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Prologue

Outside, a brisk October blue framed the sky, while a few bursts of white colored clouds marched rapidly away, driven by the wind. She was heartened by such rain-washed air; her cheeks pink, her tawny, hazel eyes seeking but unswayed, and her mouth poised. 

She was in her mid 20’s, sensuous and unsophisticated, although the depth of her eyes suggested a private wisdom tucked inside her youth. 

Staring upwards, gazing along the ivy-covered brick façade, she took a deep breath of courage and started her trek to the fourth floor, moving through the aged door, propelled upward by the hulking lift. 

Inside, the smell of ink and sweat and old age crept into her whispery bones. Desks strewn with paper, clicking keyboards, the ping of ancient typewriters, whirring copy machines, florid men jawing on spent cigarettes, ash floating on drafts from open windows—her head turned in each direction, mystified and befuddled.

One deep breath of smoke-laden air, another and she sighed deeply—remembering Arthur. Hating the memory, her courage renewed. Hair the color of faded brick, her smooth pageboy swung freely about her shoulders. She stepped forward, inside the gated outer office of the editor-in-chief.

“Elliot Rawlings, please,” she asked, feeling her bravery bloom against the imperious odds she faced. She had a body full of passion, liquid, willowy, but not slight. The more voluptuous aspects of her form were hidden respectfully under a navy suit—cut specifically for a modest business environment. 

“What was that?” the matronly secretary inquired, with her head thoughtfully cocked and a pleasant smile on her warm face. She would be the guts behind this small publishing house, the redheaded newcomer concluded. 

“I’m sorry,” she spoke up, thinking she was shouting. “I’d like to see Elliot Rawlings.”

A flip-looking copy editor snickered as he passed by and heard her plainly stated demand. 

“I’m afraid that Mr. Rawlings has appointments all morning,” the secretary informed her. “Could I give him a message?”

“I need to see him personally.” She was determined to be firm, clutching the folder under her arm with steely resolve. 

“That would not be possible, Miss.”

“Then, I’ll schedule an appointment,” she decided.

“Perhaps you could tell me the nature of your business.” The secretary was much too kind, condescendingly so. Altanta Cole. The young woman noted the nameplate at the front of the woman’s orderly desk.

“I’d rather speak with Mr. Rawlings personally.”

“Do you have a manuscript to submit?” Atlanta Cole turned her attention to the folder, which looked welded under the redhead’s arm.

“I do.”

“I’m afraid that Mr. Rawlings and Dorchester Press do not accept unsolicited manuscripts.” Her eyes dripped with pity.

“Maybe not, but he’ll accept this one,” the young woman came back strong. “Tell him I called and will call on him again.” 

“Perhaps you can leave your manuscript with me,” Atlanta Cole held out her hand, “along with your name and number.”

“No, I can’t,” the girl rushed on much too brusquely, sighing painfully. Tiny stress lines appeared around her eyes; her tender jaw quavered. “I need to speak with Mr. Rawlings personally,” she stated again, firmly so that half the room took note. “This is a manuscript he’ll want to see. I’ll try again another day.”

 She knew this would be rough, and was undaunted by the rejection. Clutching her beloved folder more tightly still, a feigned smile disappeared from her lips as she turned and left the office.

Atlanta Cole watched her leave, watched the womanly sway of the redhead’s finely shaped ass as it vanished out the door. The smell of her perfume was memorable, uncontaminated by the clutter and bustle of the room and all the old manners inside. 


Excerpts from the diary of S. R. Lourdes

January 5 th 

I am just eighteen. A college freshman in my second semester. My creative writing teacher insists that we journal our thoughts. I’ve always been afraid to do so; strange ideas pop out at me when I write freely. I think for me, what’s in my head should remain the stuff of fiction. But perhaps this will be a useful tool to generate story ideas. Being alone, a freshman in a world of graduated confidence, I’m easily tangled up inside my head, where this inner life is just as frantic and scary as the tangible world has become. 

Miss Dunkirk suggested that we write our memoirs as fiction—that way we can practice our craft—and not get sloppy with the writing, she says. I’ll try this, though I’m not sure I understand completely what she wants. Even though she’s not going to read this diary, it still seems a little creepy opening up my thoughts for this much inspection. 

January 10 th  

I am no more than an average student, lost inside this university. Average body, average height, average looks and a less than outgoing personality, which means I spend a lot of time alone. I’ve watched my roommate weekend after weekend leave me for her myriad of men, all fawning over her flouncy blonde hair and anorexic body dressed in skimpy clothes. She has the look men have been taught to covet. No tits, skinny arms, a wide mouth, great hair and a daring, funny personality. 

Of course I’m jealous. 

But facts are facts. I don’t want her drooling boyfriends. The cute ones with their trimmed goatees and preppy clothes. The smart-ass jocks with their self-absorbed bravado. Even the studiously handsome eggheads who will be next year’s crop of doctors, lawyers and corporate executives. Something rumbles much deeper inside my core that supercedes the need to bed, nest and breed with simple-minded men. Not that life wouldn’t be much easier if I did accept the easy terms of routine growing up and living. I just can’t. 

February 1 st 

I’m taking a course in sociological ethics from Judge Perdue. He’s been on the Federal Bench for several years and is on loan to the University this semester. Those are his words, ‘on loan’. He is the most fascinating man I’ve met this year, even though he’s over forty and a rather generous specimen of masculinity. He burgeons in his judicial robes to great breadth, which only enhances the picture of authority he presents to the world—and especially our classroom of fifty students. I find him stern but kind. His air of command makes him sexy in my eyes, makes my cunt warm when I attend his class. I know I’m being childish and crazy to think this way. It’s just a foolish crush, the kind I should have left for more mature love in Junior High School. But these are my fantasies. I won’t take them further.

Judge Perdue asked us to write about some societal given that we would change—and what that change would mean. I chose to write about human slavery—suggesting that there is a place for slaves of choice, humans who would desire to live as owned property. I knew my premise was shocking, if not flimsy in its execution, but knew the Judge might single me out in class if I constructed a decent case. There’s something appealing about making a gentle wave on the calm waters of my uneventful life. 

“Miss Lourdes,” he called me forward after class. This was the first time I was near enough to touch him, and the two foot span between our physical bodies was enough to tease mine to an embarrassing arousal I hoped he wouldn’t notice. 

“Yes, sir.” I was speaking so formally. 

He held my paper in his fist, gripping it tightly enough to wrinkle the pages. 

“Inflammatory piece you’ve written here,” he said.  

Did he like it? “Should I say, thank you?” I asked, while nervously pressing my sweaty palm against my blue jeans. 

“It’s well done, perhaps beyond the edge of what I had in mind, but it bears consideration.”

“How is that?” I was puzzled. 

“I wondered if you were aware that there are people who practice modern day slavery by choice?”

My heart thumped loudly, heavily, seeming to fall right into my crotch, beating bass-drum boisterously to rouse every sexual, hidden aspiration my oddly tuned body hungered for. “I wondered if you were aware that there are people who practice modern day slavery by choice?”

“No, I just made this up.” I was defending myself.

“Ah, I see.” He raised his head and nodded. “Then this was just a stray idea you manufactured to complete this assignment.”

I hesitated, giving myself away by waiting to respond. “Yes, of course,” I managed to spit out. “There are people who practice modern day slavery by choice.” I had no idea. It was just an offbeat, innocent proposal, was it not?

He backed his interest off, smiled, and handed me the paper.

“It’s decent work, but needs some revision. Needs to be a little more thought out. I’ve made some notes.”

“Thank you.” I snatched the paper much too quickly and fled the room—fled because my head was spinning, and my heart anxiously ran far ahead of my body. Nerves tingled; my imagination felt as though it had struck pay dirt. I couldn’t shove, force, defend myself against the onslaught of images that overpowered every other, more sane thought I could entertain. This is a cruel truth. Why would he tell me these things? What was his purpose? 

I can’t live with these thoughts! I won’t write them down! Please, heaven help me, I think I’m losing my grip on reality! 

February 7 th  

I haven’t written in days—I couldn’t. The minute I picked up my pen and this book, I would begin to spill out a shitload of useless garbage. 

But I feel the compulsion driving me. My hand slips between my thighs when I’m studying and starts to play. I jerk it away. No! I keep shouting. Hopefully, writing these things down will get them out of my head.

February 9 th 

It hasn’t worked—my willful self-restraint. I’m giving in. I have to know more.

February 14 th

I went to see the Judge in his University office. They gave him the one emptied by Professor Barrows who he replaced—a university patriarch who collapsed in the quad, dying of a heart attack in November. I’d seen him myself, slump to the cold concrete while we tucked our heads to the winter wind and swept right by him. It had hardly been a suitable time before they brushed the dead man’s things into cardboard boxes and polished the space for another resident. When I knocked, the door rattled as my knees knocked with nervousness. 

Judge Perdue greeted me kindly, humanely. He remembered my name—Miss Lourdes. 

What a fool I made of myself. I stumbled over my words until I was about to give up, but he smiled again, being patient, as though he understood what I was trying to say, and would stay all day until I finally got to the point and blurted out my request. 

“You say you know of people who practice modern sexual slavery?”

He looked only mildly surprised and answered, “I do.”

“You know ‘of’ them, or you ‘know’ them?” 

He was behind his desk, standing—had been looking out of the window—and was now staring at me. “Why do you ask, Miss Lourdes?”

“I-I,” I stammered, feeling painfully inept and stupid. 

“Do you have a personal interest in the practice?”

I hesitated more, thinking he might offer me another question, but instead he waited for my reply. “I think so?” 

“An undeveloped one,” he assumed.

“An uninformed one,” I clarified. 

“I see.”

He still didn’t answer my initial question, and I think I was a fool to have revealed even this tiny intimacy with a virtual stranger. “It’s just a passing interest, really,” I told him.

Moving around the protective barrier of the desk, his aura preceded him, drawing me like a spaceship tractor beam. I moved a step closer, even though I wanted to step back. 

“I wouldn’t worry about your interest, Miss Lourdes. It seems to be a natural one.”

“Really?” I’m sure he had no idea how provocative this living fantasy has been inside my psyche. 

“I’m not a psychologist, but I gather we all have our fleeting, quirky thoughts. Keeps life interesting.”

He was trying to make light of my serious mood, but he was moving away from what I needed to know. I should have made my apologies and left, but the force behind my compulsion wouldn’t let me. I stood with him, speechless; words, a confession crowding inside my mouth, demanding some articulate expression. “I don’t think this is fleeting, Sir,” I practically spit out.

“Oh?” He set his hip back on the edge of the desk, casually. 

“Do you know ‘of’ these people who practice slavery, or do you ‘know’ them?” I repeated my initial question. 

He answered quietly, judiciously, “I know them.”

“And how would I meet them—if I wanted to make a study of their habits?”

“You would need to be invited into their midst. The practices you’re talking about are private, secrecy is mandatory. I might be foolish for even admitting as much as I know, but I sense that you’re sincere.”

I shook my head. “I don’t know what I am, Sir, and now I think I’d better go.”

I left him no rebuttal. I sped down the stairs, and almost tripped on a backpack left on the wax-polished staircase. That was two days ago. Only now have I the courage to write about the incident, but I haven’t had the courage to return to class. 

February 15 th 

There was a note in my post box this afternoon. 

Miss Lourdes. Your grade will suffer if you don’t come to class. Let’s be there, on time, tomorrow. Judge Perdue.

I get the shivers just feeling Him on his stationary—a flawlessly creamy paper, not just something ripped off a scratchpad. His reminder is like a command. My tummy is all-aflutter. 

February 22 nd 

Since last writing, I’ve spent three class sessions in Judicial Ethics trying to forget my brief encounter with Judge Perdue. That is almost impossible. He stalks the room, levels his eyes on students as if he’s passing sentence, then backs off chuckling. He enjoys adding a little wrath to our post-adolescent angst. He may have forgotten the subversive mission my loins drive me toward, but I have not. The brew of desire has submerged itself to a gnawing hunger slightly less than ravenous, which I think, in time, will go away altogether as long as I don’t fuel it with more conversations like the last one with Judge Perdue. 

February 26 th 

There was a small booklet in my post box this afternoon. From the Judge again, “I think you might be interested in this,” he’d scrawled on the cover of the pamphlet. I opened it and read the table of contents of a Slave Training manual—then read the entire thing cover to cover between Biology and Spanish. My hunger is almost out of control.

February 28 th

The pages of Judge Perdue’s training manual are dog-eared and stained with coffee. I was embarrassed to give it back, but I supposed the little present was merely a loan. I decided to leave it in an envelope on his desk—assuming that he wouldn’t want it laying in plain sight of any curious eye. Thankfully, his office was empty but unlocked. I slipped inside and then quickly retreated. Just my luck, I bumped into the man as I turned to close the door. He’d just come up the stairs. 

“You needed to see me?” I stared at him unable to move, then stumbled over some excuse I don’t remember now. 

He invited me in, and I couldn’t decline. 

“Did the pamphlet inspire your thoughts, Miss Lourdes?” he asked. He seemed to bully his way inside his office, set down his briefcase and removed his jacket as if he were preparing for battle.

“Yes.” YES, YES, YES, YES, I wanted to shout the complete truth, not this tiny little, awkward, “yes.” I should have screamed it loudly, but I’m petrified by what I feel. 

He made me sit.

“Sometimes the only way to understand what we feel is to quit thinking about it and experience the facts.”

“I’m sure that’s true.”

“If you want to find someone to help you with your fantasies of slavery, Miss Lourdes, I’m sure I could introduce you to someone.”

He knows.

I told him that I’d think about it and let him know. 

Now, sitting here, hours later writing, the churning in my belly has not stopped. I will lie down and masturbate to these thoughts. I will think of the booklet, all the memorized words… slaves should be kept bound… gags deepen the experience… nudity is mandatory for a time… whippings must be thorough and sound with weapons that bruise, not tear the flesh… deprivation empties the mind of the slave so that their thoughts can be reshaped into forms of the master’s choosing… the process can take years…

How does one respond to this? 

I told him I’d think about it and let him know. Truth is, I know exactly what I want now, what I wanted when he made his offer.

March 3 rd  

Today after class, Judge Perdue gave me instructions to write about how I envisioned my life as a slave… at least five generous paragraphs, he said. Instead, I wrote a long chronicle, things I don’t even remember saying, dashing it off in my scribbled longhand inside a bluebook like I was taking a test—perhaps it was.

March 6 th 

This invitation was in my post box this afternoon—on Judge Perdue’s same notepaper…

“Dinner at six o’clock, Saturday. 525 Wrenworth Circle. Judge and Mrs. Perdue.” 

March 9 th  

I am home from the most extraordinary night of my life. 

It’s almost midnight, but I can’t sleep. 

I arrived at Judge Perdue’s having no clue what he had in mind. His house is old, an English Tudor with a gnarled doorpost and ivy crawling up the sides like snakes. A gargoyle sits on the doorstep—warning. 

He was so gracious, as was his wife, Mrs. Perdue. She laid her hands on me as she took my coat, being motherly with eyes as wise as an owl’s. She could see through me. I’m sure the two had discussed me in detail. 

“My, how lovely she is!” the woman exclaimed to her husband, as if I were a piece of fine china. She is handsome, over forty, with the look for fortyish women—collected, cool and in control, just like the man she married. She is a mature clone of my roommate and much more appealing. I wanted her to hold me for a long while. 

We entered their living room, which seemed innocuous enough. I’m not sure what I expected—racks and chains I suppose. But there were none. I was sure that I had completely misjudged the invitation to dinner, as my imagination took flight in kinky fantasy. 

Judge Perdue sat in his judicial looking chair, she on the sofa. I was offered a small upholstered chair that could hardly hold my ass—which is not big at all. I know now there was a method behind their plans. 

“Some tea?” Mrs. Perdue asked. 

“Yes, ma’am,” I said to be polite. She served three cups of Orange Pekoe tea, and we settled back to talk.

“A slave would take the floor,” the Judge started, and I turned to him. 

My tummy was in knots. Was this what he wanted me to do? Sit on the floor? I was too scared to ask. 

“A slave in the presence of their owner would only wear clothes if they were instructed to do so. They would wear only what was provided.”

My gut wrenched again. 

“A slave would pleasure in humiliation, offer their body for inspection, allow themselves to be used in any way their owner desires, consent to any sexual activity, public or private that was demanded of them. A slave would obey. Disobedience and hesitation would be punished, with punishment cruelly administered until the slave’s behavior had been transformed to obedience.” 

He cleared his throat while I absorbed these amazing thoughts. 

“This is what is expected of you,” Judge Purdue told me. “If this is the vision that you have of yourself, then you can have it,” he paused, looking somewhat unsure if he wanted to add, “with me.”

“You, Sir?” My eyes bugged out, while my stomach flipped again. 

“You’ve given away your desires a dozen times, Miss Lourdes.”

I knew this. He hardly had to tell me.

“Do you want to spend your life waiting to have what you desire, wishing, hoping, thinking about it, masturbating to the thoughts that grip your soul? Or, do you want to choose slavery and learn what it means?”

He was serious. This was no game, no innocent inquiry, no judicious study of a bizarre societal practice he was offering, but real slavery.

I can’t believe now what I said. What I committed to tonight. I said, yes, a stunning, clearly distinct, YES. I answered in the affirmative with this steady voice so unlike myself. To my great admission, Judge Perdue nodded, and Mrs. Perdue smiled. They seemed to know long before I made my commitment what my answer would be. I barely know these two, and I was pledging myself to them!

With this simple formality over, I sat back and listened to the Judge’s long monologue. The words fly by me now, not fit for memory, but the gist of my agreement was spelled out clearly. 

I will be his owned slave until school dismisses in the spring—at which time our agreement will be reviewed. If I am still wanting with my whole heart, the binding between us becomes more permanent. I will be his slave until he releases, sells or gives me away. Sells? Gives me away? I consent to give up my liberty. To give him my thoughts to mold, my body to use and my life to dictate. 

I cannot believe how much these agreements parallel the wickedness that has been hidden so long inside my fierce denial. 

I will remain in school, taking courses he agrees to. For a time, I’ll stay in the dorm with my roommate and spend only the hours he designates at his home. 

I can tell this is my trial. 

My hand shakes as I write these words… my fingers can hardly work. The raw excitement of my evening lingers with me leaving every nerve in me on edge.

“Miss Lourdes, please stand.” He said this quietly, yet his order seemed to clap like thunder through my body. His eyes were glorious, brilliantly passionate as they inspected me from the tip of my head to my toes. “Remove your clothes.”

By that time, my body shook from deep within, my fingers were as slippery as they are now. One minute, I couldn’t work the buttons of my blouse; the next minute, I was stripping it away, removing my jeans, standing in panties and bra before two strangers, whose eyes commanded me to continue until I was naked. They would say no more, since I understood implicitly what they wanted. 

As my breasts swung free of the lacy, cotton bra, I could see my nipples shrivel like tiny pink raisins. My chest was flushed, my cheeks burning, my breathing becoming slightly labored. I worried that I’d faint from too much sexual exposure. 

Taking off my panties was the last real choice I would make; though by then it seemed to be no choice at all. I exposed myself, the anal cleft and the pussy both, as I crawled the waistband of my panties over my hips and down my thighs until the flimsy fabric dropped to the floor. 

“Come, let me see you closer,” the Judge ordered. 

I shakily obeyed, and bit my lip while taking tiny steps his way. 

Reaching out, he pulled me in, then drew me over his lap, inspecting me like a piece of meat, grabbing flesh:  my breasts from underneath, which he yanked; my back, the smooth shivering surface; and my anal cleft, which he probed liberally, seeking entry into both the hidden channels. I’ve never been violated there. I’m not a virgin, but no one has ever investigated me as if making a map of my body for later use. 

Finding his hand at my pussy, I clenched, enough that he could feel the constriction of my muscles with his penetrating fingers. 

“You’re primed to cum with all of this flowing juice,” he observed rightly, then he turned to ask his wife, “Should we let her orgasm?” 

“You’ll deprive her later,” she reminded him. “I think she deserves that much reward after what she’s conceded tonight.”

“You’re too kind,” he said. But he didn’t stop fingering my slit, thrumming the tumescent bud, twisting my labia like a screw. I jerked back into his prying hand asking for more. My body was ruled by obsession. I could not have stopped myself. All these weeks of—NO…all these months, years of quandary came down to this one simple thing. I’d never allowed myself to consider what I agreed to tonight, never. And in the space of an hour—hardly more—I’d given myself to a man I’d call my owner and was now allowing him full access to anything he wanted of my body. 

I came, humming first, then softly screaming as his fingers primed me to a peak, then kept on until I squirmed fitfully, frantic to capture every spasm, every jolt of exciting sensation. 

Once the orgasmic spasms subsided, Judge Perdue pushed me off his lap and to the floor, then moved to the floor himself beside me. As I lay against his Oriental carpet, he loomed over me, massaging my belly as if trying to push out the remaining physical, sexual energy. I thrashed back and forth, while he tormented me, tugging at my pubic hair and lifting my crotch in the air until the pain shrieked through me, and he finally let go. He took both nipples between thumbs and index fingers and pinched, pinched hard without stopping, while looking into my eyes. I tried to cry. He hushed me. 

“Look at me,” he ordered. 

My eyes were fixed. 

“Jeanette, get me the whip.”

My stare widened, with my fear turning into panic. 

The whip appeared, circling my throat, drawn tight about my neck and held so fixedly that I could feel my veins fight for freedom.

“Relax, Miss Lourdes,” the Judge told me, intently, quietly. “Relax,” he almost whispered.

I tried. I struggled. I tried again. 

“Trust. You must trust me,” he whispered more. “I will not hurt you, you will not suffer what you cannot stand. What I do, I do for us both.”

My head felt light. Lack of oxygen made it tingle… 

I was about to faint, forget, give up, let go…when he loosened the whip and blood flowed freely in my veins again. 

“Jeanette draw up her legs and hold them down,” he ordered his wife. He backed away enough to let her work, as the woman took my two legs and lifted them into the air, finally forcing them back so my ass cheeks were exposed and my pussy splayed. She knelt at my head and held me by the ankles, while Judge Perdue moved to the obvious target provided and began slapping my ass and pussy, first with his hand and then with a leather slapper, repeatedly, vigorously. 

My attempts to thrash back and forth were thwarted by the woman’s muscled determination. 

“Don’t move,” she ordered me, “absorb the shock.”

I listened, but was beyond real hearing. Rude, wild, biting pain surged through every nerve, blistered my skin, made my entire being cry. 

I thought the Judge would never stop. I know I pleaded with him and he showed no mercy. He had something to prove about my body and my will, which became vividly apparent, when he finally slipped his fingers back into the forward hole where he’d played before. Jerking my cunt harshly, as though he planned to extract a climax with his resolve alone, he gave me a second, more profound orgasm. The explosion reached the tips of my fingers, the top of my head, extended to my toes, and seemed to flow right out of me. 

The next thing I remember, I was lying on my back against the Oriental carpet. Mrs. Perdue was sitting on the sofa where she’d been before, and Judge Perdue was in his chair as if he’d never left. 

Awakening to consciousness, I stared at them both. 

“Get up, Miss Lourdes,” the Judge ordered.

I could hardly move. My legs ached with fire; my skin stung with what felt like an enormous rug burn. I did follow the order as efficiently as I could, finding myself standing naked before the man who claimed to own me. I believe he did. 

