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Prologue … 

A Study in Seduction

A night not fit for man nor beast…driving rain, a fickle wind, and lies that chase her down the street. Looking for a place to hide, she stumbles into the close confines of teeming patrons in the neighborhood bar, swallowed whole by its anonymous humanity. She breathes a sigh of relief, just briefly, before being jostled toward the back, through the sweat, the smoke, the beer and booze, the loud talk and louder laughter. Everything clouds her senses, everything fogs her brain.

No place to stand or sit or find a drink, until spotting an empty seat in the last booth, she finally lands with a thud on the hard wood seat.

“A double Scotch, no ice, please,” she calls to an indifferent waitress, three feet off. The saucy redhead turns around flipping her ponytail and glaring. 

“There’s an extra twenty if I can get it now, right now…” she looks up smiling meekly. Her body is slender, but womanly. Desire clings to it like the rain clinging to her dress and coat.

The waitress eyes her critically through her scraggly bangs, finally shrugging, “What the heck,” she turns around and disappears. 

“Ahem.” 

The sound of a man purposefully clearing his throat makes the windblown blonde turn toward the wall. She is not alone!

“Oh, my. I’m sorry!” Her eyebrows furrow miserably. “There just wasn’t anywhere else to go, and my feet are killing me…I thought the booth was empty…” she rattles on, flustered and annoyed. 

“Well then, you can stay,” he calmly allays the anxious woman. Maybe a tad condescending, but his smile is genuine. “I’m Martin.”

“Thanks, really. Thanks. I’m Sarah.” She settles in a bit. But after quickly apprising her host, she almost rather he kick her out. The smooth-talking darkly handsome type make her nervous, and though she’s used to men like this, she has reason to be frightened of their motives. The fact that he speaks with a British accent only complicates the issue. 

Reaching into her purse, she pulls out her last Marlboro Light. But before the lighter reaches the tip of her cigarette, the man reaches out and plucks it from between her fingers. 

“What?”

“Can’t stand the smoke,” he explains. 

But the bar is filled with smoke, which she would hasten to point out, but she’s too aghast to think of anything to say. 

“My table, my rules,” he adds.

Something about the authority behind the comment makes her blush, chagrinned now. She sits back in awe, while that first flutter of desire calls up feelings she hadn’t expected to feel, not here, not now. How easily captured. How easily charmed. She observes him more carefully. He’s all about precision. A starched shirt, neat manicure, even a simple gold pinky ring with a black stone on his right hand. He wears no tie, obviously having dressed down for the early evening.

“So what is Sarah hiding from on a night like this?” he asks, just casual banter. 

“Hiding?” Her blush deepens.

“Ah, so, I’m right.” He looks amused.

“Right about what?”

“Sorry, if I sound presumptuous, but you look like a woman with a lot of regret.”

“Yes. Well. Am I all that different from any other woman?”

The waitress appears and slaps the double Scotch on the table successfully killing his reply. She takes a sip of her drink, then a generous gulp, feeling the liquor burn all the way down her throat. The alcohol works fast. Within a minute’s time, the last hard edges of reality slip away. Even the stranger’s cold clear eyes begin to blur before her and she sees little but the warm smile on his lips below. 

“So, what else do I look like to you?” she asks. The liquor starts to speak, giving rise to a natural compulsion for toying with men like this one. Her flustered fright and lost look have been replaced by something more sultry, even a little wicked.

“I see a flirt, an unrepentant tease who likes to pay for the privilege.”

Her mind swims a little too much. “I have no idea what that means.”

“Sure you do.” He laughs easily, then bluntly says: “You look like you want to get laid.”

“Geez.” She shakes her head, embarrassed but titillated. “You sure don’t waste any time. Are you always so blunt when you’re on the prowl?”

“I’m sorry. It’s just an observation, that’s all. As pleasant as that idea might be, when I finish my beer, I’m going home to bed, to sleep. The table’s yours.”

“Ah! So I can smoke all I want,” she teases.

“Yes, you can smoke all you want.”

The teasing twinkle in his eye makes her want him. But he is too cool, too pretty to be what she needs. She likes her men as rough as she likes her sex. 

Light-headed and horny, she keeps probing for the fun of it, because she can’t help herself. Freedom like this is hard to come by in her life. “But if you were available…”

“You want an honest answer?”

She likes the way he looks at her; the way he paints every expression with untainted sincerity. He’s the worst kind of man, the most dangerous, the kind that can have her heart tidily wrapped up with a bow before she understands that he’s just stringing her along. 

“Why not? I’m tired and lonely and all ears,” she says with a heavy sigh. “I mean, this is all just hypothetical anyway, since you’ve ruled out a sordid tryst. So, if you were available…?”

He sits back looking amused. “You’d have to be a special kind of woman to interest me.”

“And…what kind of woman is that?”

“I was divorced fifteen years ago and have been a bachelor ever since. I’m not an easy man to love, nor is sex particularly easy for the women I bed. I’m not sure you want to pry any further.”

“Oh, but now you have me really interested…” She bats her lashes. It’s the drink talking now, and she knows this. Otherwise she’d never be so bold with a stranger. 

“Interested? I’m not so sure,” he’s still smiling, but now in a cagey sort of way. “When it comes to women and sex, I don’t compromise on what I want. I can be rude, abusive, bordering on sadistic. The woman who wants me better be prepared to surrender. If I have to work through her resistance, I will. But I’ve never backed down from a good battle, and I’ve never lost a battle that I wanted to win….” Seeing how her eyes widen, he stops. “You look surprised.”

“I am.” But not in the way he figures. 

“Oh, it gets worse,” he warns. “I’ve been known to slap a woman if she’s earned it. I’ve spanked, humiliated, and hogtied petulant bitches until they are ready to behave. But I expect the woman I sleep with to want that, and love me for my unyielding demands. Relationships are on my terms; they fit into my schedule to suit my needs. I wouldn’t bother with anything else.”

By the time he gets to the slapping part, she’s as uneasy as a leaf clinging to its branch in an autumn breeze. He’s not so sweet now, so perfect, so polished. But a man with harder edges emerging from inside the carefully starched clothes. 

“What, cat got your tongue?”

“You’re not much of a romantic, are you?” she says a little dazedly. She’s practically panting, breathless, hungry with desire. All this is unspoken, though he certainly knows this turns her on. 

“It’s all in the eye of the beholder, Sarah. If I get my needs met, well, then I can be tender.” His voice, his face, his delivery softens now. “I can hold a woman when she needs to cry, I can listen for hours to her tall tales. And I’m more than willing to sit down to candlelight dinners.” He lets that sink in, and adds at last: “Well, now that you know who I am and what I want, maybe it’s time you moved on to the real conquest of your night.”

She jumps on that. “Conquest? You think that’s the reason I’m here?”

“You deny it? It’s what you planned in the back of your mind. You’ve had a bad day, and right now you’ve got a look on your beautiful face that takes men to bed.”

She smiles, clearly befuddled. “Well, just certain men,” she needs to clarify, though she denies nothing. Her ears are burning, her heart strained like a bowstring.

“Certain men? What does that mean? Men like me, perhaps?”

He drills her so hard with that remark that her cheeks redden instantly. “Maybe,” she flirts back. Her voice is soft, appealing and seductive. “But you’re unavailable, and if I were a sensible woman I’d go home and snuggle in with a good book.” All she can do now is snuggle into the hardwood seat, her body billowing beyond its skin, breasts jiggling under cashmere, cleavage drawing the eye of men who slyly watch from the sidelines, even as Martin, the sexy stranger, keeps his eyes firmly fixated on her face. 

“But you won’t go home. Because you’re not about doing the sensible thing.”  

Now his voice has lowered to that mysterious baritone that turns her pussy wet. Men have dropped that veil of darkness over her too many times not to feel it coming and welcome the sensuous feeling it engenders.

“But this is all still hypothetical, isn’t it?” she reminds him.

“That’s right. Nothing’s changed.”

“But if, hypothetically,” her mind wanders on, “you wanted me, and you were available…how would you seduce me?” 

He thinks deliberately with only a hint of a smirk, his eyes pressing their advantage as he speaks slowly, vibrating now from a lower rhythm and sounding not nearly as dismissive as he did before. “I wouldn’t bother with a seduction, Sarah. I’d be more direct than that. I’d tell you to go to the ladies room. If you want to give yourself up to me for a few hours, you take off your clothes, everything…then put your coat back on, letting it slide slowly over your naked skin so you feel it moving against your flesh.”

She’s trembling as he speaks, imagining her coat sliding over her naked shoulders.

“You could pretend you belong to me and that I’ll punish you soundly if you disobey. By the time you left the ladies room with your clothes stuffed in your purse, wearing nothing but the coat, you’d be wild with need, your desire unbridled. As you move back to the table, your knees would be knocking in fear, your breath would be short. You’d be biting your lip, nervous and terrified. But you would be conquered long before I laid a hand on you. If you wanted me, Sarah, that’s what you’d do.”

He finishes talking and she can barely feel a thing except her anxious heart. Everything collides together: his voice, the clinking glassware, the laughter rising through the bar, her raw emotions and all her lies. They’ve chased her down and caught her, yanking on her shoulder like a spoiled child…but in this man’s company, it’s easy to shrug them off. The lies drift from her thoughts with the alluring Martin whoever-he-is too inviting to disregard. 

“That’s a very tempting fantasy, Martin.”

“Is it?” He feigns surprise. “Turn you on?”

“I suppose.”

“Where?”

“Where?”

“Between your thighs?” he asks.

“Of course.” She’s mesmerized by his every nuanced move.

“Where else?”

“My mouth…I taste it,” comes out in no more than a whisper.

“You smell your own juices, too?”

She shakes her head, glancing around, “Too much smoke, but I can imagine them.”

“You’re imagining them how?”

“Strong. Very strong.”

“And what IF I were available now?” he leans in closer.

She snuggles further back in the seat. The heat of the liquor and his probing eyes make her flesh hot. Her answer comes out in the same breathy whisper. “Well then, I suppose I’d go to the ladies room and take off my clothes…and return to you in nothing but my coat.”

Heart thudding. Loud. Obnoxiously loud…Inside her head and eyes, her chest, her randy, juice-soaked cunt.

“You look very ready, Miss Anonymous Sarah. You really think you’re all that brave?”

“So, going home to bed no longer suits you?” she coyly asks.

“I think a change in plans would suit me just fine,” he replies.

“Woah! You are serious.” If she could back up further she would. 

But his commanding eyes drill her to the back of the seat. She can feel their power taking her beyond this place. Her body seems to lift right off the chair, while he leans back against the high-backed booth and casually finishes his beer.

“You will be here when I return?”

“I am trustworthy to a fault. Of course, you won’t know that until you try me.”

Foolish. Foolhardy. Flustered. Frightened. She makes her way through the crowd again, toward the back hall this time, staggering dazedly into the ladies room and into the stall, shedding her clothes down to nothing but her panties before her mind computes what she’s doing. A slick red fingernail slips under the waistband of her panty, but she stops there, against his orders, deciding she’s done enough. She can’t make herself go further. Is it rebellion or just fear that makes her falter? But the faltering only lasts a second. She quickly threads her arms through the camelhair coat, remembering to feel the smooth silk lining against her skin. The crotch of her panties is soaked now. She cinches the belt like a corset, tight and unyielding, then, after stuffing her clothes into her purse, she makes her way back through the crowded bar toward the table and a moment of reckless possibilities, deviant promiscuity. 

Her head is down as she pushes her way through the bodies, clutching her coat so it doesn’t open. Her eyes are almost closed, although she can see the tops of her red high heels when she walks: the rounded toes, the inlaid leather, straight from Paris. Feeling her way more by intuition than sight, she finally looks up ready to smile at her handsome stranger. Instead, her smile abruptly fades and she turns a ghastly white, the spell broken just that fast. 

The blue-eyed smooth-talking stranger is gone, in his place a sea of alien faces peering out from the depths of the booth, their booth now, wondering with smirking defiance what the hell she wants. 

“I’m right here.”

She hears his whisper and her attention is abruptly deflected. But is this just her imagination? When she tries to turn around, a determined hand pushes her forward through the crowd and the merriment, right past the fear, the guilt and her better judgment, into the street. She looks both ways seeing no sign of danger anywhere on that boulevard. 

The hotel is old, smelling of roses past their prime and fine woodwork. Distinguished. Elite. A little shabby, it too is past its prime, but pleasingly quaint, and to her relief, dimly, erotically lit. 

The walls absorb the lies she carries with her. They allow her secrets and will bury them with the secrets of all the late night rendezvous that have gone before hers. 

The lights are low in the fourth floor room. The carpet is plush, the chairs deep and the mattress high and welcoming. 

He sinks down in the comfort of an old armchair and unbuttons another button on his shirt.

“How rough do you want it, Sarah?” he asks.

She stands before him mesmerized, and without batting an eye says: “Sometimes very rough, sir.” She regrets calling him sir; it conveys too much, but it’s out of her mouth before she thinks.

But he moves on swiftly. “Take off the coat.”

She gulps visibly, nervous but driven. It’s just a sash, a simple sash, and with it untied, the coat easily falls away to disclose the sinful revelation of her errant panties and everything that is Sarah plainly exposed.

He stares at her crotch, deliberately, his eyes gliding right over the wealth of her generous breasts and the lovely curve of her slim waist and shapely hips. 

“I don’t remember making an exception for your panties,” he says coldly. “I suppose I should just walk out the door and assume that you were toying with me. I thought I was clear as glass.”

“You were, sir. I’m sorry.”

“But you refuse me?”

“No, sir, I was petrified.”

“And you’re petrified now?”

She hesitates. “Sort of, maybe, but not as much.”

“Come closer, Sarah.”

He’s stern and gentle and unwavering, and she trembles at the sound of his curt voice. She obeys him, inching forward until she’s right in front of him, so close that she can smell his breath and feel the drum beat of energy he exudes. 

She feels his hands on her hips, his fingers sliding deftly under the waistband of her panties, and the firm assurance he uses to draw them down to uncover the last of her secrets. Her trembling deepens as he gazes at the neatly shaped ‘V’ with its soft curls and the pink valley between, shining now with juices seeping onto her flushed skin. 

Her panties fall to the floor.

“Pick them up,” the stranger says. 

She backs up a step, feeling wobbly and faint, but manages to bend down and pluck the featherweight lace from the floor. She holds out her hand to show him what she found, and with her apprehensions mounting, she relinquishes the bit of fabric and watches as the stranger pockets them in his pants. 

“Now on your knees and crawl,” he orders. 

“Crawl where?” 

“Crawl where I can see you,” his voice like a bitter wind.

She drops to her knees and moves slowly in a circle in front of him, her hands and knees sinking into the thick plum-colored carpet. Crawling demeans her in his eyes, but she doesn’t feel as demeaned as she feels strangely aroused. By the time she returns to him, his zipper is already down. With little effort, she takes his throbbing erection into her mouth and lovingly laves the fragrant skin. The moist sweet scent of an aroused man wafts into her nose, sustaining the deviant pleasure in serving him. 

He leans back and sighs as her blowjob continues, as her mouth covers his organ, and her lips slide down the shaft drawing him deeper, deeper, deeper into her body.

When he suddenly pushes her back, she fears she’s failed him.

“You had to make me do this, didn’t you, Sarah?”

Do what?

Punish her for the panties. 

He pulls them from his pocket, holding the smelly lace in front of her nose. 

“Open your mouth,” he says and when she does, he shoves the cloth inside. Rising from the chair, he lifts her by the arm and pushes her to the bed. “Ass high, Sarah. And no screaming, even if this hurts.”

Of course, it’s going to hurt. Punishment hurts. And this one hurts especially. He only had a few rules and already she’s broken a very simple one. She watches him only long enough to see him draw the belt from his pants. But as he takes aim, her eyes close, and her fists clench and her ass cheeks tense. 

Smack! He delivers his message with powerful force, then repeats the action again and again and again. The hits come on fast, in a fury that leaves her breathless. She groans beneath the lashing belt, squirming in pain, writhing miserably but remaining in place. She should be frightened of this man’s power over her mind and body, and yet she craves every hurtful smack on her soft ass cheeks. She dwells now in a land where retribution like this will absolve her, cleanse her and make all things right. For all the fear and trembling, all the hurt and pain, she will not alter what fate blessed her with this night. She will take all the stranger metes out because he’s justified in what he does; she’s earned every blow.

But then his energy shifts. 

She can feel the change coming over him as he drifts away from righteous indignation back to arousal, to pleasure, to sex… The belt suddenly disappears, and the sex comes on her strong, plunged deep into her valley, into her pussy, into her core. He grabs her ass cheeks in his fists as he fucks her from behind, using her, taking her, being brutal to the very end when his fucking cock at last explodes, shooting rivers of his essence deep into her body. 

She explodes too, becoming as thoughtless and self-absorbed as he is in the end, out for her pleasure, her satisfaction, her needs satisfied. As much as she’s given to him, she wants for herself in return. 

They collapse to the bed exhausted and he pulls the panties from her mouth. She gasps gratefully. 

“I might let you dress when you leave here, Sarah. But you’ll leave the panties in the room.”

“Yes, sir,” she weakly returns. 

They lay silently, letting their thoughts swim, and a bevy of questions and feelings slide away, as the real world finally comes back to them. Reality hits her hard: what she’s done; what an easy lay she is; what an easy surrender her stranger won from her. Lies. Regret. Guilt. Pile on. 

“I really have to go,” she suddenly, nervously, jumps from the bed. 

“So quickly, Sarah?” he asks, quite kindly. Not even a hint of the exploitive tyrant he took such pleasure in becoming minutes ago obscures his amiable spirit. 

“Yes, really. I shouldn’t be here in the first place.”

He snickers knowingly then rises from the bed to find his clothes. 

When did he shed them? she wonders, as she looks up and stares at his firm body. Fucking feels like eons ago. Her ass may be sore later but she feels none of the punishment now – as if the fucking and punishment never happened and their time together was no more than a dream. 

She dresses quickly in the rumpled clothes she pulls from her handbag. 

She wants to run from the room and pretend the affair never happened, but when she looks up, he’s standing in front of the door, blocking her exit. Coolly. Casually. Handsomely. A quiet concern on his face. 

“So what’s your name, Sarah, your whole name?” he asks earnestly. 

“Sarah Strathorn.” She runs her hand through her messed up hair. She’s trying to compose herself, though she’s about to cry. 

“Martin Finch.” He pulls his business card from his pocket and stuffs it in her hand. 

Does he want to see her again? she wonders. 

“Whether you choose to believe this or not, Martin, I don’t do this. In fact, I’ve never done this, never a one-night-stand, ever.” She groans. “My God, that sounds so sleazy.”

This seems to trouble him. “So why now? Fate, you think?”

“I couldn’t answer that. There are so many explanations, but I can’t go searching for them now.” She’s bleeding regret from her wounded heart. “I never should have. My life is too complicated. And I’m…I’m…”

“I know, Sarah,” he comes back, gently laying a hand on her cheek. “You’re attached. Meaningfully attached, and this was a big mistake.”

“Oh, but not a bad mistake; it was good for me. I really mean that.” She clutches the business card tightly in her fist, then lifts it, opening her palm wide. “But I can’t keep this,” she hands it back – although not before she sees his name in print, Martin Finch, Attorney At Law.

“All right then, I guess we’d better go. You take care, Sarah Strathorn.” His look of concern seems to set her in motion one more time. 

She shifts gears, suddenly saddened and shamed. Her lies are banging down the door having finally found her. If only she could escape out the back, but there is no back door. Just home. Just home and the bed of thorns waiting for her there.


Chapter One … 

In Alexander’s House  

Her senses were acutely alive when she walked in the door of her husband’s house. Was that the fault of Martin Finch and the last several hours? Had he so awakened her? Or was there something in ethers she was typically attuned to that made the hairs at the nape of her neck stand on end? She felt the oddness in the air immediately, but she didn’t have time to respond before her world crashed in around her: Alexander striding from the back of the house to greet her, as if he’d been lying in wait. She believed, later, that it was simply coincidental, or maybe fate, that they met as she arrived home. Nearly midnight, on any other night he would have assumed that his wife was in her bed, reading a book before she turned out the light. 

“Sarah!” he looked aghast. “Where in God’s name have you been?”

She stared at her husband taking in the essence of him and feeling petrified. Alexander was of average build with thick dark wavy hair. There was nothing spectacular about his bearing, until one caught sight of his intense eyes, the color of smoke. Some women say they smolder; others are simply mesmerized by their awesome ability to draw a woman’s attention, making her instantly self-conscious – probably because she is creaming her panties. He has that kind of effect, naturally, not something he deliberately developed. But he had learned to use his power to his advantage. Even now, Sarah could feel herself spontaneously responding to his fiendish charisma.

“I was…was out with friends.” She hesitated too long to sound believable, inviting his further questions. 

“What friends?” he peered at her suspiciously.

“No one you know,” she shied away from the question, hoping he’d simply let her go. 

“That’s impossible,” he retorted. “I know everyone you know.”

“Or maybe not,” she sassed back. 

Alexander was on her and not letting up. “I smell the lie, Sarah.”

“Then smell all you like. I’m tired now and I’m going to bed.”

She started to pass by him, but before she’d taken a full stride, he reached out and grabbed her hair, jerking her back and hauling her through the corridor to the kitchen. He slammed her against the cabinets between the refrigerator and the stove. 

“Where…were…you?” Leering. Angry. His cold grey eyes shooting arrows. His palm was at her chest holding her against the wood. 

“I said I was out.” She could barely breathe. “I’m not going to say another word.”

“Well, that’s going to be a problem for Sarah, isn’t it? I am your husband and you owe me the truth.”

She hadn’t felt like she owed him anything for the last two of their ten year marriage. She was too flustered now for a cogent lie, stupidly thinking as she entered the house that she wouldn’t have to lie at all. Normally, she snuck in through the basement door when she arrived home late, just to avoid scenes like this. Had Martin Finch done this to her? Made her forget the protocols that ran her life and the villain who enforced them? She was strangely shaken when she left that posh hotel and made her way to the car, but by the time she arrived home, a feeling of calm had replaced the fear and the focus necessary to keep the delicate balance between husband and wife from tipping dangerously. She entered the house failing to take the usually precautions.

“I have nothing to say, Alexander,” she came back tersely. She realized that her failure to answer for her whereabouts only sealed a miserable outcome to this unfortunate adventure. But she was damned either way, since the truth would only have tried, convicted and sentenced her to a fate far worse than what he would do to her now.

Chloe, Alexander’s favorite house slave, was standing at the far door looking on, about to turn away when she caught his eye.

“No, stay,” the tone of his voice made the woman freeze.

“I don’t wish to interrupt, sir,” the polite brunette said, still trying to gracefully back away. 

“No, it’s really okay.” He spoke to the girl, while keeping his eyes purposefully focused on his wife. “Mrs. Strathorn is going to require my immediate attention. Since she is part of this household, it is only right that those who share our home understand the conflict she is currently responsible for…and take part in the measures to correct the situation. Who else is available now?” he turned toward Chloe.

“What do you mean, sir?” the girl was still clueless, and more than a little afraid.

Meanwhile, Sarah leaned back horrified by the implications of her husband’s speech. She might have wrenched herself from his obdurate grasp, though with one of her husband’s hands on her chest, the other clutching her arm, she sensed, rightly, that to extricate herself from Alexander wouldn’t be possible save for an all out war – one she hadn’t the strength to fight at this hour. 

“Which of my staff is still awake?” he answered the girl, impatiently. 

“Well, I suppose we all are, sir. Sasha just finished in the kitchen. Dee and Margaret are getting ready for bed the last I knew.”

“Then bring them here.”

“Yes, sir,” and she scurried off. 

“Alexander, please let me go,” Sarah tried again. Efforts to wiggle out of his hold were met with unbending resolve, just as she feared. 

“You think you can weasel out of this, you’re wrong.”

He suddenly spun his wife around and held her hands in his while pushing her about the kitchen looking for something to secure them at her waist. He found duct tape in a nearby drawer and had her wrists securely bound behind her back within seconds, effectively denying her any means of revolt. 

“Alexander, please! Let’s take this upstairs,” she tried appealing to protocols they had lived by since their marriage began. The ‘help’ had never been privy to the on-going power struggle between husband and wife. Alexander had wanted them to believe that he and Sarah had the perfect Dominant-submissive relationship. He’d even held up his wife as an example of the ideal submissive, one to which the girls should aspire to be, even though she’d failed to be particularly submissive since their ‘falling out’ three years before. 

Their once harmonious D/s relationship had taken an abrupt left turn when Alexander decided to exercise his right as lord and master – which had been clearly written into her marriage contract – by employing a house staff that would be as overtly submissive to him as his wife was. He did this without consulting her; he didn’t have to, since he was the master of his realm. She should have anticipated such a move; after all he’d mentioned it several times before initiating his ‘master’ plan. 

He never explicitly detailed his intentions, nor did she ever anticipate the shocking turns they took.

And when Sarah unexpectedly walked in on him fucking Chloe in his private rooms, suddenly the magic that had brought them together vanished. When she later learned that this was not the first time he’d fucked the help, any loyalty to their marriage died. Although she initially voiced her objections quite passionately, appealing to the love and devotion she thought they shared, Alexander stood firm in his authoritarian principles that gave him the right to take on as many female submissives as he desired. He simply hadn’t exercised that right before. ‘You’d better get used to the change because I have no intention of denying my impulses to enslave desirable females.’ He said this with such a twist of acrimony that she had to wonder what drove the man to change so abruptly. 

‘Did I do something wrong, sir,’ she’d quietly asked. 

‘Not in the slightest. It’s always been my intention to own other females,’ he shamelessly announced.

Until that moment, she’d never considered herself owned – certainly not in the sense that Alexander implied. What had transpired early in their relationship was just a game to her: being ‘owned’ and the contract she’d signed were just pieces in the puzzle of an elaborate mind game between a dominant husband and a submissive wife. To Sarah, the mention of other slaves was just erotic bedroom talk. But once her husband finally showed his hand, she realized with some horror, that he was dead serious. Life as Sarah had known it changed abruptly from that point.

And yet, until this fateful hour, Alexander had at least kept their relationship private. If he punished his wife or reprimanded her, it was behind closed doors. No one heard, not even Chloe – who had become her husband’s favorite sub over the last year. He didn’t make his wife wear the skimpy uniforms the other girls wore. Nor did he make her follow the daily ritual meant to keep their slave mentality intact. At the same time, Sarah had carefully managed her life to avoid incidents like this; the last time she angered her husband had been months before when they were away on vacation with no one around to witness their war and no way for Alexander to humiliate her. 

Now was a different matter. Cavorting with Martin Finch seemed to change all that. 

“No, I’m not going to take this upstairs,” Alexander seethed darkly. “You think I don’t know when you’re out playing around.”

“That is a lie! I do not play around.”

“You expect me to believe that? You’re stupider than I thought.”

By then, Alexander’s slaves were hovering at the door, looking on wide-eyed as the master and mistress fought with glaring eyes and sharp-fanged words. Seeing the girls waiting so breathlessly for a cue, the master turned his wife to face them and reaching around her torso ripped her nylon blouse to shreds, exposing her naked breasts. Her bra was currently nestled in the bottom of her handbag because she hadn’t bothered to put it back on when she left the hotel – a fact that was clearly incriminating, but for the moment overlooked by her angry husband. 

“This is my wife, Sasha,” he addressed his newest acquisition. “Did you know that she’s also my slave, just as you are my slave? I expect her to obey me, to follow the same rules of deportment that you do.”

The new girl’s eyes opened wide in panic. 

“Alexander, no!” Sarah wailed. 

