  Those countries most effected by her outrageous life, those in the southern and eastern climates of Europe, instituted strict policies on sexual activity, regulating sexual slavery with complicated legal contracts and even requiring covenants between personal partnerships, almost a return to the long ceased ritual of marriage.  The effect of these agreements was to divide society into those who practiced sex as libertines, and those who had sex for little more than procreation.  Displays of sexuality were forbidden in public; and slavery with all its accompanying behaviors remained behind the doors of  bordellos and private homes, within the law, but beyond the obvious eye.

This outcome was Rowena’s legacy.   But one she never would have desired.  Her journal was banned for decades.  Much later the scarce volumes that survived became priceless finds for collectors.  But while she was reviled by the institutions she challenged, and her name was written out of most histories, another legacy remains.  The power of her sexual prowess has become legendary, and the story of her escapades still haunts the collective consciousness with its dark imprint.  

Perhaps the power of that second legacy will let her speak again.  Perhaps Rowena Dulciat’s revolution is not doomed, perhaps the seeds of it still exist somewhere in the archives of a Paris antique shop where her words can still be found amidst the pages of her once outlawed journal.   C.D.


Chapter One

Along a row of dusty books in the archives of Gatov’s shop, I found the slim volume between a 21st century historical treatise and a book of poetry—Yeats the poet’s name on the spine of the yellowed piece. Pulling out the journal I wanted, the pages of Yeats fell like dry leaves to the bare oak floor.  I stooped nervously to pick them up and shove them back into their cloth cover.  Replacing the poetry, I tucked the journal under my arm and ambled into the depths of the store, keeping a furtive eye out for anyone who might have followed me.  Though that prospect was unlikely, I was still wise to keep my activity a secret.  I’d seen this journal once before, that time only capturing a single glance at Rowena’s illicit prose when the book had been waved in front of my curious eyes, denounced as one stepping stone on society’s pathway to hell.  To have found another copy of her journal in my brief lifetime made it seem as if I was predestined to hear her message regardless of the judgment heaped upon it.  It’s as though Rowena calls to me from the past, from my grandmother’s generation.  I often imagine that she speaks to me alone.  

With fingers trembling, I opened the frayed pages afraid that they might turn to dust before I could read the printed words.  There in the dark corner of Gatov’s shop I began to read.  Sinking down in a corner window seat, where just a shard of sun struck the opening page, I read with exhilarating expectation her first words. 

. . . As the 22nd century dawned, I was hawked as “good, used wares” in a Prussian storefront.  Flaxen hair, unblemished skin, breasts to pour over for hours, and an ass that will take whatever abuse a master chooses to heap on it both inside and out, so the advertisement for me read.  

Boheme bought me for silver, the second time I was sold as a sexual slave.  Though perhaps it’s wise to recount when I was first purchased, for it might shed some light on my frame of mind as I enter into this new arrangement . . .

At that time I was bought by Charlie Hustle, when the Agreements were first allowed, when there were still protest marches against slavery, but when slaves like me were beginning to find personal liberty through the collars and chains we’d chosen to wear.  

Charlie was loose with me.  I was educated at the cocks of thieves and murderers, who would have murdered me if I hadn’t been such a willing slave.  There were still so many women on the slave market that had been coerced, blackmailed and quite literally forced into servitude, usually for economic reasons.  I suppose I was initially no different than my sister slaves.  My benefactor, Ryne, picked me up in a bar, knowing I was ripe for the marketplace, a runaway with easy standards and a fresh though not virgin body.  Ryne had no idea where I came from, or that he could be jailed in a heartbeat if the wrong person discovered whose daughter he’d brought into the trade.  He didn’t ask questions and I didn’t give him any answers. 

Ryne bought me the black dress and the string of pearls I wore when he thrust me on the stage at the auction.  The only explanation he gave me was I was on my way out of poverty.  “Use yourself well, you’ll be sitting on gold if you’re any good.”  I knew I wasn’t poor and I didn’t care about gold.  My needs for this life have a much deeper meaning, even if the meaning is still unfolding day to day.

That day, I remember how the lights blinded my eyes, a dozen fixed on me and four other women who walked along the runway, while men beyond the lights decided whether they’d make a purchase, or wait for the next auction and better flesh.  I don’t know the fate of the other women since I was led to a private booth where Charlie Hustle waited to inspect me.  He asked me to take off the dress.  A size too small I had to struggle with the zipper on the side.  There were beads of sweat running down my back, like the pearls that hung between my breasts in front.  The room was hot, and Charlie’s eyes only added to that heat.  I stood before him in nothing save that fake strand of beads and black ankle boots.  

“You’ve had more than one man?” he asked, feeling my crotch—I assume to see if I was still a virgin, which, of course, I was not.  

“Yes,” I answered, feeling embarrassed by this exploration, but not ungrateful for the rousing massage. 

“Several?”

“Three,” I replied.

“Lovers or just fucks?” he asked.

“One was a lover, the others were not.”

He pressed his fingers to my bum hole.  Turning me to the side he pushed me down so I was bent over.  He pawed me like meat, shoving several fingers inside my tight rear channel. 

“Taken here?” he asked.

“No.”

“That can be handled.  How about your mouth, you suck cock?”

“Once,” I admitted.

“You’ll get used to it.  How about trussed?”

“Excuse me?”

“Tied, bound, manacled?”

“No, never.”

“Whipped?

“Not for sex.”

“How would you feel about that?” he asked me.

“I don’t know.”

“You like pain?”  Seizing a nipple between two fingers he squeezed it, then twisted it until I cried.  “You’ll get used to that, too.”

I thought he’d use my ass that afternoon the way he kept probing me there.  The sensation was unlike anything I’d ever experienced.  I realized then the personal reward that anal sex would bring, though the opening was dry, untested and seriously tight.  When he stopped I sighed my relief.

Charlie bought me as a gift for his friends and business associates, not that he didn’t use me himself.  Almost every day I brought him off, often with my mouth or in my ass—he broke me in to that.  But never in my cunt.  All the things he’d asked me about in our interview, bondage, whipping and pain, weren’t his fantasy.  He just wanted to be sure I wouldn’t decline his friends their own pleasure.  It’s a good thing I liked it rough, those thugs were chilling at times.  I was strung up to rafters and flogged, my pussy pelted with shots from leather straps, my limbs bound in a dozen ways, and of course I was sexually used by these men with hungry appetites for the sexually demeaning and grotesque.  

My initial response was shock.  My world so far was  pale in its rendition of the sexual act—just open thighs and a thrusting prick and that was all there was to it.  I didn’t realize until the day I was first strung up and flogged that I had a sexual response of my own.  I have to give the perpetrator credit, he was incredibly astute in the art of discipline and pain, not like many of the others who followed him.  He had bulging muscles, which I watched him oil so that they gleamed in the light of the dank cellar where I was tied. I don’t remember his scent.  But the smell of leather and burning lamp oil permeated the stone-walled room with such a pungent aroma, I’ll always remember that combination with a sexual jolt.

He used a cat on my flesh, in-between whispered words that cast a spell of darkness about my brain.  I found an empty place in me where strange and inexplicable thoughts emerge. As he spoke, speaking to me in words dripping with lust about how he was going to love me into pleasure, he slowly drew the talons over my anxious skin, delicately.  When he finished, he snapped the lashes, letting them strike so deep I cried.  Then, with the handle of his tool, he prodded me between my legs, making me dance on the laced strips of leather as though I were dancing on a cock. He shoved it against the opening, as if he expected it to be submerged by my flesh, swallowed whole. But that handle was much too big to penetrate my lady-like orifice.  

Unlike the men who followed him, he took his time.  I thought it hours, but had no way to judge.  My flesh cried out for more as my body peaked.  I didn’t want to go over the edge so quickly because there in my mindless physical bliss, I saw more than stars and fireworks.  A blank darkness hit my heart.  Like having opened a door to another world, I wanted to walk around in that unreality, wherever in my psyche it resided.  But the climax came and died away, and there was just the dank room and the shiny-skinned master awaiting his finale.  Untied afterwards and slumping to the floor, I brought his erection into my mouth and savored each drop of semen that spilled out on my lips.  

He was the best in my initiation to sexual slavery.  The rest who followed did much the same with ropes and whips and cocks, but none with the finesse of this man.  My gratitude for his careful attention remains with me for it was the first clue that this occupation would take me to unexpected places.  

With his words prompting me, I learned to receive humiliation and pain and find the physical triumph in that.  I learned that I was made for this kind of life, when before it had been little more than a kid’s prank.  This one dominant man made all the abuse at the hands of Charlie Hustle’s indigent accomplices something that inspired me.  I’m sure I wouldn’t have known even half the satisfaction I’ve realized if I hadn’t submitted to those delicious whispers.  I’d have never known the first stirrings of that other-worldly dimension floating inside my thoughts. 

“Ah! My cherie, feel my heart against you and my groin. Beat with me.  Let the pulse overwhelm you.  Dive down.  Faint.  Let me inside you.  Beat with me”

Even as I write those words they have the power to woo me to sex and engage my aspirations to greater things than me alone.

Charlie Hustle used me until he used me up.  Then I was out on the street; he didn’t see anything to gain by taking me to an auction.  Only the fresh flesh was taken before the crowds, the rest of us were deposited in the squalid regions of the city.  Though I was supposed to have a pocket full of money, mine were empty.  I’d been a slave for Charlie in Paris, Brussels and Lyon, but was picked up on the street shortly after Charlie quit me and was taken by train to the Prussian capital.  So close to my native territory, I feared being recognized, but I wasn’t given the opportunity to protest.  My abductor would have never believed me if I told him who I was.  

I was stupid to fall for this new slave master’s lies.  Probably because of the last scenario with Charlie, I was weaker than usual, my mind not functioning.  Otherwise, I would have walked right out of that dangerous neighborhood and found another life.  But the last flogging, the last abuse and the final fuck left me so bruised and battered that I looked good for nothing but a workhouse.  If I’d have looked in a mirror then, I’d probably have given up on myself.  

That’s how, just days ago as a new millennium dawned, I happened to be in the Prussian storefront with a dozen other used women, waiting for a savior or a demon to pluck me from that milieu and take me into the next.  

I feel lucky now to have been chosen by Boheme, when he could have chosen far fairer and less used women than me.  It might just be my imagination, wishful thinking perhaps, but as he carefully made his purchase—and he was very careful—I felt some connection with this man, even with his soul.  Sometimes, however, I wonder if I haven’t gone a little crazy after the three years with Charlie, so crazy I’m imagining things that are simply not true.  

There was no longer sunlight coming through the window shining on the corner window seat.  The afternoon had withered away.  Sounds of people hustling home, while heard on the street, did not reach my quiet corner of Gatov’s shop, so I remained undisturbed.  I could have read until I finished the journal, but there were no lights near this cramped berth, and I was already straining my eyes to see.  Besides, after what I’d read, my crotch was anxious for something I wouldn’t dare to do, even if this secluded nook seemed private.  

By my watch it was nearly six.  Gatov would close the shop in a few minutes, and I was afraid that I’d lose my opportunity to read the rest of Rowena’s words.  On hearing the proprietor’s footsteps, I impulsively stuffed the journal into my pants.  I couldn’t chance putting it in my bag where it might have been found.  But I could be reasonably certain that I’d arrive at my apartment with it undetected.  The huge sweater I wore over top of my pants would hide the bulky shape at my belly.  Apt place it was for Rowena’s journal.  

“You’ve been here a long time,” Gatov said.  The aging clerk had always fascinated me.  A substantial man with a virile body, he seemed such an unlikely candidate to spend hours with these old things from before the last reorganization.  “What’s so fascinating about my shop?”

“Many things, from a reporter’s mentality,” I replied.  “I’ve been lost in here before.”

He nodded, understanding my interest in the past considering his own.

“Can I assume your research will amount to something?” he asked.

“I’m not yet sure.  I don’t know if my editor is as interested in the topic as I am.  I doubt I can get anything about Rowena Dulciat and her revolution published.

“But it might be interesting to see.”

“Yes, for those of us that value who she was.”

Gatov nodded, as if saying he understood my longing for that other time.  “Well, you’ll have to leave, I’m closing.”

I nodded this time, and gathering my things I exited the shop returning to the real world and the present century.

I was glad that many of the artifacts from Rowena’s time were now considered treasures even if they’d been contraband when they were new—contraband even fifty years ago.  At least now, times have changed, society is a little more enlightened.  These things can be admired and studied and collected for their monetary value, even though there are many who still consider Rowena’s thoughts as dangerous as they were in her time.  To have the journal, the manifesto that spawned such a great uprising, in my possession would have branded me a libertine, a moniker that I was not yet ready to assume.  Of course, to take the priceless work from Gatov’s store would brand me a thief as well—a fact that could draw a greater penalty to me than my lust.  Though Rowena had begun to assume a favored status for the avant-garde, it was still safe to assume that singing that rebel’s praises might have an unfortunate affect on my social standing.  What I planned to do with the journal, other than read it, savoring each word like a blessing from heaven, I wasn’t sure.  All I was certain of was that without my knowing why, it became imperative to me that I peer into the journal and know the woman who remained in my heart a private hero.

There is such a strata in my century.  Often I’ve wished it were different, like when the sexual servitude and slavery of women and men were not regulated as thoroughly as they’ve come to be.  Then, it was possible to be both a libertine and an ordinary woman.  Some things could be done in secret, and no one would know.  Knowing that it’s necessary for women to declare themselves one way or the other, I felt caught in a duplicitous lie.  To the world, I remained pure from tawdry lusts.  And yet as these things bubbled to the surface, I wondered how long I’d keep the driving need in me quiet.  I was afraid my journalist’s instincts to publish my thoughts would eventually get me in trouble.

Going home that night, I found my partner, Logan, reading the newspaper almost as furtively as I’d been reading the journal that remained lodged in my pants.  I told him I had to pee, which was an excuse to rush to the bedroom where I could hide the journal.  With the volume of lust safely hidden in my treasure chest beneath the second loose board under the bed, I threw the heavy wool rug back over the compartment.  Completing my turn in the bath, I returned to the dayroom to greet Logan.

He’d been after me to make our relationship official so we could receive the benefits of a partnership contract.  Giving me a hundred reasons why we should take this step, I could still not see one good enough to sway me. I was content to share his room and have sex with him as often as I could engage him in the act. He was much steadier than me; and I considered him a good foil from my more exotic talents and choices.  We often joked that he kept me from flying away, or worse yet, going crazy.  

Horny as I was at the moment, however, I planned to make him a little crazy before I returned to a more sane existence.

Straddling his lap, his newspaper crunched underneath me.  I leaned in, my long dark curls, floating in front of my face, my black eyes peering out from underneath, my red lips moving closer to his lips.  With a kiss to his mouth, he accepted my advance without much protest even though he was annoyed that I’d interrupted his evening ritual with the wide world of news.  By evening, I’d always had enough of it.  After long hours on the paper editing copy, I was too fed up with it to read the final results.  I certainly never paid any attention to the stories I’d written.  Even so, at least part of the message always seemed to seep into my brain cells anyway.

I did a lap dance on Logan’s thighs, one that reminded me of out-moded flicks that are posted on the telly wire, some hacker retrieving them off the old Net.  They are grainy pieces, but erotic ones of women in little sequin brassieres and thin bottoms, pushing their groins into men’s. You can only assume the penises are hard, or becoming that way—just like Logan’s was at that moment—and they’d be getting skin to skin, erections slipping inside slippery holes.  I wish public places like those hadn’t been outlawed.  But they say we have a safer sexual climate with the regulations and sex businesses strictly in private.  Being a journalist, I’d hear stories of places like the ones in the pictures; they’re still considered private, but it hardly takes much to get an invitation.  In my mind, while I danced on Logan’s lap, I was thinking of being in one of those sex joints.

It took a while for Logan to respond to me, not physically, but mentally.  He hated interruptions.  The ruse was only good if I could short circuit his other plans with enough erotic enticement to have him sexually activated.  I planned to take him off to bed, or at the very least, get a good ride on his erection right where he was, whatever happened fastest because I had such a rip-roaring need.  He put up with me and my sex-crazed behavior. Though I knew that I rode a fine line between having him as a legal partner, and having him bolt on me.   

“You shouldn’t be doing this,” he told me.

“Why not?” I spat like a sassy cat.  I was in heat, tearing off my sweater so he could see my breasts and press his head between them. Logan particularly loved that part of my anatomy so I knew he’d get past his objections.  Just in the nick of time too.  I felt the first orgasmic wave when he buried his face between the bouncing mounds. When his hands squeezed hard, I jerked hard against him, my head dropping back so I felt my hair tickle my rear.

Logan shot off afterwards groaning softly.  He pushed me off just after he came.  I’d crumpled his paper. 

“You might want to get a hold on your lust,” he said, as he looked up at my nakedness.  

He was zipping his pants, zipping away all that fine meat.  I might have licked it dry if he weren’t in such a hurry to get it over with.  

“Why?” I asked.

“Because you’re dabbling in dangerous territory,” he said.

“Dangerous, why?  It’s between you and me.”

“It defies the regulations.  Sometimes I think you’d rather play in that element than the proper one.”

“You mean, I’d rather be a sexual deviant?” I smiled naughtily at him.

“Yeah, look at you.”

“Well, wouldn’t that be a fine fix? You find out something nasty like that after you’ve signed papers linking me with you for the next five years.”  I waltzed away, sashaying my bouncing ass before his eyes.


Chapter Two

“Chloe, get your ass in here!” Ginnis barked across the city room over the telly conversations that made the room a din of aggravated sound. 

  I looked up over the top of my rimless glasses seeing my editor looking like a fat devil as he stood flushed faced in front of the foreman’s office.  There was a new administrator.  Damn! What a moment for introductions.

Five minutes later—five minutes too late as far as Ginnis was concerned—I was settling into the leather office chair in front of a wide wood desk I’d viewed from my side a dozen times in my stint on the paper.  

“Max Gatov,” an official looking sort of guy stood to shake my hand.  I rose just enough to accommodate his need for this formality.

“Gatov?  Humm.  The name’s familiar,” I said, thinking it odd that he shared his name with the proprietor of my favorite antiquities shop.  “So you’re the new magistrate.”

He looked almost as if he was going to laugh at me, calling him magistrate.

“Administrator,” he corrected me.

“Yeah, I know the routine,” I said.

“Cockiness makes for good reporters,” he stated.  He was complimenting me and commenting on my lack of formality.  Max Gatov was a sure of himself know-it-all.  Having him pegged from the outset, I knew all I needed to know about him to figure how I’d treat him.  Though he did have supreme power over me as a lowly beat reporter and copy editor, I wasn’t going to let that get in the way of my personal schemes. The paper was one place where a slightly off-beat woman like myself had a lot of latitude.  There was so much rough stuff on the streets we reported, no one expected me to be prim and polite the way good women are suppose to be.

“Thanks,” I replied.

“Let me inform you, Chloe, is it?”

“Chloe Duchet, yes.”

“I’m a hands-on administrator.  Which means, I’ll be looking over your shoulder much more than you probably want me to.  Don’t be hassled by it, because I’m not going to change the way I work.  I have a reputation of getting loose organizations like this one running smoothly.”

“I didn’t realize that we didn’t run smoothly,” I added to the conversation, showing off my flippant frame of mind.

“I don’t think that anyone around here knows what smooth is,” he said. 

My god, he was breathtakingly stern.  He had professorial arrogance: brown close cropped hair, a burrowing pair of eyes, the appearance as black to me as the bottle of new ink on his desk, and a sculptured face so handsome that it was hard to look at and not feel a little embarrassed—much the way you feel embarrassed when you’re caught looking at someone with a disfigured body.  I tried keeping my eyes from looking too fixed.  The saving grace was his elegant cool, which would keep me and everyone else perpetually distant. He said “hands-on” but I knew what he really meant.  He’d be as hands-off as all the other administrators until something didn’t go his way.  Then he’d barge in with fear flying to the four corners of the city room and blame the mess on the peons like me who do the lion’s share of work with little guidance and lots of freedom because we’re used to having to make our own decisions.

“I’m game for whatever you have in mind, Gatov, or is it Max?  Be straight with me.”

“Either one’s fine.  You’ll be calling me a lot less complimentary things before our association is over.”

“Hey, we’ve hardly met and you’re speaking of endings?”

“I only meant that to make a point.”

I challenged him as much as I could.  I wanted him to think I was a challenge, not readily won over, a woman he’d have to either coddle, or out and out fight for control.  Though I can be very easy, I refused to lose ground with any man.  Still, I wouldn’t go too far, since I suspect he had the authority to fire anyone who he thought would be too difficult for his plans.

“Do you always walk in the door and warn people away from you?” I asked him.

“I walk in the door and take control,” he replied.  “I know newspaper people, trained observers.  You’re casing me out as much as I’m figuring you out.  You’re stubborn, willful and hardheaded, with a sad streak of vulnerability and inherent kindness to people you like.  Don’t think you’ll get away with anything on me, Ms. Duchet.”

