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Chapter One

Leslie ran her hand along Rosalie’s thigh, moving it between her legs to where she was soft and very wet, causing the sweet Latino woman to grovel back against the subtle invasion, her body rising and falling to the crescendo of her inner sexual beat.

“More chica, fuck me hard,” Rosalie gasped in her husky voice.  Leslie’s hand slapped each pulsing thigh to part them wide.  She wanted the interior, right in the middle where Rosalie’s purple pink cunt throbbed.  One finger after another slipped inside the juicy portal; while Leslie’s mouth came down to cover the hard bud of her lover’s clit. 

“Ooo, that’s right little bitch,” Leslie egged her on, slapping Rosalie’s thighs between laps of the growing pool of liquid in her hand.  She watched the broad rear buck and the tawny breasts bounce again her chest.  Leslie’s squeezed a nipple and listened for the sound of feigned protest to follow, then she let the nipple go to see it remain a tight bud, a fine little knot she’d soon bite one more time, until it really hurt.  She wanted to hear Rosalie’s gasp of pain.

“Si! Si, si! Harder!!” Rosalie screamed.  The sweating girl squeezed her inner muscles against Leslie’s hand.  Then she released her grip and her whole torso relaxed, only to clench one more time.  She did a strange orgasmic shimmy while spouting Spanish Leslie didn’t understand, then collapsed into the bed’s soft cotton sheets, panting.  A hot afternoon sun bathed them both, making their sweaty bodies cling to each other in a sticky pool of sexual sensation.

“Ah si, I’m in love,” Rosalie, murmured.

“And I’m in love with your body,” Leslie replied, as she drifted into her own world, lying back in the pile of rumpled sheets.  She was thinking of Rosalie, but also thinking of other lovers, the ones that weren’t available to her now.

“And why not be in love with my body?” Rosalie answered, smiling broadly.  She moved around to recline on her side and stroke Leslie’s naked belly, running a long red nail down the surface of her skin and leaving a tiny red line.

With a bright sunshine face, Rosalie had claimed nearly three months of Leslie’s time.  It was much more than Leslie thought she’d give the sweet, brown-skinned girl.  Then again, Rosalie was hardly a girl, being somewhere between twenty-five and thirty; although her Latina form, the long black hair and wide dark eyes, made her look so innocent—as if she were still a child.  Truth was, Rosalie wasn’t sweet at all.  She was a fucking hellion in bed, and she did what she damned well pleased—which was okay with Leslie, since she had no plans for a permanent relationship with this woman.

Rosalie was convenient, however, giving Leslie a good excuse to stay home at night, avoid bars and those awkward intimate moments with women she really didn’t want to go to bed with.  She could enjoy Rosalie’s voracious appetite for sex, and her delicious body.  Even the Spanish she sprinkled into their lovemaking had an exotic quality that Leslie relished.  They were two grown, free thinking women who had come together because it was easy and fun—no strings, no regrets.

The phone jangled noisily, and Leslie reached out to answer it, knocking the whole thing to the floor.

“Leslie, Leslie!” She heard a man’s anxious voice on the other end.

“Yeah, Yeah, I’m here,” she answered, sitting up while pulling the phone from the floor by the cord.

“I tried to find you at the office, but you weren’t there.  What are you doing in bed at this hour?” he asked.

Leslie recognized John Longcore’s voice, with its unmistakable soft low pitch he must have developed as a teacher.  She feared it was likely monotonous to listen to for any length of time, poor students.

“What do you usually do in bed at three in the afternoon?” Leslie replied curtly.  “I’m certainly not sick.”

“Good, then you’ll be able to help me right way.”

“Is it better than making love?” 

“Of course not, but this is an emergency.”

“What’s up?”  Leslie asked, trying to sound interested, although at the moment, the idea of going to work wasn’t greeted favorably by either body or mind.

“It’s Betsy,” John said, as if that should explain it all.  He sounded worried.

“Yeah?” Leslie recalled John’s brunette sister with a good deal of regret. She was about the only woman she knew who hadn’t slept with Betsy Longcore. The luscious little thing looked as innocent as a child – like Rosalie she supposed, without the Latino. However, she had a reputation for sucking pussy that reached all around the city.

“She’s been arrested,” John said, voice cracking.

“What!”
“Felicia Roman was murdered yesterday, or this morning or something.”

“Betsy killed Felicia?” Leslie gasped in horror.  She always thought it would be the other way around; the rude Felicia Roman was a holy terror.

“No, damn it no!” John started to shout.

“Hey, calm down,” Leslie said, realizing that her good friend was about to come unglued.  

“The police think they have enough circumstantial evidence to charge her. She’s been in custody since early this morning.”

“And you’d like me to investigate?”

“Yes.” She could sense the tears she couldn’t see in John’s soft blue eyes.  He had a perpetual sadness about him, which was likely all the worse now. “I don’t know what to do, but I know she didn’t do it,” John assured her.

“Have you seen her?”

“She called from the jail, they took her in right away. I got her a lawyer.  But I think this calls for more than just a good defense.  There’s a bunch of women living up on the Hill, any one could have killed Felicia.  Betsy says she’s innocent, and I believe her.”

Lots of people are innocent, Leslie thought to herself. “Okay, I’ll look into it. See what I can do. You just stay calm.”

“Calm! There’s no way I’m going to calm down about this until someone else is behind bars for that murder.”  His voice cracked painfully, making Leslie wince. 

“Yeah, I know. Maybe have a stiff drink,” she said sympathetically, “you take care of yourself…” She hung up the phone.  

Leslie knew John Longcore from the marches a few years back.  He was a sweet gay man with lots of charm, but not much backbone in a crisis.  And dammit what a crisis.  Felicia Roman murdered! That wasn’t as hard to believe as the idea that the woman was actually gone, dead.  She hadn’t even bothered to ask how it happened.  Likely it was very messy; Felicia could fight like a tiger.  Who would have the guts, the audacity to do it?  My god, she figured anyone who murdered her would likely be haunted into eternity by Felicia’s ghost.

And Betsy Longcore, she mused to herself.  Sweet generous little hussy that she was, did she have it in her?  

“What’s wrong?” Rosalie asked, dropping her arm around Leslie’s shoulder.  She felt so seductively warm, Leslie would have liked to have fallen back into bed with her.

“Gotta go,” she said. “Murder in the wind.”

“Oh, not again?” Rosalie said despondently. Leslie had just finished a murder case that took six months to solve.

“It’s the job hon,” Leslie answered.

“You be careful, I don’t need my lover murdered,” Rosalie said, concerned.  She wasn’t used to Leslie’s P.I. job, although for that matter Leslie had never gotten used to murder.

“Don’t worry, Rosa, the murdering is done and the body’s cold in the morgue.”

“Maybe so, but what’s to prevent the murderer from striking again?” She was hot already and ready to argue.

“You’re letting TV drama get to you, Rosalie,” Leslie replied dryly.  “Besides I won’t die, that’s not in my plans, at least not at a murder scene.”

Leslie pulled herself off the bed and searched the floor for her clothes that had been quickly ripped from her by her pawing lover.  There were just jeans and a denim shirt left, her underwear had been ripped in the foray—a nice touch that always excited her when Rosalie was so smitten that she couldn’t help herself. Buttoning her shirt, Leslie stopped half way so her cleavage showed. “You approve?” Leslie asked. Rosalie liked the show of flesh, being a flagrant exhibitionist herself.

“Yeah, you push them at me much more, I’ll ruin your shirt, too,” she replied, with a seductive grin.

Leslie smiled.  “Maybe you should worry that I’ll attract another woman?” she teased.

“Then let her join us,” Rosalie said, her eyes lit up like a Spanish dancer’s.

“By the way, where are you going?” Leslie asked her lover.  “Didn’t you have some meeting scheduled?”

“New York.  I have to nurse this client through the next few days.  Then I’ve got some commercials lined up, should be a breeze, but old Helen needs to have me there.”  She looked sweet, pouty and downcast, just to make Leslie feel better.

Leslie nodded, thinking that it was probably not a bad idea that her lover was leaving for a few days. She could spare Rosalie all the gory details, and spare herself Rosalie’s unnecessary concern.  “You gonna be screwing around?” Leslie asked her.  “I want to know how much latitude I have while you’re gone. Isn’t Helen a special friend?”

“Ah, I don’t know what she’ll want to do.  But you know me.  Have fun, I always say.”That meant Rosalie would be having the time of her life with someone, if not Helen, in New York.  Leslie breathed deeply, thinking it was satisfactory enough.  No strings, no obligations.  She turned, watching Rosalie’s nicely rounded backside disappear into the bathroom.  Then picking up the phone, she dialed her partner Robin Penny.

“Hey, where you been?” Robin blurted out, when she heard Leslie’s voice.  “I can’t run this damned business by myself, or have you decided being a Private Eye just isn’t exciting enough for you, you have to find your little tramps to fuck with . . .”

“What are you so pissed about?” Leslie charged back.

“I’ve been sitting here in the hot stuffy office all day, while you’re taking the day off.  You know how monotonous it is going over books while this ceiling fan drones on all day.  God! Have I got a headache. If I weren’t on the first floor, I’d just jump out the window and end it all.”

“Hey that could look kinda cute, you offing yourself that way, and screwing it up?” Leslie suggested trying to lighten up her former lover.

“Sorta typical for me, screwing up?  Is that what you’re saying?” 

“I never said that, I can’t do this work without you, you know that.” 

“Just don’t go leaving me on a day like this, and with the books in such a mess.  You should be whipped for leaving the accounts like this.”

“Listen, don’t you go complaining about all your hard labor, you weren’t in the office all day,” Leslie charged. “I got a call, said no one answered the office number.”

“I have to eat sometime,” Robin replied, still irritated.

It was clear that there was very little Leslie could say to appease her.  “Well, not to change the subject and disturb your snit, but we’ve got a new case.”

“Well, that’s refreshing,” Robin said. “What’s up?”  

Leslie waited a moment, unsure exactly how to break the news, but she then finally just blurted out: “Felicia Roman is dead.”

Leslie listened to Robin gasp. “What?”

“Felicia was murdered, Robin.” The harder edge in her voice quickly softened.

“My god, when?”

“Last night, yesterday, I guess.”  Leslie could imagine the blood draining from Robin’s already pale face.  She suspected tears were forming in her blue eyes. Maybe it wasn’t such a good idea to say this over the phone. 

“How?”  

“Don’t know all the details, John Longcore called. They’ve arrested Betsy, and he’s a basket case. He’s convinced she’s innocent and he needs us to snoop around and see what really happened. You want to meet me at police headquarters in say a half hour?”

“Yeah sure,” Robin replied without an ounce of enthusiasm. Murder was never her favorite kind of work, and this one was likely to affect her more than usual. 

“You going to be okay?” Leslie asked.

“Felicia’s dead, that’s pretty strange, huh?” Robin said softly.

“That’s what I thought. Say, why don’t I do the preliminaries at police headquarters and we’ll get together later and discuss it?”

“No, I’ll go. I have to,” Robin replied.

Leslie knew the first hot-fired emotions in Robin would be subsiding now, as the sensuous blonde stuffed another loss into her heart and became the model detective.  Robin had been Felicia’s lover ten years before, and it shouldn’t affect her now, but Robin would still feel the loss even if it didn’t show on the surface.  

Robin was efficient, responsible and steady, even though she had the temperament to break down at the drop of the hat.  Leslie feared that she just might lose it this time.  She often thought that the detective business was too rough for her partner.  Yet, Robin had always loved the puzzle of investigations, putting disparate pieces together in her own curious way.  She had the knack for coming up with the right answers, using some mysterious intuitive process that Leslie didn’t understand.  This case would shake her more than normal and Leslie almost wished she hadn’t called her; but then Robin would have been very upset when she found out.


Chapter Two

“Can you tell us what you have on Betsy Longcore?” Leslie politely addressed the rotund detective behind the metal desk. She and Robin felt as if they had been shoe-horned into the cramped office where there was hardly a breath of air to be had.  Robin coughed, while they both attempted to peer through the cloud of smoke surrounding them. The blustery detective was exactly the kind of man they abhorred, reason enough to enjoy the company of women. 

“A knife, Betsy Longcore’s knife, complete with her fingerprints.  She and the Roman lady were into this bondage stuff, figure she got a little too into it, if you know what I mean, and she stabbed her. There are enough reported arguments between them to suggest a decent motive.”

“Betsy found the body?”

“Betsy Longcore killed her. She had the knife in her hand.  Didn’t let go of it until the police came on the scene and took it from her.”

“There’s a lot of explanations for the knife,” Leslie charged.

“Yeah, and one good one. She murdered the dyke.”

Leslie sighed, “Is that all you have?”

“Aw ladies, there’s a whole lot more,” he said, leaning back in his chair, blowing more smoke in their faces.  “We got pictures of Felicia Roman with all sorts of women. Real, what do you call it ‘Domme’.”  He just had to snicker as he said it. “Your Betsy Longcore was jealous. Had every reason to be.  The way I see it, she’d had enough of her lover lady running around on her. Plus, she was in the house all night, she admits that.  With everything else we have, we don’t need a whole lot more. We got bags of evidence to comb through, but I don’t think it’s gonna change a thing.”  The detective ground his jaw against the cigar, a little spittle running from the corner of his mouth.

Leslie waved the cloud smoke out of her face, then tried to catch a fresh breath—impossible as that was. “There were three other women in the house that night, too.  Have you considered them?” she asked.

“Humm, let’s see,” the detective looked at his reports. “There were three, yeah, all living in that fleabag of an old house, this Martha Quigley, Remy . . . ah something or other, real long name, and some chick, Zelda, from New Orleans. They tell me they were playing their own parlor games that night, and that they were all fast asleep at the time of the murder, safely tucked in their beds.”

“You assume they’re not lying?” Leslie asked.

“We’re considering their stories, Ms. Patrick.  But you can leave that for us to sift through.”

“It seems to me that you really have a lot of possibilities that you’re not seriously considering.  How about Jane Hugh?” Leslie asked.

“Yeah, I got something on her too. She was in a lesbo bar with a bunch of dyke friends of hers.  Her story checks out.”  The detective looked up at them with a case closed attitude, and a silly smirk.  “You two play their games?” he asked, motioning to Robin and Leslie with an insinuating gleam in his eye.

Leslie had to bite her tongue.

“You’re out of order detective,” Robin said, with a degree of purpose that Leslie rarely saw from her partner.

There didn’t seem to be much point in continuing the conversation. There was obviously plenty of evidence to indict Betsy, but there was also enough loose ends to tie knots all around Roman Hill Estate.

“How about some dinner?” Leslie asked, as she and Robin were out on the street again, breathing the fresh air.

“I don’t know whether I want to eat after that,” Robin answered.

“I know what you mean,” Leslie replied.  “But I’m still famished.  A little food might settle me down.”

They found a small diner near the station, and sat down opposite each other in a booth, both ordering soup and crackers.

“My stomach is doing flip flops,” Robin said, while staring into Leslie green eyes. “Pictures were pretty horrible. Not a lot of blood, just that small wound.” Her voice trailed off.

“You had trouble looking at them, didn’t you?” Leslie asked. “You didn’t have to, you know.”

“It was okay.  They didn’t really look like her.  Her face especially, twisted so strangely.  By the way, did you notice the knots on those bindings?”  Robin added, suddenly having gathered her senses and returning to business.

“Sort of. Why?”

“Tied by an expert; they were all the same,” Robin said. “I don’t think Betsy could have done it.  She’s not a top, never has been, that I know of.”

“Someone else could have done the ropes,” Leslie suggested. 

“An accomplice, yes, but it doesn’t feel like that.”  There was a faraway look in Robin’s eye, as if she’d gone some place else in her mind just to find the answers.

“Suppose we ought to go to Roman Hill tomorrow,” Leslie said.

Robin nodded.  “Those women up there are holding back, if that’s all they told the police.  Little enclave they have there. Probably all trying to protect each other. I mean they all might have wanted Felicia dead.”

Leslie smiled. “That could very well be. I think we need to look at the possible motives first. It would appear, except for Jane, that they all had opportunity.” 

“No airtight alibis,” Robin agreed. “But then again, I’m afraid that every woman who has ever known Felicia would have some kind of motive for murder.”

“Oh? You too?”

“God yes, cantankerous hellion that she was. Until I decided that she was certifiably crazy, I wanted to ring her neck a dozen times.”

Leslie tried not to laugh. Though she was glad to see Robin lighten, even if it was just a little.  She would love to have had her in bed that night, just to hold her again.  Unfortunately, she couldn’t think of a way to get her there. The rule about their platonic business relationship was firm, from Leslie’s as well as Robin’s point of view. It had been that way for several years. Though this was one day that Leslie wished she could break it.

“Suppose we meet at the Hill, ten o’clock?” Leslie suggested. 

“Sounds good. I need a long night’s sleep,” Robin replied.

“You get one, you do look awfully tired.”

After the soup, crackers, a little more stilted talk, and a tender good-bye, Robin watched Leslie walk toward her truck.  Her brunette friend then stopped to look at her, until Robin was by her own car and getting in.  That little protective gesture was rather sweet, Robin thought.  But then that was Leslie’s way, even if Robin hated the idea that her partner thought she needed protection right now.

After watching Leslie drive away, Robin drove up town, to a seedier side of the city where there were dank apartments, empty office buildings and a smattering of light industrial factories on their last legs.  Discarded paper fluttered in the streets, while upended trash cans cluttered the sidewalks. There was an eerie, lonesome feeling about this part of town; even drug dealers and hookers steered clear, simply because there was no one with money to buy what they offered.  A few sad people wandered about on their way from one lonely moment of their lives to another, somewhere in one of the squalid flats above ground level.  

The little flat that Robin sought was up three flights, although taking those stairs was like walking into another world, away from the menial one on the street, and far away from her normal fast-paced life. Robin saw from the street that the light was on; Britta was home. She breathed a sigh of relief and began the long trek.

Minutes later, Robin’s knock on the door produced a vague reply, which was enough encouragement to walk on in, even though she wasn’t quite sure what the woman had mumbled. It didn’t really matter, Robin would go in regardless.  

Once inside, she looked around the expansive apartment searching for what she wanted. Didn’t take long to feel the sweet sexual warmth rush into her thighs; the moment she smelled the incense burning, her craving ignited—a conditioned response, she supposed, after so many sessions in Britta’s den.

“You look like shit,” the woman said from the fog of smoke around her.

Robin looked up to see the object of her search reclining on a daybed in one corner of the room. “You’ll take me tonight, please?” Robin asked with a hopeful half-smile on her lips.

The woman stared at her, as if she was reading a page from the book Robin wrote inside her heart.

“Of course, my little Robbie,” she answered, noting her guest’s thinly disguised distress.  “You need it especially hard tonight, perhaps?

Robin nodded.

The incense was so thick it was beginning to burn her nostrils. She breathed it deeply, thinking there was a trace of cigarette smoke in the vapors, along with the scent of some mystical eastern herbal concoction.  She breathed deeply again, letting the smoke soothe her into that other side of her life.  The heat between her legs expanded, burning hot and demandingly.

“You should have called first, but I’ll take you,” Britta said curtly. “Sit on the stool.” She pointed to the space in front of her.

Robin spied the familiar piece resting innocently between her and Britta.  It was a little round thing; its needlepoint cushion reasonably comfortable, but clearly humbling. The stool was so low that when she sat on it, her legs were above her bottom and naturally spread wide apart. Of course, this was part of Britta’s design; the position required was unabashedly submissive. 

Sitting on stool now, however, in jeans, not naked or in a revealing skirt, the position didn’t have quite the right effect. Her cunt would be spread out and exposed if she were dressed properly for a meeting with Mistress Britta.

“Working?” the Domme asked, noting how Robin was dressed.

“Yes.”

“Too much for you?”

“I just need to forget everything for a while. An old friend of mine is dead.”

The Domme almost broke out in a tender smile, but like so many things with her, it was too subtle to know if she was exhibiting any affection. The woman remained reclined on her couch, looking like a haughty queen bee. Her strawberry blonde hair was piled on top of her head, although it was starting to fall down in a messy disarray. Maybe it was bedtime and it didn’t matter what she looked like anymore. Britta’s lips were as red as an old brick, and she gave off an ancient scent even though she wasn’t very old.  She could be arrogant or kind, depending on the need, but the look she gave Robin now was pure disgust.

“You’ll take off your clothes and find something I’d like to see you wear,” she ordered, waving Robin to a corner of the room, where a massive wardrobe stood with its doors wide open and garments spilling out around the floor.    

Robin rose to her feet and walked to the wardrobe, disrobing quickly. There was just her blouse, bra, jeans and panties to shed, and of course her shoes and socks.  Once naked, she felt a chill in the air that gave her goosebumps.  A slender woman with gentle curves, Robin’s best assets were her shapely legs, and perky breasts that, though not large, stood out full and round. Her large nipples were frequently so hard they poked shamelessly through almost any garment.  Robin knew Britta would admire her, even though she wouldn’t say a word. Still, Robin liked knowing that she pleased her mistress this way.

Reaching inside the mass of clothes inside the wardrobe, Robin pulled out a red leather bustier, thinking Britta would be especially pleased with the choice. She let her mistress see what she’d picked, lowering her eyes submissively while she waited for the woman’s approval. 

“That’ll be enough,” Britta said as she watched, focused on every move the blonde woman made.

While in front of the mirror, Robin pulled the two sides of the bustier around her middle so that they nearly met; then she laced them as tightly as she could, feeling an erotic swell inside her loins, as the self-imposed bondage began to have its effect.

“Pull it tighter, Robbie, will you?” Britta called out.

Robin tugged harder, pulling at her breasts so that they were pushed up to the top of the bustier, having no where else to go.  Her nipples sat just over the edge of the leather, while below, the bustier stopped just past her waist.  The soft swell of Robin’s hips and the lovely ‘V’ of her cunt radiated an aura of erotic need, matching what rumbled through her needy body.

“You can sit now,” she was instructed.

“You will have my ass, won’t you?” Robin asked anxiously, as she returned to the needlepoint stool.

“I’ll have what I want,” Britta answered, haughtily.  “And then maybe I’ll give you what you need. You are unscheduled tonight, and you know how intrusions piss me off.”

On the stool again, with her legs spread wide, Robin’s cunt was the way the mistress wanted, unprotected and vulnerable, open for her to view. The labia were naturally parted so that Britta could see the deep purple folds of skin and the dark cunt hole. Wisps of blonde hair around the pretty, spread out pussy glistened with female dew.

“Put your arms behind you,” the mistress ordered, “wrists together.”

Finally rising from the lounge, Britta gathered her cuffs and rope from a shelf beside her.  She was a large firm woman with massive breasts that swung loosely in front of her, while her hips and crotch moved seductively before Robin’s hungry gaze.  Robin could see the woman’s pussy through the filmy purple caftan, a nest of dark thick pubic curls, which Robin remembered well with her face pressed firmly against the warm flesh. It would please her to service the woman again tonight, although she hoped that other things would happen first: what she came for and what she needed most.

The mistress pulled Robin’s arms together tightly as she clamped cuffs around her wrists, and then bound them together with rope.  As she sat on the needlepoint stool, Robin’s thrust about before her and jiggled, looking erotically alluring. The awkward position hurt, but it was a good hurt. Plus, it served its intended purpose, reminding the submissive of the humble attitude she must assume inside this flat.

“This is for me,” Britta said, taking a crop from the wall. The long black riding crop ended with a loose leather end of thin tied leather cords.  A dozen biting cuts landed in succession against Robin’s tits, with the pain instantly horrendous and bringing her to tears. An impassioned groan escaped her lips, which was much more than Britta wanted from her sub. She always demanded quiet, just the sounds of leather and skin during correction—at least at the beginning. How much noise Robin made when the session ended didn’t matter all that much.

“Don’t make me gag you, little Robbie,” Britta purred. “I want to hear the leather when it hits your tits.”  She ran the crop along the red lines that now appeared where the skin had once been flawless. They were marked enough to last for a few days. Robin winced feeling the crop dig into her soft flesh. This poking and prodding hurt as much as the crop hitting her skin. Just for good measure, Britta struck each breast one more time and Robin didn’t utter a sound.  

Putting the crop under her arm, the mistress bent down and took each exposed nipple, rolling it between her thumb and index fingers, bearing down and using her sharp fingernails to pierce the flesh. Robin winced at first, then finally squealed when the pain was too much to bear in silence. When Britta let the nipples go, the throbbing sensation that followed was as biting as the pinching, although the pain vanished quickly and Robin breathed a heavy sigh of relief. 

“You’re feeling like a poor, pitiful baby tonight, aren’t you, little one?” Britta purred. “Stand up.” She stepped back to watch her submissive struggle to rise.  It was almost impossible for Robin to pull herself out of the lowly position, without her arms and hands to help her. When she was finally on her feet, Britta shoved her towards an apparatus at the far end of the room: a waist high beam, which had been covered in leather, and included at least a half dozen places to fasten a submissive to the structure, at the bottom and down the sides.  

“Bend over,” Britta said, poking Robin with the riding crop.

As she’d done in past sessions, Robin bent at her waist and placed herself over the beam. Then Britta moved in securing her bottoms-up, leaving the rear cleft exposed. Being afraid she might fall, Robin didn’t dare move. She wished that Britta would untie her arms so she could better balance. Although, she would never suggest such a thing.

Britta flailed on Robin’s bottom with a dozen strokes from the riding crop, then after pausing briefly, she laid on a dozen more. 

As Robin’s bottom began to burn, she squirmed as much as she dared. Even as much as it hurt, Robin knew the punishment wasn’t yet enough to satisfy the urgent need that brought her here. They were just getting started. Britta next chose a flogger made of at least two dozen shreds of eighteen-inch long leather, bundled together and woven at one end into a thick handle. This whip could be ruthless or affectionate, but it was always capricious.

“You want this in the worst way, don’t you, my darling?” Britta said, as she dangled the cool leather against her submissive’s skin.  Robin felt the sensation on her back, along her already reddened ass and down her warm thighs. Turning the flogger around, Britta pressed the thick handle against Robin’s pussy, as if she planned to force it inside.  Although it wasn’t likely to fit, the way the butt end moved against Robin’s nether lips, the resulting massage made her hips shift back and forth to maximize the feeling.

Abruptly standing back, Britta observed the view critically, thinking that Robin was certainly a well-built woman with physical assets perfect for her needs. Her bottom was well-rounded, the cheeks perfectly shaped, and her cunt seemed larger than some; the cleft full, a rosy color, and beckoning to be punished, no different than the way the rest of Robin’s body cried out to be abused.

Britta landed a number of blows with the flogger against Robin’s back, nearly a dozen landing across the submissive’s shoulders, then she shifted her aim back to the firm, red buttocks.

Robin took in the soft blows, feeling the arousal in her soar. But this was not enough, not this night. She wanted to be knocked out of her thoughts, driven to a Neverneverland on the wings of this leather instrument.  If it flailed her for hours, she’d be happy; she needed a long hard session.

Just as Robin hoped, Britta was only warming up. She soon changed techniques and a stream of fiery blows from the flogger cascaded across Robin’s shoulders again. The woman’s aim then lowered to Robin’s bottom for more hard abuse. The mistress made the flogger sing each time it struck, and each time she repeated the beating, Robin was driven deeper into her absent state, the welcoming pain purging her anguish. When the mistress nipped her anal cleft with the flogger’s thin thongs, Robin shrieked, almost losing her balance against the beam as she twisted to the side. 

After one particularly vicious blow that almost sent her to the floor, Britta paused long enough to remove the ropes and shackles from Robin’s arms and wrists, retying her subbie’s hands to the bottom of the wooden structure, making it easier to suffer the harder punishment. 

Although the repositioning would relieve Robin’s body of the intense strain, it meant a more brutal chastisement. Her desire redoubling, Britta let loose, delivering a thorough beating in the tempo of a march, with a beat as steady as feet in measured cadence.  

With each blow, Robin lost a piece of herself, flinging her ego back to its source, where she didn’t have to think of anything at all.  This was the bliss she was after. Nothingness, pure sweet fiery pain, then nothing at all. Like spiraling down to the bottom of everything, with nothing to get in the way of her surrender. Only her selflessness remained, rushing over her like an embracing shroud, protecting her, loving her in this sweet abuse.

The mistress paused for a time, only to have Robin sway her forgotten rear as a reminder that she wanted more. Starting in again, Britta increased the tempo and the hurt, until Robin quickly slipped back into her beloved sub-space. The stops and starts became as rhythmical as the blows. As the cruel flogger danced across her bottom, she urged her mistress on, and the hard beating did not stop until a brilliant rash of red stripes were etched deeply into Robin’s flesh. To Britta’s credit, there was not a drop of blood; she could be a prudent mistress if she so chose to be.

When Britta finally stopped, Robin’s mind was blank and free of thought, quiet and at peace.

Pressing her hand against the molten valley between Robin’s legs, Britta gently massaged the steamy flesh, while listening her subbie’s moans of pleasure. For a time the woman alternated her loving caresses with vicious slaps to the sub’s sensitive cunt lips. Then she suddenly shoved the flogger’s handle into Robin’s vagina, and ignited a hard climax. Her victim’s inner muscles tightened around the violating handle, as if she were trying to seize every feeling and hold on to it forever.

When at last Britta removed the flogger, Robin came back to life, almost choking on the smoggy incense. It burned her throat the way hash might.

Robin remained bound for some time while Britta watched the red color fade away and her backside pale. There were marks that would remain for several days, and bruises rising underneath the skin. Britta knew that Robbie would think of her mistress when she saw them.

