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The Marquis’ Book of Pleasure


Chapter One

The thirty-foot boat rocked on an unseen, unwieldy sea, water splashing over the sides, the craft groaning as though any moment it would break apart. The moon, shrouded for hours by a clamoring sky, tried peeking from its hiding place behind the clouds, but it was repeatedly blackened by the night, sinking the tiny ship into a darkness penetrated only by the light of one bobbing lantern. 

“What the hell are we going to do now!” Laney Priestly’s scared voice screamed as the bobbing boat jostled in the waves, knocking her from her feet while she grabbed for a rope at the side of the boat. 

“Dammit, Laney, if you’re going to complain, get below deck,” Erik scolded his wife with his reply. 

“Don’t swear at me,” she got up sparring. 

“And don’t act like such a girl!” Eyes fired, expression determined, it was enough to make Laney shrivel and retreat below where Sandra and Elise were already hibernating. Closing the cabin door, she closed out the sounds of the howling wind and the three men still arguing with the sea, the wind and the cold storm.

“Are we going to survive?” Elise asked, as she huddled under a blanket in the corner, looking like a wet mouse, her two eyes, shiny and startled, her mouth capturing the tiny stream of water dripping from her bangs. Her long bedraggled braid looked like a black sinewy tail plastered to her white skin. 

“Hell, I don’t know!” Laney sighed as she slumped next to Sandra on the couch, and grabbed the old wool blanket to share. 

“It’s an adventure,” the blond-haired woman reminded her ruefully as she tugged the blanket back. 

“And we let them talk us into this over Jamaica. Never again,” Laney shook the water from her short dark hair, and grabbing for another blanket tried toweling it dry. 

“You suppose we’ll find the island?” Elise asked.

“In this storm? It would be a miracle. There are dozens of uncharted islands in this chain. Right now, I’d take any of them just to feel my feet on dry land again.”

The boat rocked, taking another nasty dip toward the water and the three women held their breaths. Best friends since college, hours, even days commiserating together in dorm rooms and apartments, with husbands and lovers coming and going from their lives; they thought they had found some consistency now. Laney and Elise were married in ceremonies just months ago, and Sandra was almost at the altar. But would all that end with this fiasco in tropical seas? Was this torrid night sent to shake apart their earned tranquility? Would, at the ripe age of twenty-nine, the lives of three friends be ripped asunder by the hazards of this dangerous night? 

What happened to the bucolic peace this camping trip promised? Two weeks in paradise, Erik and Jason had assured them. Matthew had taken the trip before. He knew these seas like the back of his hand… at least until the storm began. Jason was an expert sailor, and Erik had the survival instincts of a wolf. But with prowess and pride defeated by the elements of nature, the three men seemed as vulnerable as the women they brought into this messy peril. 

***

A fire crackled on the sand as the six huddled together, staring at their wounded boat tied to old pylons embedded deep. Their blankets were wet, their hair soaked, their clothes drenched. 

“Six months getting ready for this trip, who would have thought we’d end up marooned on some unknown beach?” The hulking Jason remained the most upbeat of the tattered travelers. His normally unkempt curly hair was more disheveled than usual and his green eyes lit with a jovial jester dancing mischievously inside them. “Hey, you have to have a sense of humor.”

“When it’s this cold?” Laney pouted. 

“It’s not cold, Laney,” Erik sputtered. “Not in the tropics. You’re just wet.” 

“Hey, I’m up for a little search and find mission here,” Matthew’s sharp eyes brightened as the flame from the fire seemed to jump inside them. Unlike Jason, he was a wiry, quick-witted, and sometimes hotheaded man with an underlying nervousness that kept him perpetually moving. “Maybe there’s shelter somewhere on this island.” He hopped up. “Anyone care to go with me?” He looked directly at Erik.

“Yes, I think I will,” Erik Priestly pulled himself from his wife’s side. Erik seemed the more settled and down to earth of the three men, a natural leader—though with friends a reluctant one. He was afraid he’d have to make an exception this time, and the mantle seemed to fall on his shoulders without anyone noticing—other than Erik himself. “Maybe these ladies will be a little more amenable to our wager when they’re dry.” 

“The wager?” Laney exclaimed. “You’re not going to enforce the wager after this!”

“And why not?” He turned back to show her the devil in his black eyes. “We all agreed, fair and square. You ladies lost and we aim to have our weekend.”

“Only if you can find some decent shelter,” Laney snarled unhappily. 

“Of course, my dear.” Erik smiled wickedly. “Jason, keep them laughing, will you? We’ll be back shortly. This place can’t be too big. If there’s a cabin or some boathouse, I’m sure we’ll find it.” He stared at the sky almost as though he was one with it. “Rain’s gonna hit again.” With flashlights in hand, the two men disappeared into the black.

“Oh, I’d like to be snuggled up in a sleeping bag with you,” Sandra purred in Jason’s ear as she mellowed before the warm fire. He ran his fingers through her sand-colored hair, now more dark than light, as it was not yet dry. 

“No fair,” Laney declared. “Not until Elise and I have our men back.”

Jason, laughing, held his fiancée about the shoulders and began massaging her breasts underneath her wet tee shirt. “You have any idea how great these look like this?”

The voluptuous woman scooted closer, her hips tangoing into Jason’s groin.

“Stop it, you guys!” Elise snapped. “Sandra has no right to look so slutty when the rest of us look like drowned rats.”

“It’s just the tits, hon,” Sandra tried appeasing her. Looking down, she noted the way her cold nipples broke the surface of her shirt. “Does look like I stepped out of a wet tee shirt contest, huh?”

“Looks lewd,” Laney griped. 

“Just because you don’t have as much,” Jason joked. 

“Erik says a handful is just fine with him.”

Jason snickered. “But you do have perky nipples when you’re aroused.” 

“And how would you know?”

“Don’t think I didn’t see you and Erik going at each other in the woods last summer.”

“What! You saw?”

“Sure did.”

Sandra giggled.

“You too?”

“Hon, you were having so much fun.”

“But…I-I was naked!”

“That you were,” Jason recalled the memory easily. “Those little bronze tits didn’t look so little with Erik hammering you from behind—dangled like nice fat ones. Didn’t know you sunbathed in the nude.”

Laney blushed and turned away. “I can’t believe you watched.”

“Damn! It was a pretty sight.”

“Jason!” Sandra slapped his hand. “You weren’t going to say anything.”

“Yeah, but spooky nights like this just sort of bring out the devil in me.” He lunged at Sandra like a fiend, his hands going around her neck, and they tumbled to the ground, laughing. 

“You’re going to have to wait to screw her,” Matthew’s voice rang out over the wind as he and Erik returned to the beach. 

“What did you find?” Laney perked up. 

“Ah, this is better than perfect,” Erik answered. “Some old estate house, wild looking place, but it’s shelter.”

“Then, let’s go.” Laney was on her feet, reaching out for Elise, while giving a sprawled-out Jason a gentle shove with her toe. She grabbed for her backpack and Erik’s, then trudged towards her husband. “I’m so exhausted.”

“We all are, darling. We’ll find a dry place and you can do nothing but sleep tomorrow.”

“That is, until we kings get our just desserts,” Jason reminded them all. 

“There won’t be any dessert for you,” Sandra gave him an elbow to the waist, “until we’re all rested. 

“Hey, listen, I’ve been looking forward to this payback for three months. We waited on you in Martha’s Vineyard like you were queens. Don’t think you’ll slide on this just because we’re marooned here.”

“No one’s going to let them slide,” Erik assured him. “But let’s get off this beach before we’re all wet again.”

The rain was beginning to fall—huge droplets pinging against their cheeks as they hiked to the top of the beach, over a rise of grasses, and along a meandering path through the dunes until it broke into a nest of palms and beach trees. In the midst of the trees loomed a darkened house—one of grand and once glorious stature. Like a transplant from the Deep South it rose two stories high, with shuttered windows, a large veranda across the front and a second story balcony across the same expansive length. Proud, stately, and now obviously abandoned, it lured the six stranded campers as though it had a gentle hand reaching out to beckon them inside with a crooked finger. 

“You don’t suppose someone lives here?” Elise wondered as they started up the stairs to the front entrance. 

“We’ve already checked,” Matthew moved quickly to the door and opened it wide. Creak it did, but it still seemed firm in its frame, as solid as the flagstone entry. 

“Oh my,” Laney stared into the shadowy darkness illuminated only by the beams from their lantern and two flashlights. 

“Fireplace seems to work all right,” Erik announced as he hauled a load of firewood he’d gathered from just outside the door. “And this wood’s dry, stored right under the overhang as though it was waiting for us. 

They were in a grand living room, which was still sparsely furnished with sheet-covered sofas and chairs. 

“This was someone’s masterpiece,” Elise noted as she ran her hands over the carved columns, and then along a marble statue of a naked female. “She’s beautiful.”

Sandra stood beside her, gazing benumbed by the glowing ivory surface of a woman, seemingly so faithful to the essence of life and femininity that they feared she would—except for one essential feature of the sculpture—step from her golden pedestal any second. The lovely lady was, however, bound; arms gracefully raised above her head, her hands crossed like a ballet dancer’s. Her wrists were entangled with marble chains embedded in the marble above. Though she shyly held her thighs together as if to cover her nakedness, the lustrous beauty smiled demurely, suggesting she kept some secret from those who gaped in wonder at her bondage. 

The room began to lighten as Erik’s fire raised a sultry glow, dispelling half the shadows, though making more as the flames bloomed and flickered. 

Turning their attention from the statue, Laney, Elise and Sandra warmed themselves before the hearth, while the men perused their surroundings with cautious interest. 

“Interesting place,” Erik said. “See here. Wonder what they were for?” He motioned Matthew and Jason to join him, where sporadically along the inside walls were arched alcoves with O-rings embedded in the top and bottom of each space. Some had empty pedestals as though there had once been statues displayed in the small nooks.

“You see that statue of Venus?” Matthew asked him.

“You think it’s Venus?”

“Or some other goddess. She’s bound.”

“Kinda makes my crotch antsy,” Jason snickered. 

“Who’s crotch is getting antsy,” Sandra called to him. 

“Yeah, hon, we have something to finish,” he called to his fiancée.

“I think I’ll explore some more,” Erik decided. “Want to come, Laney?”

“Oh, sweetie, no. I’m enjoying the fire too much. But let me know if you find a decent kitchen.”

“You know I feel like I’m trespassing in someone’s house.” Elise said, uneasily.

“Well then, let them come kick us out,” Laney replied. 

“Yeah, they could have locked the door,” Jason added.

“It was more like we were invited,” Matthew suggested. “We’ll be back in a bit.”

The three men took off to explore the house, making their rounds of the first floor, finding a dining room sizable enough to match the living room, and what had once been a kitchen and pantry large enough to serve a household of dozens. There was a library still furnished with dusty leather-bound volumes and heavily brocade furniture, and what might well have been a music room, though the function of the room was unknown. Thick drapes covered the windows and half of the walls, though there was not a stick of furniture inside. But just as in the other rooms, there were more oddly placed O-rings fixed in both the walls and floor; and hanging from the ceiling was a strange apparatus of decaying rope. 

“Makes you wonder what they did here?” Erik said.

“Like what kind of wild parties?” Jason wondered.

“Not sure. But it has a strangely erotic feel, don’t you think?” Erik answered.

“I’m not sure what I think,” he said, though his mind was moving forward briskly as his imagination reeled with pictures. “Could be innocent, but then it could be…”

“Be what?” Jason asked. 

“Off shore island… belongs to no one but the owner?” Matthew answered. “You never know what people would do with no restraints from society.”

“That sounds pretty nasty, what’s in your head?” Jason asked. 

Matt shrugged. “I don’t know,” he answered vaguely. 

Erik was silent contemplating, until he suggested they move upstairs. 

The second floor of the old mansion revealed more than a dozen bedrooms, some styled with a breezy summerhouse decadence—mosquito netting still flying in drafts of air. Other more formal rooms were draped in heavy velvet and trimmed in fading gold leaf. Each room, however, had some curious feature that suggested unusual activities taking place inside the bedroom. There were more O-rings and several eyehooks bolted into the walls. A curious canvas sling. Rigging hanging from the ceiling, or inside the actual canopy of one great mahogany bed. And a strange tiled bathroom that had been equipped with several devices none of the three men could clearly identify. 

“I think some guy was getting his jollies doing weird things to women,” Jason chortled. 

“I think you might be right,” Erik agreed. 

“Could go either way, you know,” Matthew said as he stared at the rigging inside the canopy bed.

“If you remember, the statue was of a woman,” Erik reminded him. 

“So, it was,” Matthew remembered as he paced the room, hands in the pockets of his blue jeans, the curt features of his chiseled face seeming to contort oddly. In fact, all three men were strangely moved by the awesome house and the unknown implications of the innovative hardware and contraptions. 

A sudden shriek hit the air like a bolt of lightning—Elise!

Tearing themselves from the room, the three raced down the staircase to the first floor, finding Elise sitting on a couch with Laney and Sandra on either side. 

“I swear there was a man staring at me!” she was panting nervously, wringing her hands, her pale face white as a mainsail as she stared forward in shock. 

“What happened?” Erik asked. 

“She thought she saw a face in the window,” Sandra said.

“Then, we’ll have a look outside,” Matthew said moving toward the foyer with Jason at his heels.

“That won’t be necessary,” another, unexpected voice wrapped the room with an oddly sonorous quality of calm. The two men heading for the door stopped abruptly. “It was my face the lady saw.” An elderly but quite vigorous looking man was standing by the hallway door near the kitchen. His yellow parka was dripping with water, but there was a firm gentleness about his face that seemed almost mirthful. 

“Yes, that was him!” Elise exclaimed, pointing his way.

“Sorry to have shocked you. It’s been some time since we’ve had visitors on the island.”

“And who are you?” Erik asked. 

He moved forward, “I’m Archibald Devane, the caretaker.”

“My friends and I were shipwrecked by the storm,” Erik explained.

“I saw. There’s been some damage to your boat.”

“I’m afraid so. Is there some problem staying here?”

Archibald Devane smiled kindly. “Why no. I’m glad the house could be a safe haven once again.”

“Again?” Laney whispered. 

“We are uncharted here, but occasionally someone stumbles on our humble shore.”

“You say we?” 

“Ah!” the old man looked slightly chagrinned. “It’s just me now. Mr. Christian Barth, the owner of Marquis Island lives in New England. I’m afraid he had to abandon this little jewel a few years ago, due to bad health. I still think of him being here. This was quite the place in the 60’s and 70’s.” He gazed around the room with a melancholy eye. “I’m just the caretaker now.”

“Well, it certainly was convenient for us tonight,” Erik said. 

“And you’re welcome to stay here as long as you like. I’m afraid the baths aren’t working, nor is there running water in the kitchen. But other than that, the stove works, and there’s a pump outside the door. Plus the old latrine is decent enough. The storm’s likely to rage a day or two. You might as well settle in.”

“We do have plenty of food,” Erik said. “So, I suppose we’re as safe as anywhere.”

“Long as you don’t let the spooks get to you,” Devane said as his odd eyes danced.

“Spooks?” Laney wondered aloud. 

“Just kidding, ma’am. But you know these islands can be mysterious, and strange things happen in old houses.”

“You’re saying the place is haunted?” 

“Not by the dead, if that’s what worries you. You make yourselves at home, I’ll check back with you tomorrow.”

“And where do you live?” Matthew asked. 

“No more than a quarter mile down the island there’s another house. Much smaller. I prefer it there. It’s near the dock and I have my radio.”

“You have a radio?” Jason jumped in. 

“When it works. But not in this storm.” He nodded, turned, and shuffled off giving them a friendly wave while mumbling something none of them could hear.

“He’s sure an odd one,” Jason said once he was gone. 

“Kinda creepy,” Laney agreed.

“I thought he was rather friendly,” Sandra said.

“Like too friendly,” Elise murmured under her breath. She was still recuperating from her shock. Her plain, wide-open face seemed to hold the fear inside its simple features far longer than a normal face might. She was an enigmatic woman, ‘a sensuous pianist’, Laney called her. And determinedly driven, ultimately focused. ‘She rode her own pair of horses’, Matthew described her once referring to her art and her earth—she was dedicatedly into classical piano and raising rare tropical plants. That appraisal wasn’t quite accurate, however. Elise rode three horses, Matthew being the third. She’d do anything to fuck him, which he needed; keeping his hot temper mollified on most occasions. That was a blessing to the world, so all his friends believed. Now, however, she looked as ghostly as the ghost she claimed she’d seen.

“Elise, you’re going overboard,” Matthew said tersely. 

“He was weird-looking in the window,” she said adamantly

“Hell, Jason would look weird peering in a window on a night like this,” Laney droned. “And he’s the least weird person in the world.”

“I’m not weird.” Jason almost sounded hurt. 

“No, dear, you’re too regular to be insane like the rest of us.”

“What about Erik? I thought he was Mr. Substantial.”

“He is, but that’s different,” Laney said without explaining. 

“I think it’s time we turned in for the night,” Erik said. “It’s nearly midnight, there are rooms upstairs. We can each take one and have a decent sleep.”

“Upstairs?” Sandra quipped. “Like hell I’ll sleep in some rat-infested bed. I’d rather sleep down here and inspect things myself in the morning.”

“Laney?” Erik asked. 

“I agree with Sandra.”

He shrugged. “Okay, then. Just remember, though, you ladies have a wager to satisfy before our two weeks are over.” He looked about the room rather happily. “You know, I think this place will be the perfect place to pay in full.”

The night was marked by an increase in the thundering storm—lightning, rain and a sweeping wind that marched the angry clouds across the sky. 

In the heart of the night, about two am—though no one was looking at clocks—Matthew Parker tapped his wife on the shoulder, rousing her from sleep enough so she could join him. Elise’s heavy lids hardly opened, but enough so that she could see the fiery intensity of her husband’s. She drew herself from the sleeping bag and let him lead her up the mansion’s stairs—on tiptoe, quietly. Not that the two sleeping couples could have heard them creep, with the wind howling like a heartbroken child. Matthew dragged his half-sleeping wife into one of the fancy gold-trimmed rooms. By the time they reached the bed, his hands and body pounced upon her as though there were a little evil traveling through his veins. 

“Oh, my, Matthew,” she shimmied under him. He pulled her T-shirt over her head finding her nakedness a delicious target. 

She squirmed beneath him as he pressed himself against her rocking hips, hips that rose to meet his sinewy flesh, and a cunt seeking out the rod between his legs. He held her hands above her head, locked tightly in one fist as though this were rape; then he silenced her with demanding kisses, opening her mouth with his lips and filling it with his voracious tongue. 

She murmured needfully, beckoning him to continue with her hungering for this tenacious taking. 

Freeing himself of his sweat pants, he was as naked as she, his manhood bobbing fully erect, the purple head batting at her pubis mound for a time while he held himself above her looking down like an avenging angel. The closer to striking home with the force of his dick, the more the taut muscle of Matthew’s body gathered power. Elise looked into him with eyes wondrously scared, her small form anxious for the strike. The power behind the first thrust sent pain shooting through her ravaged cunt and she screamed into the night just as another clap of thunder ripped the heated air. 

“Yeesssssssss,” her seething voice vented on in sounds more lush and sensuous.

He held her down as his prick banged inside her depths. Her legs parted wide, her knees bent, and her back arched against the binding at her wrists—all as though she wanted him deeper, even though she knew Matthew’s hefty erection would seem to stretch her small opening beyond its limits. Her hips ground harder as his did. Her strained breasts rose toward the canopy overhead, nipples rigid. Then she squeezed down trying to milk the life from the violating stalk, and in the moments that followed, she heard him groaning in the guttural language of climax, “Oh gawd, fuuuuuuuuck!” 

Collapsing afterwards, Elise could hardly breath, and Matthew panted with exhaustion. She wriggled for a time with her arms beginning to cramp as he still held her wrists in his steely grip.

“Matthew,” she whispered quietly. “Make me come, please.” 

Her words made him relax and the tension ease away. Falling off her, he fingered the hot wet slit, and found her clit to pinch. Elise rolled about in a sensuous silence as the gentle crest of her climax wafted through her body like a springtime breeze. Even the storm agreed to keep its gnashing force at bay while Elise got off. Then, they settled into the cushion of the lumpy old bed that cradled them, watching the mosquito netting dapple in the drafty air as they drifted off to sleep. 


Chapter Two

Laney, Sandra and Elise were in the kitchen the following morning making breakfast. Shards of sun shot right through the dusty windowpanes startling the eye with their brilliance—only to fade behind the gathering grey in the southeastern sky. The storm had not yet left the island and there was an unusual uneasiness among these three friends. Elise was preoccupied with her shock from the night before—and afterwards the sex with Matthew. Likewise, Sandra seemed submerged in thought and Laney was too busy cooking to talk. 

“Anyone find this house—this whole island—sort of strange?” Sandra finally broke through the quiet with her troubled thoughts. 

“Well, yes,” Elise agreed though her answer was vague. She’d already decided not to mention her night in the upstairs bedroom with Matthew. As far as anyone knew, they’d slept downstairs.

“Odd, yes, and that fellow Archibald Devane is a strange one,” Laney added, “but then we can’t complain. It’s shelter.” The sky had just darkened miserably again and it looked as though the rain would start any second. 

The mention of their fears only increased the tension submerged beneath the surface of their chatter. 

Elise sighed heavily as she threw more firewood into the woodstove, pushing a lock of long hair off her sweaty face. “Where the hell did we get the wager idea, anyway?” she changed the conversation. “The guys should be out here hauling water and wood.” 

“We were drunk, playing poker, if I recall rightly…” Laney remembered. “And we were pretty hard on them when they lost the Martha’s Vineyard bet.” 

“They deserved everything they got,” Sandra fumed. “Plus, my uncle’s cottage got the thorough cleaning it needed. We owed it to him, all that we’ve used it this year.”

“That’s true, and it’s not going to do us any good to get in a snit about the wager,” Laney said. “Besides, we’re better cooks than the guys. I’m not sure I could take Jason’s weird scrambled eggs again.”

“They aren’t that bad,” Sandra defended him. 

“They are, too,” Elise said, grabbing a huge plate of steamy bacon and eggs. Pushing her back against the swinging kitchen door, she moved into the dining room where the three men were sitting at the old dining table waiting like three lordly sovereigns. Laney followed with orange juice, and Sandra with French toast. 

“This is pretty special food considering that it’s a camping trip,” Laney reminded them as she poured the juice in crystal goblets.

“Not much of a camping trip at all,” Jason retorted with a hearty laugh, lifting his goblet as though he were drinking vintage wine. 

After having served the men their meal, the three women stood back and waited for some sign from them to proceed.

“My, how Old World of you to wait for permission,” Erik noted smugly. “Would you like to join us now?” 

Laney nodded with a mocking sneer, and the three took their seats at the table. 

“Should make you eat in the kitchen,” Matthew commented drolly.

“Or maybe lap their meal from our hands,” Jason gibed. 

Sandra’s eyes narrowed as she peered down the table at her fiancée.

“Sorry, sweetie,” he said; though he wasn’t sorry at all. He would remember having scrubbed the kitchen floor in Martha’s Vineyard while the three women had gloated over him. Erik could not forget wearing that silly apron as he cooked Laney’s elaborate mushroom crepes; and no one, especially Matthew, could ignore the memory of the smartly dressed banker, getting his fresh-pressed Dockers grass-stained mowing the cottage lawn—not to mention the stains on his hands after pulling dandelions from the flowerbeds. 

They were good sports, but they had memories like elephants. Those unforgettable incidents were now so fresh in their minds it seemed as though they’d happened just days ago. Yet, even with those memories fueling the payment of this wager, their game felt more real, less the joke and more like something darkly driven—inspired by their surroundings. 

After breakfast, the three couples explored the house, taking similar paths through the main floor and upstairs bedrooms where the men had explored the night before. By daylight, the curious devices, notable throughout the otherwise normal mansion, stood out more acutely.

“What the hell are all these O-rings for?” Laney pondered aloud while running her hand over the surface of one great mahogany bedpost. She stared into the high center of the burgundy velvet canopy, seeing a fancy array of thick silken ropes dangling like an ornament. “And those ropes?”

“Kinky sex,” Jason stated flatly. “I don’t think we can escape that conclusion.” 

“Really,” Sandra murmured thoughtfully. “Maybe you should tie me up,” she snickered. 

“You’ll never do that to me,” Laney said waltzing away. 

“No,” Erik replied, “you’d never be that vulnerable.” 

“Is that a shot?” she whipped around to confront him.

“No, a truth, my sweet.” The naturally dark glimmer of his eyes gleamed even more poignantly in the grey dimness of the cloud-shrouded day. Rain beat against the roof outside, sometimes pelting the windows as though the sky were throwing knives to break the surface. 

A wild erotic chill raced to the top of Laney’s spine, tickling the hairs at the base of her neck before darting to the top of her head. She shook off the feeling and turned away from her husband. 

“I find this mesmerizing,” the diminutive Elise clung to Matthew’s arm, while he massaged her lightly across her back—a flirtatious sort of move that only enhanced the hypnotic spell. Matthew’s caustic eyes seemed to bite more intensely as the couples moved from room to room.

“So, have we picked out berths? Or are you ladies still too scared of mice to bed down up here?”

“It’s okay with me,” Sandra said. “I haven’t seen any rats, yet. The beds look surprisingly fresh—almost as though they were waiting for us.”

“It’s a bit curious,” Erik suggested. “I think some explanation from Mr. Archibald Devane would be in order.”

“And why’s that?” Laney asked. “I’m not sure I like that man—after the way he frightened Elise.”

“Maybe he frightened you,” Erik said pointedly. “Fact is, I have the feeling the man is not telling us the entire truth.”

“And why should he tell us the truth,” his wife shot right back. “After all, we’re trespassers. Maybe the place is still used more than he let on. Even if it is, though, it’s really none of our business.”

“True,” Erik conceded. “But it does stimulate my imagination. And I know I’m not the only one aroused by its unique features.”

No one disagreed, but no one added to the argument; and the conversation dwindled as the couples, in pairs, moved down the long hall to the end of the bedroom wing. Each seemed to have decided where they’d sleep the night, all opting for the less questionable rooms, without the most bizarre of the curious devices. O-rings were acceptable, the rest were too unsettling to feel comfortable—although the devices seemed to have sparked their interest and raised a curious degree of sexual energy throughout the small party. 

All three couples picked rooms in the same vicinity near the staircase—perhaps their choices made from some subconscious fear the house engendered, perhaps just simple caution. 

While the others returned to the main floor, Jason and Sandra remained in their upstairs room, Sandra reluctant to leave. 

“You’ve been unusually quiet,” her fiancé remarked as he watched her stare outside the window into the gloomy day. At one window, a tree branch rattled the window like a beggar seeking entrance. 

“Have I?” she turned around. 

Jason was stirred by her look, the way her heavy breasts pressed against her too-tight T-shirt. She was braless, flesh ripping against the fabric, her tiny nipples like small pebbles on the surface. 

“Shall I tie you up?” he asked, remembering her earlier suggestion.

“I wonder what it would feel like,” she answered dreamily. 

“We can find out, you know.”

“Think so?” She was vague and seductive, making Jason’s penis begin to throb as if she had her hand on the thick stalk now and was massaging it erect. 

Eyes darting about the room, he looked for an answer to his need, and finally moved toward an old chest of drawers, opening and closing empty drawers until he came to the last one where he struck gold—gold rope. Smiling, he withdrew the lengthy cord and moved directly to the immobile Sandra. 

“Your hands,” he ordered simply. 

She smiled back blushingly, as she clasped her wrists in front her and let him bind her with the silky rope. 

“You know this does things to my crotch,” she squirmed inside her short shorts, with her thighs rubbing together. 

“Really?” Jason pressed his hand to her crotch and massaged the jutting sex mound. Juice from between her thighs had soaked her panties, now soaking her shorts as well. 

“Hmm, yessss,” her quiet purring encouraged his efforts, though he was anxious, moving toward the bed as he worked her pussy with his hand. 

Cock swollen now, and spear like, arcing inside his jeans, Jason pushed his girlfriend over the footboard of the bed. Then, tugging at the gold rope binding Sandra’s hands, he pulled it tight, stretching her arms and torso until they could go no further. Tying off the end of the rope at the headboard, she was virtually immobile—unlike the picture in her imagination—but that didn’t matter. There was just enough slack in her bondage to allow her crotch to undulate on the foot board bar. With her ass jiggling inside the shorts, Jason stood back and admired her for some seconds. Then with his impatient cock in charge, he yanked her nylon shorts off her hips, tearing them off her legs and tossing them aside. 

“You like being bound?” 

“Un, huh,” she answered him now panting breathlessly.

He drew his fingers along the crack of her ass, gathering juice from her dripping pussy. 

“You’re about to cum, aren’t you?”

“Hmm, yess.” She wiggled into his fingers wanting more massage; but instead, he brought his wet fingers to her mouth and made her suck the juice. “Oh, your cock, sweetheart.” He stood back, struggling from his pants, unveiling his stiff organ. She could see the firm thing from the corner of her eye; and she licked her lips as if begging to taste the head and suck some precum from the tip. “Please.”

“You want this now?”

“Oh, my yes.”

“In your mouth, or in your ass?”

“My ass?” she tensed up, startled by the idea. 

“Yes, your ass. You’re going to get both, Sandra.”

“Oh, my mouth first.” He snickered happily, as the swirling darkness of his mood took these bizarre turns in lust. Climbing on the bed, he made her reach with her face to have his cock. The tease worked. Sandra groaned fitfully when she couldn’t quite reach it with her lips. “Closer, please!” she pleaded. 

“Closer, huh?” he laughed, moving forward slightly so she could almost grasp the head with her mouth. 

“Ooo, Jason, please.” As awkward as the position became, she wanted him closer still. Inch by inch he answered her need—and his own—until he was close enough to her face so that he could shove the entire shaft down her throat and make her suck. He worked her in a steady rhythm with the picture of his bound girlfriend more pleasant to his eye with each stroke of his cock. Nearing climax, however, he pulled out and off the bed, taking his erection to her pink round behind. He slapped her cheeks, listening to her groan with delight as the warming sting worked pleasurably through her ass. “Ooo, Jason, yes, yes, more.”

“Harder, honey?” He slapped her with a brisk-paced staccato until her broad and jiggling cheeks were bouncing to the glorious beat, and turning rosy from his spirited efforts. 

“Hmmm, ouch!” Her bottom burned. 

“More?”

“Oh, fuck me, Jason.”

That was what he wanted to hear, the gentle music of her sex urging him on.

“So, you want it in your ass?” he wondered as he gathered juice from her almost cumming cunt and swathed it high against her anus. 

“Ooo, my,” she wasn’t sure. 

He poked two wet fingers into her ass, hearing her suck in her breath nervously. 

“Ah, Jason, can’t you take my cunt?” she wondered in her sexy reverie. 

“Not today, darling,” he was firm, too exhilarated by his power to stop. It came on intense, surging through his hot veins, a mighty river of untapped need finally discovering its source. He’d have her now and she wouldn’t balk. In fact, he could already hear her throaty cry as she begged for his dick in her ass. A third finger joined the other two, opening the puckering bud wider still.

“Ah, ah,” she seemed to struggle, but then relax. 

“You like it, Sandy, right here, right in your bum hole, nasty.”

“Ooo, yes.” She was feeling the penetration, her muscles finally relaxing around the invading fingers, and the physical arousal beginning to swim through her ass end. Her pussy tightened as though it had been filled, but it was an empty squeezing, pulsing sensation. “Gawd, Jase, in my ass,” her hushed whisper seemed to shriek. “Fuck my ass!”

He didn’t wait. The head of his dick hit the hole with enough force to widen the channel and allow the entire shaft to bury itself until his balls hit her ass. 

Delirious now, sparks were flying through her brain, colors flashing around her, like she wasn’t anywhere any more but in the middle of the fuck. Jason grabbed her hips with fingers digging her flesh, pulling her into his groin while her body stretched itself taut from her bound wrists to her impaled behind. Powerful sensations of lust and surrender joined inside her, and she started to scream as he pummeled with his thrusting organ. 

“Hush!” he ordered her and Sandra shut down her voice. Internalizing the feeling, she began to cum, as Jason began to cum. Then they rocked together until they were too exhausted to move another muscle. 

When he pulled out, he left her for some minutes while gathering himself. He liked the look of her splotchy ass… the sweat, the exhaustion, the strain of her pose. 

“Great pose, Sandra,” he said more coldly than he was accustomed to after sex when they were usually close and cuddling. He wasn’t ready for that now. Instead, he viewed the masterpiece of lusty lethargy until he could see her struggling in the uncomfortable pose. “Hurt, huh?” he asked as he untied the knot at the headboard and loosened the grip on her wrists. 

“A little.”

He massaged some life back into her flesh and held her some minutes. 

“I think I’ll take a nap,” she said, breaking away from his hold. 

She was feeling satisfied, but not the same as other times when sex had been as rough. Then, too, maybe sex had never been this crude. She’d never been bound, never fucked in the ass so thoroughly. He’d never forced his cock down her throat quite so ruthlessly, nor been so cool and unsettled after she finished cumming. Sex was one thing that often put her restless lover at ease, but not this time. And strangely, the shift in mood didn’t bother her as much as she thought it should. 

“Good enough,” he said, looking pleased. “I’ll be downstairs, don’t let the rats get to you.”

“There are no rats!” she said, though there was not much force behind her declaration.

“Whatever you say, darling.” 

He swaggered from the room and closed the door on her with a gentle click. 

***

After lunch, with the rain not letting up, the six played cards around a table they pulled into the living room near the fireplace. Though it was hardly cold, the dampness in the air sunk right to the bone, so that the low burning fire dispelled the chill and emptied the air of its oppressive mood. 

At three o’clock the mantle clock chimed the hour. (Jason had discovered that it still worked when he wound the mechanism with its key.) As if on cue, they heard feet stomping on the front porch, the sound of the creaking door, and moments later saw Archibald Devane’s wry expression, coupled with a broad grin.

“Ah! Mr. Devane,” Erik greeted him warmly. 

The old man nodded to the six, slipped off his slicker and moved into the room. 

“I see you’re making yourselves at home,” he said. 

“We’ll put everything back where we found it when we leave.”

“No matter. I can take care of it.”

“We wouldn’t think of making you do that.”

He nodded. 

“Perhaps, though,” Erik continued somewhat cautiously, “you could us tell a little about Mr. Christian Barth—his house…” he paused to find appropriate words, “has some unusual features.”

“Ah, you’ve noticed?”

“The O-rings are pretty obvious.”

“They are conversation pieces, aren’t they?” Devane strolled forward, passing by the marble statue of the bound woman, gazing at her almost wantingly with a parched mouth and haunted eyes. Then, he stared at the six visitors still seated at the table with their deck of cards haphazardly strewn between them. 

“Is there some simple explanation?” Erik asked, baffled by the man’s sudden vagueness.

“Oh, yes,” he said, though he hesitated to continue until, at last, his gaze met each woman with such an alarmingly erotic aspect that all three seemed to quicken sexually. Moving past the table, he rambled toward one alcove beside the fireplace, reached high to lovingly finger an O-ring, and then dropped his hand and turned back. “What I say will shock you, I’m afraid. Though I imagine you are open-minded …”

“Yes,” Erik had to prompt him when he paused. 

“As I said, Mr. Christian Barth owns this island… it is, in fact, an independent entity without allegiance to any country.”

“As I figured,” Matthew remarked.

“You might say that he created his own world here, free of restraints that modern society would place on behavior. He made up his own rules, created his own laws, and abided by them—as did anyone coming here—almost as though he had a military and the might to enforce his rule. Of course, compliance was voluntary—but no one on this island had the guts to revolt—or reason to, for that matter—except, perhaps, for a few wayward girls…humm women.”

“Mr. Devane, you’re talking in riddles,” Erik said flatly, sounding peeved. 

“Not so,” the man countered quickly with his eyes sharpening like daggers. “My comments are merely a preface to the bald-faced facts. Mr. Barth was a sentient man of great hedonistic passion. He had a fondness for things of the flesh, for food, drink and especially women—especially subservient women. He was as well a sadist. He established this island principality as a haven for his unusual desires. So that he might practice them in peace, without the harassment of conventional society.”

“A sadist?” Sandra pondered the word quizzically.

“Yes, sadist,” Devane’s gaze narrowed on her. 

“What does that mean?”

“Sadist, as in whips and chains,” Jason interjected. 

“Ah, sir, much more than that. In truth, he owned a number of female slaves while he was in residence on the island.”

“In this century?” Laney exclaimed. 

“I did say the 60’s and 70’s last night, did I not?” Devane seemed to flatten her with his quick barb. 

“Yes, yes, you did,” she replied quietly. 

“And I meant this century. If you’ve heard anything I’ve said, you’ll realize that Mr. Barth was an iconoclast, a depraved heathen in his own century, a throwback to centuries before when owning human flesh was at the very least tolerated and at the best expected in certain portions of many societies—including your own United States.” 

“You’re saying Mr. Barth owned slaves as any Southern plantation owner might in the 1800’s?” Laney asked.

“No, I’m not saying that at all. He did believe most avidly in the right to own human females as property, but his intention was primarily sexual in nature—everything he did had a sexual component, or it wasn’t important to him. He hosted numerous house parties and balls on the island where his lascivious inclinations could be played in the grandest form—that’s why the large rooms in the estate house and the many bedrooms. Most of his gatherings were associated with the de Sade Society—as in the Marquis de Sade. Sexual practices of a sadomasochistic nature were openly practiced here. Masters from the United States and Europe brought their chattel so they might enjoy their chosen life without glaring scrutiny or judgment. The galas and soirees were wild affairs lasting many days. The custom was that women were trained to serve, and the men were skilled masters of the extreme sexual arts…”

“Like bondage…” Matthew spoke aloud.

“And the fine arts of whipping, application of the cane and rod, and the delightful whimsy of crops, pinchers and the variety of apparatus you’ll find in this house designed to torment the female creature into oblivion.” Devane paused. “Those parties were, of course, special occasions. In his normal life on the island, Mr. Barth had at least three female sex slaves and sometimes as many as six or seven. They lived here with him on the island, served his needs, as well as those of his guests. You might be surprised to learn that Mr. Barth even entertained more conventional business friends—those not particularly interested in his unusual lifestyle. Visiting this island, however, his guests accepted his practices as easily as they accepted the strange ways of any other foreign country. Many were shocked when they initially arrived, but most became intrigued and eventually adjusted to the customs.”

An anxious Matthew had risen from his chair and strolled toward the fireplace, throwing another log on the glowing embers. He stood up and faced Devane, asking casually, “So, what might a visitor see here that would be particularly out of the ordinary?” 

“Probably the most noticeable deviance for an arriving guest was the attire of the female slaves. It was common for them to wear few clothes—only what might enhance their natural naked state. Generally, they were naked. But then, since this is a tropical climate, the nudity was probably the most easily accepted custom. And, except for the obedient subservience of the slaves during the daily routine, there was likely little to find odd—until the evening hour. Unless, of course, a slave required some discipline.” Devane paused, noting the expressions of awe on the women’s faces. Giving them a moment to absorb the information, he went on with his narrative. “There were times when a slave might be punished before a guest—spanked, whipped, caned, or humiliated for her errs. Perhaps that was the most frightening experience for a new guest to Marquis Island, seeing Mr. Barth’s intense disciplinary rites. They could be shocking, though they were rarely protested. A reprimanded slave knew their place, they understood the ritual and obeyed with little objection. Like anything else on the island, because the practice was natural, few gave it much thought after witnessing their first few scenes.”

“Why would any woman…” Sandra whispered, her voice so soft that hardly anyone heard her speak.

“You mentioned the nights?” the fascinated Matthew probed deeper. He seemed to speak for the entire six astonished listeners who all seemed hypnotized by the subject, if not a little fearful of the implications. 

“Nights on Marquis Island bloomed with sadomasochistic passions… they were animated by its secrets, scenes with women bound, driven to their knees, collared, leashed, brought to ecstasy with every means of torture imaginable. There is a dungeon in the bowels of this house, an old slave cellar—from the 1700’s—with racks and pulleys and ancient devices of excruciating torment made to cause suffering—and physical rhapsody. While Mr. Barth reigned as king every hour he spent here—he was a master of the nighttime hours. Some say he was a sorcerer, a sexual wizard. Women would naturally collapse at his feet as though they were brought there by the power of his voice and the look in his eyes—not women already slaves, but women so enthralled by his authority that they would give themselves up to his promise of pleasure. They couldn’t stop themselves. What may sound cruel, my fair ladies and gentlemen, was not cruel at all, not when in reality something divine took place—even if the experience lasted only seconds.”

Old Devane was so enamored with his own speech that he seemed to have journeyed into another world, transporting his spellbound audience with him. When he finally revived, he looked to the stunned group, “Have I shocked you?” he asked. 

No one spoke for several seconds. “You’ve shocked me,” Sandra finally belted into the silence. 

“Ah, does his rattle your cage, darling?” Jason asked her. 

“Of course it rattles me,” she answered as she rose to her feet, clutching her arms across her breasts and moving away from the table and Archibald Devane.

“My apologies, ma’am,” Devane bowed deep and mockingly. 

“Why so nervous, Sandra?” Erik asked. “That was thirty years ago. You look afraid.”

“I’m not afraid. It’s just spooky thinking of those things happening here.” She stared at the others, while thinking of her morning with Jason, “Aren’t any of you spooked by this?”

“I am,” Elise said. “But then it’s terribly erotic.”

“You think so?” Matthew turned to his wife with a look of surprise.

“Laney?” Sandra polled her. 

“I’m dumbfounded,” she answered. 

“We all should be,” Sandra stated. “And the three of you, too,” she said focusing her remarks on the men. “The man was obviously crazy.”

“Why?” Erik asked. “Seems to me he found a means of living out his fantasies in a safe way… no one got hurt, I assume.”

Sandra didn’t agree. “How do you know that?”

“Well, we don’t,” Matthew said. “But purely theoretically, there’s nothing wrong with what consenting adults do in their personal lives.”

“Seems I’ve challenged you,” Devane interjected. 

“Not at all,” Sandra snapped a little too forcefully to be believed. 

“I’ve heard it said,” Devane leered at them all, “that what makes you fear carries with it the suggestion of desire behind the fear. Perhaps you should explore what you fear now.”

“I fear nothing,” Laney stated flatly.

“I’d call it arousal,” Elise managed. 

Sandra said nothing.

“If you’re interested in knowing more, there is a book, authored by Mr. Barth himself. Let me see if I can find it.” Devane transmuted himself from an astute charmer into a shriveled old man as he made his way to the library door. Disappearing inside for a few minutes, he ambled back to his baffled audience minutes later with a small leather-bound book in hand. “A good night’s reading,” he said handing it to Erik.

Erik thumbed the pages absently for a few seconds, and then looked up as the others did, watching Archibald Devane shuffle away.

The silence following began to pound in all their ears. As had happened before—when the six were exploring the house together—a gentle rise in energy seemed to animate the room—all in a muted, pent-up, erotic fashion.

“Well, I guess we have our answer,” Erik broke through the quiet. “Simple enough. I think we could have guessed as much.”

“Simple! You think that is simple?” Laney seemed quite close to exploding. “It’s perverted.”

“Better not condemn yourself, Laney,” Jason said. “You heard what the old man said about fear and desire.” 

“This has nothing to do with my fear and desire,” she said. 

“Well then, you won’t have any problem hearing what it says in this book,” Erik said, snickering at her amusedly.

“I don’t see any reason why we have to pursue this,” she sniped. “Soon as the rain lets up, we’ll get the boat fixed and be on our way. Mr. Christian Barth and Archibald Devane really aren’t any concern of ours.”

“But they are an interesting diversion while we’re marooned here,” Jason interjected.

“Oh, I think so,” Elise agreed positively. 

“And why would you think so?” Laney asked her. 

“I don’t know. Some core root thing just joggles in me hearing about all this. You know I once did a paper in college about the Marquis de Sade.”

“You never told me that.”

“I was so titillated I was embarrassed,” Elise almost blushed now. “Matthew, hon,” she looked toward her husband as if remembering the night before and feeling that same sort of feral power right now. She looked for something sexual. 

“Maybe,” he said, absently. “But maybe later.” Odd that he would put her off. “I’m more interested in hearing what’s in old Archie’s book.”

Erik stepped back, massaging the black leather cover of the old volume as though it were something precious, “The Marquis’s Book of Pleasure.” 

“Wonder who the Marquis is?” Jason mused aloud.

“I’m sure the title belongs to Barth,” Erik replied without a second thought. He opened the cover of the book, paged through to the beginning, and began to read … “The Care and Training of Human Chattel.”

“What?” Laney interrupted.

Erik looked up. “If you’re going to interrupt every time I say a word, we’ll never hear any of this.”

“That book can’t be serious!”

“Why not?” Jason asked her with a laugh. “After what the old man said, I’d believe anything. Read on Priestly.”

Erik gave his friends a nod, and began again with a bit of haughtiness and disbelief in his tone. “The Care and Training of Human Chattel. Chapter One, the Slave Decision.” 

He paused. Hearing no more comments from his audience, he continued. “Being that slavery has been banned in most modern countries, the practice of keeping sexual slaves is rarely an appropriate topic for consideration. Only in secret fraternities and free societies like the one on Marquis Island will proponents of these practices be allowed to appraise such curious ideas. It is my belief, however, that the rite of slavery is one deeply embedded in the psyche of humanity—one not easily eradicated by law. It is as well, particularly desirous as a means of sexual stimulation and satisfaction. For the obviously dominant male to subjugate, imprison, and use the female species as he desires is a deeply seated craving that cannot be turned aside without giving up some degree of personal liberty and truth. Conversely, for certain members of the fair sex to deny their yearnings of submission and turn from them as though they did not exist is equally as damaging to the soul. However, to embrace the facts of our nature, and live within their dictates—ones that makes men masters above the feminine species—allows us all to thrive in a state of natural repose.” 

“My god! The man is serious!” Laney suddenly blurted out.

“You thought he wasn’t?” Sandra turned on her, amazed by Laney now as much as she was by what she heard in Erik’s reading. The sumptuously delectable woman was clearly aroused, her flesh burning with heat, her face flushed, her eyes languidly sensuous with the look of sex. She stood now by the statue of their bound Venus as if the goddess were her friend.

“Want to hear more?” Erik asked.

“Yes,” Elise jumped right in, while Laney—having moved to the couch—stewed uncomfortably in her seat, and Sandra appeared to lose herself in the world of her fantasy. 

Erik continued, “For our purposes now, we don’t often force slavery on the unwilling, but rather make it a choice for women with the nature to understand it. However, unlike other choices women might make, this one is not one to be made as a flight of fancy, or some romantic whimsical notion. Sexual slavery is serious business. It requires dedication from both master and slave, and most importantly an understanding that once the decision has been made, the future is sealed. There is no turning back, no denial. Even what might look like righteous rebellion in a female must be squashed. There is no room for error or argument, only a place for the slave to find within themselves their submissive need and dwell solely there… 

“Beyond such a finding, the rest is the master’s business, to train and nurture that place of humility and service within their chattel. 

“Those who have just made the decision and have come into the hands of their master—I refer to as raw livestock. I find it better to take away even the basics of human mindfulness and individuality while slaves are trained, lest they foster some wrong-headedness and resistance—or are tempted to protest the choice they have freely made.

“Regardless, however, of any name we give an initiate, the raw livestock—or slave —can be expected to rebel at one time or another. Rebellion, being anticipated, can be efficiently crushed. It is, therefore, the purpose of the remaining chapters of this book to deal with the training and discipline of the slave, as well as the proper means of punishment and reprimand for those times when it is necessary. Only as a final epilogue will the sexual arts associated with master/slave relationships be discussed. Though submission and eroticism go hand in hand, it is most important to set the ritual and mindset of subservience before a complete discussion of the sexual methods can be undertaken.

“Do not, however, misread my remarks here. A sexual slave can and should be expected to serve her master sexually at all times—from the first day of her slave life until the last. Compliance is expected. And a good master will demand it, while at the same time knowing that time and training increase the sexual benefit for both master and slave. The slave’s decision is just the beginning.” 

Erik looked up, about to turn the page. 

“I’ve heard enough,” Laney declared. “At least for now,” she added when all five stared at her noting the distinctive sharpness in her voice. 

“It is extreme, Laney,” Erik said to soothe her obvious fear. 

“Yes, it is.”

“But don’t you find it fascinating?” Matthew asked. His hands were spread wide holding the back of one sofa, while he stared quite intently at Erik’s rattled wife sitting on the opposite one.

“Perhaps. But you’re sounding as though you wish you were attending one of Barth’s parties.”

“Oh, I’d be in heaven,” Elise exclaimed. 

“You would?”

“I find the fear exciting.”

Laney looked at the languid Sandra draped against the statue, thighs slightly parted as though she might wish to fuck the marble. “I think that kind of submission would be bliss,” the lusty blonde purred unthinkingly. 

“Am I the only sane one here?” she asked, rising from the couch. She moved toward the windows and peered out at the grey rain. 

Erik was at her back some seconds later, pressing himself gently to her ass. She could feel his stiff cock in his pants. “This arouses you, doesn’t it?” Laney murmured. 

“In a way.”

“Why?”

“Can’t you feel it, Laney? The whole room is so erotically charged, if I didn’t know better I’d think any second, we’ll be stripping off our clothes, leaping headlong into an orgy. Elise and Sandra are nearly orgasmic. You can’t tell me you don’t feel it.” He had his hand on her ass, massaging it gently. “You’re the one who always wants it rough. I slap your thighs and ass. I’ve even bound your hands… why are you revolting now?”

“I’m not revolting. I’m…” she sighed. “Just tired.”

“We’ll let it slide for now, darlin’. Just don’t let it upset you so much.”

She smiled, turned in his arms, “Maybe you’re right.”

“I’m always right,” he said with a snicker. 

The rain stopped near sunset. In the dusky shadows, the three men hiked to the boat and appraised the damage. Jason suspected they’d need a part to get the engine running. But since the radio wasn’t working either, they’d have to rely on Archibald Devane to find them a means of rescue. Knowing there was nothing they could do in the waning light, they decided to wait until morning to proceed. 

In the mansion, the women made dinner—chili, hot dogs, typical camping fare that seemed out of place in the sensuous elegance of Barth’s finely furnished rooms. Even in this state of decadent shabbiness there was an air of refinement and grace that seeped inside the bones of those who lived there—as much as the erotic conversation and talk of sexual slavery seemed to quicken their sexual bodies. Yet, their feelings of lust remained behind a blanket of excited fear and a bit of dread, which even the more willing Sandra and Elise found kept them from racing toward their desires. While their body language begged for some satisfaction, the possibilities were diverted with small talk and frivolous activity. 

After dinner, the six surrounded the fireplace again, looking as though they’d had a rough day working. Devane’s book sat on the table beckoningly, but no one mentioned it. 

They played cards, drank wine, and ended up going to bed much earlier than they were used to—driven by their lust. Once the candles were doused inside each room, the black night hit them squarely in their blinded eyes and their bodies replied to the deadly dark as they snuggled close. In all three rooms, desire seemed to unleash as flesh touched flesh. In remembrance of their earlier sex, Elise and Matthew, and Sandra and Jason, clashed anxiously until their swift fucks left them empty and ready to sleep. In the third room, at the top of the stairs, Laney and Erik Priestly began to make love fitfully, almost too scared to touch with so much electric energy passing between them.

“What’s happening to me, Erik?” Laney whispered, as her flesh jumped inside her prickly skin. She felt orgasmic the moment her husband’s fingers circled a nipple, and his breath expelled on her hardening bud. “I’m coming apart at the seams,” she thrashed worriedly, while desire on desire spilled through her mind and into the passion rushing through her hands. She was on him, grappling as hotly as he was wrestling with her, seeking his cock with her hands so she could steer it to the entrance of her clenching cunt. 

While Erik was as driven with desire, he held back enough to steady her—to keep her body from exploding too fast. He wondered if she were headed for madness the way she clawed his shoulders and spread wide her thighs demanding he take her cunt. He put her off twice, in the interest of pursuing his own desire to make her suffer, happy to have her discontent—until the tease became too maddening for her. He finally rammed his erection into the offered orifice, grateful for the way she milked the stalk. Her pussy was alive and grabbing, almost as though there were mysterious hands reaching inside to grab the thing and suck it inside her. 

She came, thrashing back and forth beneath him, moaning like the wind was moaning in the restless night. “Gawd cuuuuummmmmmm!” she roared as she pumped his meaty flesh. Even when he would have stalled, the grasping muscle worked hard enough to bring on his orgasm and thereafter didn’t stop until she drained him dry.

Afterwards, neither one could speak as though something other than sex had usurped their power of speech. Waiting to recover, they listened to the sounds of their winded breath and watched their heaving chests rise and fall. Even when they finally settled they couldn’t speak, so they didn’t bother. Laney drifted to sleep first, Erik followed closely after, thinking as his eyes closed, that something devilish was brewing on this island. They were caught in a web of riddles unaware of its powerful influence to control their behavior.


Chapter Three

The following day was a curious repeat of the previous one. The three men checked the boat again, working on the engine, trying the radio, finding no solution to the engine failure and unable to raise anyone off Marquis Island. In the midst of their frustration, Archibald Devane suddenly appeared on the beach. He stood for some moments appraising the weary group, then stepped forward. 

