
Bound For Submission

by

Lizbeth Dusseau

A Pink Flamingo Ebook Publication

Copyright © 2005 Lizbeth Dusseau

All rights reserved



Bound For Submission

He was one of many that wound around me erotic genius, 

with the capacity to take my pliant flesh, 

and capturing it, 

send sensation soaring to limitless finales.  

Stripped

clipped

extremities tied 

bound for submission,

to be abused by lust and men,

used for cash and thrills and sexual awakening,

made satiated midnight until noon,

his devices won me.

With dark command 

and fragrant body, 

unyielding will 

and the surprise of pain,

I succumbed,

answering his need

with mine,

his to control

mine to submit

both being bound for pleasure.  


Chapter One  

I came to the beach to cry all the tears I thought I should cry, but there were so few, almost none, it was embarrassing.

Seven years of marriage and I couldn't dredge up the simplest emotion of grief to honor what should have loomed in my memory as a significant piece of my life.  All that remained when I walked away from Peter's vacant eyes was emptiness, complete and abiding, so empty even the ocean waves, that should have reminded me of the tears I should shed, left me empty and dry.

The beach house was a tonic for my woe.  The walls were a bright, cheerful white, the sun porch overlooking the sea was blooming with a dozen varieties of geraniums and fuchsias.  Sitting in the midst of growing things, looking out on the ever changing patterns of the waves, I could almost feel something inside myself, even though I knew it was a trick.  There were only worn out memories of the light-hearted days before Peter, when I sat on the porch and felt full of myself, soaring with some intangible spirit, ready for the great quest of my life.

Even though I could never repeat the feeling of that other time, the sunporch and the house itself, with its sweet Victorian angles and its fresh, uncluttered, homey verve, reminded me that there once had been something more.

At other times the beach house only reminded me of him.  A left over from Dr. Peter Percival, I remembered I had to fight to keep it.  Fight dirty.  He didn't want to give it up, but finally he had no choice.  His reputation couldn't suffer from the messiness of a prickly divorce, and since I threatened him ever so sweetly, he was taking pains to see that our divorce was amicable.  All I cared was that I had the house.  Nothing pleased me more than to replace the wooden name plate at the gate with "Nightengale," my maiden name.  Only if I could feel like a maiden again.

"I'm changing my life . . . my name . . . my clothes, I'm going to dye my hair red and wear cowboy boots . . ." I warned him.

Peter smirked.  I should have slapped it off his face, Mr. High and Mighty, thinking he'd taken a sniveling college sophomore and molded her like Pygmalion into me, the perfect product of his well-chiseled life, carved in cold stone, like the figures that lined the hall of his Percival Institute.  Good God! That I ever thought being his pristine masterpiece was something I gloried in!

"I taught you everything you know!" he told me—his way of saying that I was nothing without him.  I was nothing with him.  I had little to lose thinking I could learn something new away from his grasp.

"The Percival Theories don't translate well to other therapy schools.  What do you plan to do to support yourself?"

He said everything so dispassionately with his well-rehearsed calm and reserve, as if he was reading from a used script of marriage breakup.  It was all there in his black and white rule book, the words, the intonation, even the scornfully sarcastic pronouncements of my ill-fated future.  I don't think he really believed his scorn was a way to get me back, but it was the only ploy he used.  Maybe at one time it would have worked, at a time when I still could remember feeling, when I was still confused enough to let his opinions be my own, when I might still buy his tales of doom.

Now it wouldn't matter what he said or did, even if he tried to cradle me in his arms, I wouldn't trust anything he said, though it might sound sincere.  

Maybe that's what I wanted him to do, cradle me.  Maybe I held out for that possibility, imagining it in my head—that he'd rush to my side with corny sweet-nothings to woo me back, to suddenly mend the Grand Canyon between us. But all that was a foolish romanticism.  Peter didn't change, he hadn't changed in seven years. The sun had a better chance of setting forever, than Peter had of finding something real to feel.

What was even worse was that Peter wouldn't be crying either.  He couldn't be any lonelier than he already was.  He couldn't grieve because he hadn't really loved.  Even a display of orchestrated despair wouldn't have been his style.  He'd make a show of it, that he was handling divorce like a pro; being the perfect psychologist required it.

Appraising the situation from the beautiful room of passionate flowers overlooking the Pacific sunset that was blinding me in its light, I realized I was just like him.  I was the perfect clone of Peter.  Perhaps his greatest triumph could be that I was responding to our break-up in the same detached and vacant manner that he was.  The only difference was, I walked among flowers, hoping to recapture something I'd once known; and he walked amidst his empty, hallow walls, never knowing what he didn't have.

***

I didn't dye my hair red or buy the cowboy boots.  If I had, I probably wouldn't have needed Nathan . . . 

The first time I saw him, I was walking through the sand, my cocker spaniel, Cory, racing madly in front of me.  Trying to keep up with the mutt I ran through the fog and tall weeds, and for an instant my eye caught the red of a man's shirt.  Stopping short, I watched the figure turn away and disappear over the sand dune.  Thinking nothing more of it, I started out again after Cory, and slid down the sandy embankment to the beach below.

If the beach was not a good place to cry it was an excellent place to think, even though the only thing worth thinking about was why I felt so empty.

I arrived in late May when it was just getting warm.  With Peter, we always came for the month of August.  Occasionally through the year we'd make the trip from San Francisco on a weekend, though it was never often enough for me.  In the last few years, I'd come several times by myself.  That's when the house became all mine in my mind, as I plotted our divorce.  This "old remnant in the rough", as I liked to call it, was the only thing I wanted from the past.  I wish it was all I took.

I was on the beach walking Cory faithfully everyday.  She loved to romp by the edge of the water, to chase sticks and poke her nose at the sand crabs.  For brief instants watching her I’d forget everything else and laughed at her antics.  Then I'd mosey my way about the beach not thinking much of anything, picking up shells and rocks that looked so pretty in the water, though they faded into dust colored shapes when they dried.  I'm sure that could have been a metaphor for something, but I didn't want to think of that.  It was as empty as everything else in my mind.

After that first fleeting glimpse of Nathan, I saw him several times when I was out walking the beach, his figure looming over the sand dunes, though he wasn't staring at me.  He always seemed to be looking toward the hazy horizon.

He looked ageless from a distance, a fact that was to be as valid close-up.  His weathered face was dark with a natural tan, with deep lines in his brow and cheeks.  He could have been as young as forty, as old as seventy; though he didn't walk like an older man.  The spirit in his step was like that of someone much younger.

The first time I caught his eye, he was moving along the ridge line above me in the grassy dunes.  I looked up at him curiously and he stopped, turning to stare down at me.  I was too self conscious to say anything so I began my walk again, wondering if we'd ever meet.

For my first weeks at the house, well into June, our paths continued cross without comment.  Then eating a picnic on the dunes one afternoon, I was shocked to find him suddenly standing over me.

"Hello," I said looking up.

He'd not said word, but nodded when I spoke.

"I've seen you several times," I said.

"These are my dunes," he told me, not at all friendly.

"Your dunes?" I queried.  I had assumed they were public lands, in fact I knew they were.  Yet I didn't want to fight with this odd neighbor.

"They're mine," he repeated.

"And you want me off of them?" 

"No," he answered.

I was confused.

"So you live close by?" I asked. 

"Over two hills," he said pointing north.

I hadn't noticed a house in that vicinity, but again I was not planning to raise a issue with a man I'd only met, who could have been a murderous monster for all I knew.  I didn't find him particularly frightening, but I found myself shivering in his presence.  I wasn't sure what that meant, but I did hope he'd leave soon.  Hating conversations with strangers, I was hating this one particularly.

Thankfully, after having turned away for just an instant to call Cory to my side, I looked back to discover that he'd disappeared.

I didn't easily shrug things off, but even though his appearance was disquieting, I wasn't afraid, and finally determined that he was simply something I'd have to live with, as long as I intended to live at the beach house.

June 12th.  I took a picnic to the beach.  The fog was in along the coast, and there was a damp chill in the air.  I was proud of myself for remembering how to build a fire to keep the chill away, and roast a hot dog, and a few marshmallows.  I was even thinking how Cory would look with marshmallow all over her mouth, the way she'd try to lick it off.  I was glad I had her.  She was something to touch that was warm and willing to be touched.

Gathering dried driftwood, I made a circle in the sand, lining it with stones.  Even though there was little likelihood that the fire would spread, it reminded me being the good Camp Fire Girl.  Once the flamed flared over the sand, I sat down and held a stick with a hot dog poked through it.  The meat blistered with heat and drizzled its sizzling fat on the fire.  

It tasted good, but the flavor only lasted a few minutes.  Several marshmallows later I was too filled with sweet sticky stuff to want anymore, so I was left with nothing to do, except keep warm by the fire.  The fog seemed even thicker than when I'd started out and I was chilled to the bone.  Native San Franciscans should love the fog, but I did not, at least not in the middle of June, even if it was a likelihood that I'd see it more days than not during the summer.

I shivered, finally deciding that I'd rather read a book in the sunroom, where I wouldn't have to be surrounded by such dread.  Anyway I had Betsy to plan for.  My friend was coming from the city in two days, and I had all kinds of high hopes for that momentous visit.  Dousing the fire, I was rising from the sand, calling Cory back to me at the same instant, when Nathan appeared.

"So you're on my beach again," he said.

I appraised his impassive look, impassive yes, but vacant no.  There was an extraordinary difference, even though I wasn't certain why there was.  "You know, sir, I know this beach is public, so are the cliffs and the dunes."  I pointed to the land rising around us. 

"So they are," he replied.

I nodded, not knowing what to say.

"You come out here, though, you'll have to deal with me."

I found the man very odd, even though I was becoming curious about him.

"I suppose that's a warning?" I said.

"Just the truth."

He had me tongue tied, and if I was not mistaken, there was an amused twinkle in his eye.  I like ignoring people, brushing them off, giving them clear messages that I’m not  available for idle conversation.  I’m very good at not meeting eye to eye in grocery stores or on the street.  Those habits would label me unfriendly, but it didn't matter.  I hated to "chatter for no matter."  I cringed just then thinking that Peter had coined that phrase.  All this going through my brain in a flash, I decided maybe it was time to do things differently, even if it was only being friendly to this man.

"So what's you're name?" I asked.

"Nathan."

"You live here long?" I asked.

He shrugged.

"I'm Xana Nightengale," I said.

"I know," he answered.

"You know?"

"You write it for all the public to see," he nodded toward the front of my house, where Nightengale was written boldly on the gate.

"Ah yes," I said.  "It's funny I've never seen you here before.  We come here, that is my ex-husband and I used to come here regularly.  I'm living here by myself now."

He shook his head and shrugged, as if he couldn't figure out why we hadn't met.  And then, in a gesture that I didn’t expect, he reached towards my face and brushed away an ash blonde lock of hair that had strayed across my eyes.  The touch of his fingers against my face sent bolts of electricity through my system as if he’d just used electro-shock therapy.  The sensation settling in my crotch resulted in a dull ache.  I remember well sexual arousal, even though I hadn’t felt sexual in sometime—except those rare moments when on overload I sometimes, in the wee hours of the night, would catch myself masturbating just to alleviate the tension.

I stepped back from the unexpected touch and Nathan’s hand dropped as a smile broke out on his face.  He wasn’t a pretty man, although there was a stunning handsomeness in his weathered features that the smile instantly enhanced.  For an instant my mind flashed to the absurd picture of me in bed with him, though I quickly erased that thought before I blushed involuntarily.

"Well, Cassandra Nightengale, I'll see you again," Nathan said, and before I could say another word, he left.  

It was hours later that I finally queried myself carefully.  He'd called me Cassandra, my real name.  I know I used my nickname, Xana.  That worried me, but I wasn't sure why. 

That evening, for the first time in months, the urge to climb outside my cloistered abbey of celibacy struck me the moment I lay down in bed. My body was uncharacteristically hot, as if that touch from my odd suitor on the beach was affecting me.  Labia throbbing, clit engorged, I discovered my arousal just brushing my hand against my pubis.  He was in my thoughts.  Nathan.  Touching me again.  His hand meandering down my body, even while I was still fully clothed.  Between my legs, stoking gently, my hips bucked, inside a spasm roared and I cried aloud.   My hands felt the wet there, as his imaginary hands felt the wetness through the invisible jeans.  The spasm having died away, I shook the picture of him from my thoughts, assuming that at last I’d become so sex-starved that I’d let any bum on the beach look attractive to me.


Chapter Two 

"Who is that?" Betsy asked, looking though the spyglass from the sun porch down to the beach below.

I was preparing chocolate coffee for one of those female tête-à-têtes, that look so cozy on TV.

"Nathan," I replied.

"But who is he?"

"I don't know, some beach bum I suppose.  I think he lives over the dunes north of here.  He's a bit of an apparition."

"He's queer," Betsy said flatly.

"You mean gay?"

"Not gay, queer in the old sense of the word . . ." her voice trailed away, as she continued to peer at him.

"Why would you say that?" I asked.

"I don't know why, it's spooky, like I'm shivering. Oops!" She turned around with a sheepish grin, and plopped down in one of the wicker settees by the window, looking as if she was trying to hide. "He caught me looking at him."  She took a mug of coffee and a handful of tiny cookies from the tray on the table.  "So this is what you have time to do as a retired psychologist."

"I've hardly retired," I answered, my cynicism obvious in the sound of my voice.

"Recouping then," she replied.  

I knew I liked her mellow sweet voice, the utter calm and acceptance that issued from her comforting tones.  I was glad to have her as my first visitor as a single woman.  She made the transition with me, all the little steps, seeing it done, finished with an exclamation point.  This visit was the final piece.  I could be satisfied with what I'd done because Betsy championed me and my cause.  The chocolate coffee tasted better because she was lounging comfortably across from me.

"So what happens after Percival?" she asked.

"The institute or the man?"

"The Institute silly."

"Hell, I don't know, at this point I wouldn't try to play shrink to anyone.  I know nothing, absolutely nothing . . . a Ph.D. in emptiness, not even pain, just emptiness.  How could I ever think of guiding people out of their traumas and depressions?"

"You're thinking too negatively."

"Realistically," I corrected her.

"No, you're so damned negative about yourself, you have far more inside than you think."

I hummed a little tune, my eyes wandering out to the beach where I could see Nathan walking in the distance. "I wish I could find it," I sighed.

"You will."

"Such faith . . ." I shook my head and stared into her green eyes, and at the mountain of bright red hair that crowned her head and at the soft voluptuous earth-mother body that seemed so warm and cradling.  I wondered how it would be to be cradled by her.

"You know I can't stay the night," she said.

"What!"

"I didn't tell you earlier, because I still wanted to come, but it's business . . ."

"Damn it, I was really looking forward to a couple days with you here.  It's a little lonely."

"Xana, I don't want to judge what you do, but I think closeting yourself up here is foolish.  I can't see why you're doing it.  You just admitted it's lonely.  I think right now, it would be exactly the opposite of what you need.  Get back in the city with people.  It'll do you much more good."

"I hate the city!" I bellowed.

"Then some place else, some place with people."

"There're people here," I countered.

"Sure," she nodded, "your mysterious Nathan?"

"Oh yeah," I laughed.  She looked at me sternly, like a mother hen.  "I'm going to town on Monday, the library has something or other going on, and there are things to keep me occupied.  I just know that I have to be here, I'm not sure why, but I have to be here.  No where else is going to do right now."

"At least you picked a pretty place.  I imagine it's lovely when the sun's shining."  She looked around the room and outside again, though from the couch all she could see was the dunes to one side of the house.

"I feel kind of funny that you've never been here, after all this time . . . Peter was such a ghoul about some things, like having guests."

"But I am here now," she answered.  The lilt of her voice lifted me just hearing it.  "Let's get down to that dinner you promised me."  As she hugged me on the way to the kitchen, I wished that I could have stayed in her arms forever.

***

With Betsy gone, the impending event of my week, in fact my month, was gone.  She promised to return.  But on business for four weeks on the east coast, I'd have to wait.  I'd hoped to have her with me for some time, to smooth my transition into single life, but it was clear that transition would have to be up to me alone.

It was a sunny day, so warm that I took a book to read while I sat on a low flat rock that jutted out beyond one of the dunes.  From there I could hear the waves crashing, smell the salt in the air and feel the sun's warmth on my back.  Cory played in grasses around me.

After some time with my head buried in my book, I looked up.  There he was again, Nathan, passing silently by my rock.

"Good afternoon," I called out to him.

He jerked at the sound of my voice and turned to me.

"Ah! Cassandra, how are you today?" he responded, breaking into a magnanimous smile, as if he was just waiting for me to speak first.

"Why I'm fine," I answered surprised.  So unexpectedly friendly he was.

"Are you?" he answered.

"Well I suppose." I went through a quick but thorough mental process wondering.  "I mean for a woman coming off of a divorce," I added.

"But you wanted your divorce, didn't you?"

"God yes!" I exclaimed.

"Then you should be enjoying your freedom."

"I am," I sighed.  "It's just taking time, I'm a little numb I guess."  

"I imagine," he contemplated as if he was thinking about how a newly divorced woman might feel.  He sat down on my rock where there was room enough for both of us and still room enough for a reasonable space between.  He looked out to the ocean for some moments, while I stared at him.  He was a interesting fellow, staid, substantial, untroubled, were words that came to mind to describe him.   There was that feeling sweeping through me again, the same one that appeared when he touched my cheek days before.

"I thought I would have felt something more than I have, that I'd have cried.  I expected to burst into tears when I arrived here.  But there haven't been any."  I looked out to the ocean, hypnotized by the surf, drawn into an altered state where my thoughts were immediately transformed into words.  I looked at Nathan.  His face expressionless, but open and caring, like a good psychologist I suppose, or maybe just a good friend.  "I expected to react differently.  I mean the man and his life was my life for seven years.  You'd think that I would mourn the loss.  I guess as stages of grief go, I'm in that numb place.  I imagine before long, the emotion will be pouring out and I won't be able to stop it."  I stopped talking thinking he was likely bored with my rambling, though if he was, he didn't show it.  "I shouldn't go on like this," I said grinning.

"It's no matter to me," he said sincerely.

"Thanks.  I had a friend visiting, I'd hoped Betsy and I could have talked this out for a few days and I'd be closer to feeling something again, but she had to go."

"Then maybe she wasn't the one to bare your soul to."

"I guess not, at least not now.  You want an apple?"  I offered him mine.  His kindness and good humor made me feel less reticent than I might have felt with another stranger.  In fact I realized that the conversation was a welcome change from my lonely self-imposed exile. 

"No, thank you," he answered.

I put the green fruit to my mouth and took a crunching bite.  "I hope I'm not boring you," I said as I chomped away.

"Not at all," Nathan said.

 "It's why I'm here, to take a well earned rest, before I start the rest of my life.  I guess I'm lucky to have this place.  That was a coup, wrestling it away from Peter.  He didn't even want it, but he was full of all kinds of reasons why I shouldn't have it.  Still trying to control me, he said I needed to stay in the city.  I was too fragile to be here on my own.  I wonder sometimes if he was right, and I'm just doing this out of spite. . . . anyway, it's not turning out the way I thought it would.  Maybe there's just too much fog, it desensitizes me.  It doesn't even depress me, it just numbing."

I watched Nathan's eyes, they were so penetrating and soft at the same time.  I'd never seen eyes like his.  I felt as if I could stare at them forever.  A seagull flying overhead grabbed my attention, and looking in the distance as the bird flew off, I could see the fog already beginning to creep down the coast.

"Look at it, it's just hanging their waiting," I said. 

"But it's not the fog that numbs you," Nathan quietly interjected.

I nodded my head agreeing. "No, you're probably right," I admitted, "but it sounds like a good excuse."

"May I make an observation?" he inquired.

"Sure," I answered, curiously.

"Your numbness?  It has nothing to do with your divorce."

"Really? Why do you say that?" I asked curiously.

"From what I see . . ."  He looked me over from head to toe.  "You're dead from the waist down, nearly from your throat."

"What?"

"Dead, asleep, paralyzed inside your body," he explained.

"What a strange thing to say." He certainly had a odd way of putting things, I wasn't sure what he meant."

"No life force," he added.

I smiled thinking he was making a joke. "Sounds critical." Life force, that kind of terminology always made me either laugh or wince depending on my mood.  I didn't give into new age hoopla; its jargon sounded as stupid as most psychological jargon was sounding stupid to my now cynical ears.

"It's not life threatening, but it could be damaging to your soul," he said.

I eyed him carefully, trying to understand why our casual meeting had taken this abrupt turn.  He eyed me back with a most peculiar look, one that shot right through me, one that knew me as only someone very close would know me.  I shivered.  Even in the warm sun I felt myself going cold, very cold.  My hands were like ice.  It was the strangest sensation.  One minute hot, almost flushed, the next feeling like a blast of winter had just penetrated my skin.

"How can you know what's damaging for my soul?" I asked.  I'm not sure why I was even continuing the conversation, except his manner was almost fatherly.  His soothing voice seeming to mesmerize me into believing, or at least hearing his odd evaluation of my present dilemma. 

"It's not hard to see, Cassandra, you're transparent."

I laughed. "Oh, I'm sure Peter would agree with you there," I exclaimed.  "Though I bet he'd have a different conclusion."

I thought I saw him smile, but it was so oblique I wasn't sure.  "You're suffering from damaged thinking," he continued.  "Too much modern psychology."

"Ah, you're one of those people that thinks all psychologists are fools?" I said.

"I haven't met a psychologist yet that wasn't a fool, or at the very least foolish."

"And what do you base that opinion on?" I challenged him.

"What I see and what I hear and what I sense."

"Now you're sounding like a psychologist yourself," I observed.  I was beginning to relax again, though in addition to the coldness, there was a disturbing agitation inside me that I couldn't quite name. 

"All you have to do is feel the truth and you know."

"Is that how you divine your answers to life's questions?" I asked.

"The truth's inside you, I think it's the best place to look, don't you?"

"That's a cliché Nathan, you don't know how many times I've heard it.  Of course the truth's inside me, but looking inside myself has always tied my thinking in knots," I charged with a well charged voice.  I was irritated.  Not so much with him, but the whole damned frustrating process of self-discovery that had left me standing while others had climbed aboard bandwagons of enlightenment, and appeared flying into futures grasping the great truths of existence as if they were plainly written in their thoughts and easily understood.

"See, you do have some emotion," he commented.

"I'm sorry, you just struck a painful chord in me."

"At least you're feeling something," he observed.

The waves were crashing joyously on the beach, at least it seemed a joyous sound when the sun shone brightly in the sky.  How strange that that sound was immensely different when the sun was tucked away behind the clouds.  Looking north I gazed at the fog bank hovering some distance away.  Before the afternoon was over it would climb down the coast and swallow me and my beach house in its bleakness.  

"Don't think you're so indecipherable Cassandra, it's really not that hard," Nathan said kindly, trying to lift me from my dark mood.

Despite his efforts to assure me, I wasn't about to be reassured with platitudes.  I wasn’t sure I liked this conversation anymore.  As well meaning as the man might be, he seemed to be leading me exactly where I'd led myself through hours and months and years of psychoanalysis.  And I didn't particularly feel like hitting that brick wall again.  "If it's so easy," I challenged him, "tell me, how do I know the truth about myself?"

"You feel it," he answered.

"So easy for you to say, but not as easily done."

"There's a fallacy in your thinking Cassandra.  You do feel.  You just don't know how to sense it."

I was not only angry, I was frustrated again.  The conversation was fast approaching inane.  Nathan was just another purported guru leading me in familiar circles of confusion.  Wasn't it enough that I'd fled the Institute, here I'd attracted yet another person ready to tell me what I needed to heal myself.

I looked at him and shook my head, "thanks for trying Nathan, whoever you are," I said, "I think I'll go in." I closed my book and looked as if I was getting ready to leave. 

"A suggestion?" he said.

"What's that?" 

"Take off those jeans," he said staring at my crotch, "go naked from your waist down."

"What?" I responded half quizzical, half shocked.

