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PART ONE

Soul Custody


CHAPTER ONE

She is the river I swim n.

It is a weirdly idyllic moment.  I stand naked in the sun, perched on a low cliff by the river’s edge, staring down at the curling black water. The climb was difficult. Sharp stones stabbed my soles and tore loose from the bedrock to roll underfoot. I am sweating and slightly out of breath. That takes care of the easy part. I think ironically.

I look back toward the beach, a sand bar that the river has deposited where it bends. She is lying there on an old blanket, shading her eyes with a strong brown hand, admiring me, I hope, but I know she didn’t command me to climb up here just to see how I look posed on the horizon. This is another one of her games, another test of my resolve.

I am Crystal. I was Chrissy a lifetime ago, when acquiring baubles was my sacred mission, and promiscuity was my grand quest.  Now I serve a higher cause—amusing her.  Crystal is the name she gave me. I have been re-christened . Pardon the pun. You might say that now I am her bauble.

I wonder for the thousandth time where I would be if we had never met. Decorating the deck of some rich boy’s yacht probably, or finding creative ways to spend Daddy’s bundle.  I never loved anyone when I was growing up, only the pleasure men could bring me. Dr. Helen Cornell changed all that. I entered her service naked and humble. She keeps me that way most of the time. I gave her my body to improve my GPA, but she took my heart and mind as well.

And my soul.

“Attention!” she commands. I snap smartly into position, clapping my hands to the back of my neck and spreading my legs. From a hundred feet away, she isn’t likely to perform the intimate inspection that this posture solicits. There isn’t an inch of me that she doesn’t already know by heart anyway. She only wants my surrender made visible. She told me once in a moment of weakness that she still doesn’t believe she really possesses me. Constant proof is required.  

I remember the day I told Daddy. He wasn’t exactly happy for us. Finding out that his pride and joy is a dyke was bad enough, but the news that I was moving in with a lowly professor was insult after injury. I think he sensed something new in me, though, a sense of purpose, a determination to commit to something for a change. Then again, maybe it helped when he found out Dr. Cornell had plenty of her own loot.

He visits us now and then. I dress demurely for the occasion, and Mistress is properly charming. When he is around, she carefully avoids any butch behavior. Even though she is a widow, she hasn’t forgotten how to flatter a man. Though he isn’t in complete denial about us, Daddy dear doesn’t have a clue about the true nature of our relationship. He doesn’t know that his car is barely out of sight before she orders me to strip and present.

When I am at attention, I am not supposed to look at her, but at this distance she really can’t tell where my eyes are. I throw another furtive glance in her direction. She reclines on the blanket, tan and gorgeous in white Lycra. Her eyes are masked behind prescription sunglasses. (The better to see you, my dear.)  Even at this distance I recognize the calculating grin that always makes me wet. It would be easy to let her long legs and tight brown tummy distract me, but the vase beside her draws my gaze. 

Sometimes I wonder if her cruelty is the real glamour of my enchantment

“Pick a bouquet for me.”

My shoulders twitched when she spoke that command, and she laughed at the unspoken plea in the glance I threw her way.  We both knew she wasn’t asking me to gather flowers. 

The willow tree was behind me, about a hundred feet away, a mournful monster that had been hulking at the river’s edge for decades. Its tendrils swept nearly to the water as the breeze stirred them. After one quick look, I had spent the rest of the morning deliberately not looking at it.

Mistress had, though. Leaning back against the trunk of a fallen tree, propped on her elbows with a glass of iced tea in her hand, she had thrown back her head to take in the full height of the thing. Conversation lagged as her contemplation became all too obvious. I tried to come up with topics to divert her, but her answers turned to monosyllables and goose bumps started crawling over me in spite of the heat. 

It didn’t help that I had marched to the picnic spot ahead of her wearing nothing but my collar. We had traveled perhaps a mile downstream from her Summerhouse, a secluded estate in the middle of a great forest. I knew her eyes had been on my ass as I plodded along with the ice chest bumping my thigh and the blanket tucked under my other arm. I wasn’t even comforted when she stripped to her bikini as I spread the blanket by the river’s edge. No one was likely to see us here. Dr. Cornell owned both sides of the river for a couple of miles, and her nearest neighbor spent most of his time back in the city. She had seen me in my entirety many times before, of course. It wasn’t embarrassment that my nudity inspired, but an acute awareness of all that utterly unprotected skin. I felt very bare. 

Her raised eyebrow was the only warning I needed. She had delivered a command, not a suggestion. Hesitation was a misdemeanor. Protest would be a felony. 

Yes, Mistress.” I worked very hard not to let my voice betray how unhappy I was with the whole idea.

As I rose from my genuflection and stood, she sipped her iced tea, studying me for signs of impertinence. Then she flipped open the cooler with her free hand and felt around until she found the vase and offered it to me. The hand I extended to take it from her was shaking a little. 

“You’ll need these, too.” She handed me a pair of garden snips.

I accepted them ruefully, realizing that she had planned this whole thing, even to letting me believe that it was only a whim.  Doubtless she had been wet with anticipation as she slipped these items into the cooler this morning. I knew that I was in for a hard time. Premeditation always makes her cruel.

“Put some water in the vase first,” she said. “It will keep them fresh.”

I could feel her studying the parts I displayed when I crouched in the shallows to dip the vase. My bottom was pink and pristine as a newborn’s. She had been neglecting that part of me lately. No doubt she was fixing the image in her memory for later review—before and after. It wouldn’t have surprised me to hear the click and whir of her camera. 

The water was icy around my feet. The white peaks shimmering in the distance told me why. Glacial melt feeds this river.

I knew better than to ask her how many wands I was expected to cut. If the vase wasn’t overflowing, my hedging would be apparent, and she would probably find a bucket for me to fill instead. She has used willow wands before. They are effective, but not durable. She can shred a dozen of them warming up.

I carried the vase to the tree and started snipping, trying not to dither too much about thickness and length. The thicker ones are stiffer and heavier, more like school canes. The good news is that the area of impact is comparatively small. The bad news is that the force is greater. The slender ones wrap, though. The tip can really bite curling around hip and thigh. 

  I knelt to present the vase, looking down. Normally she doesn’t mind if I look at her. As a matter of fact, she usually prefers making love face to face. Sometimes she orders me to look into her eyes while she works lube into me, opening me with a finger, two fingers, three, observing the parade of my emotions and physical responses, grinning while I stiffen and gasp. She leaves me squirming on her bed with a pillow under my ass to raise it while she selects a shaft from her collection, invariably choosing one that makes me gnaw my lip.

Now I averted my eyes because it never hurts to show respect, and because reading my fear might whet her appetite. She thanked me sweetly for the gift, and set it aside for the time being. Anticipation is always a part of her rituals. She drank iced tea and ate melon balls. She popped melon balls into my mouth when I begged for them, and shared sips of tea, giggling when it dribbled down my chin. I tittered in unison with her, my eyes darting occasionally to the vase. The command I was anticipating was not the one she finally gave. She removed my leather collar and placed it on the blanket beside her.

“Do you see that boulder over there?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Climb up on top of it.”

       She has been moody and unpredictable all morning. That bothers me, because I can usually read her emotions better than my own. Today I can’t imagine what is troubling her. So here I am, greeting the dawn like some Maxfield Parrish nymph as I attend her next whim. She plays arcane games with cryptic rules. I am not expected to understand, only to abide. 

The river’s voice is deep and cold.


CHAPTER TWO

I was waiting for the kid to make his move when Wyatt called.

The kid had been hanging around the magazine racks all morning, pretending to be interested in “Motorbike Mania!” when he really wanted a chance to slip something from the top shelf under his tee shirt. “Super Hooters” maybe, or  “Bare-ly legal!” He knew there was no way I would sell any of that stuff to him. Not that I cared if he went blind and sprouted fur on his palms, but sooner or later Mama would find it under the mattress and ask him where he bought it. I didn’t need that kind of trouble.

“Hey, Roy,” said Wyatt softly. I hadn’t heard his voice in maybe a year, but there was no mistaking it.  I felt my gut go tight right away. Wyatt could be another kind of trouble.

“Where did you get this number?” I asked.

“It’s in the book. Your brother said I might catch you there. Maybe I’m wasting my time, you being night manager and all, but I thought you might be interested in making some real money.”

“I’m legit now,” I said warily.

“So is this—sort of.”

I needed time to think. “Where you living these days?”

“I’m back in the hills upstate. I got an offer I can’t refuse, but I’m gonna need a little help with this job.”

“What kind of job?” I wondered if we should even be discussing this. Overhead, the store’s security camera was faithfully recording my half of this conversation, in full color and stereophonic sound. All we needed was a musical soundtrack to set the mood, a little blues sax moaning and brushes whispering on drums while two ex-cons planned the big score.   

“Just a little hunting party,” Wyatt said. 

“Hunting!” I snorted, “Hunting what?” I figured that maybe he was going after bail jumpers or collecting for a shark.

“Cooter,” he chuckled. Wyatt has some colorful ‘up country’ words in his vocabulary. I’ve learned a lot of them, but not this one.

“Coons?” I said, “There hasn’t been any money in that since kids stopped wearing those stupid hats in the fifties.”

“Not coons,” he said impatiently, “Cooter.”

I sighed; Wyatt loves his little jokes. “Okay, so what’s a cooter?” I was half expecting to hear a bad pun. There used to be a sign above the bar down at Mac’s place that said “Henway for sale”.  Sooner or later, every new customer would ask:

What’s a henway?

All the regulars would roar the reply in unison.

About four pounds

Wyatt just chuckled. “Come on up and I’ll show you.”

I had my back to the counter, but I checked on the kid in the security mirror. He was strolling toward the door with a suspicious bulge under his shirt.

“I got this career,” I said, looking down at my blue apron.

“No need to quit your day job,” he drawled. “We can take care of this over a three-day weekend.”

“What’s it worth?”

He named a number. I was still standing with my jaw dangling when the kid bolted for the door.


CHAPTER THREE

I wonder what she sees, looking up at me. She is nearly twice my age. She once served her husband as I serve her now, and nursed him on his deathbed. Experience alone makes her wise beyond my comprehension. Does she still see the foolish child that I used to be, or does she see how her love has transformed me? 

We met in college when a vengeful college roommate delivered me into bondage, taking advantage of my impetuous nature and unnatural curiosity. Dr. Cornell says that I am a special case. I wasn’t aware of my submissive nature until I met her, so I didn’t come to her filled with impossible expectations. I didn’t even know that I could love another woman until I loved her.

For the last year I have lived a double life. Mistress decided that I would finish college. I couldn’t see the point of it right away. I belong to her now, and it’s all I’ll ever want. What can a pleasure doll do with a degree anyway? She is obstinate about not letting me become too dependent on her. I suppose burying her husband taught her that unimaginable things have a way of happening. Anyway, arguing with her is a good idea if I’m in the mood for spending a night in the cage with a red ass and no supper. In the end, it always comes down to a matter of trust. 

So five days a week I rose early and dressed in the demure collegiate outfits that Mistress selected and her housekeeper Mrs. Kraft laid out for me. I attended classes in the morning and studied in the school library all afternoon. I discovered that the library was full of predatory males, but they stopped bothering me after I started wearing Grandma’s wedding band. 

It was the first time since high school that I had been expected to earn my grades honestly. Before I met Mistress, all my grades were won on my back. The routine was simple. It usually began in the professor’s office with his sad confession that his wife was unable to understand his sensitive soul. It usually ended in a motel room, where he poured his sensitive soul into my eager puss. I never stooped to blackmail. I never needed to. After a semester of sampling my delights, no man would be cad enough to give me the grade I deserved.

Last year I studied, and I turned down party invitations, and fended off the jocks and the frat boys when they came sniffing around. I went straight home from the library, arriving at four. Ms. Kraft met me at the door to take my coat, and everything else I was wearing. She replaced it all with a simple leather collar. By day, I was disguised as “Chrissy Co-ed”. At night, my true identity was revealed. 

I endured all the tedious mediocrity of those days to deserve the joyous agony of the nights. On graduation day Mistress placed my framed diploma on the library wall beside her doctorate and hugged me. 

That same night she whipped me for spilling her coffee. 

After that I became what folks who call it “The Lifestyle” would consider a twenty-four/seven submissive. There was no ceremony. I simply stayed home, stayed naked, and devoted my life to her.

In many ways, it is a schizophrenic life. Mistress encourages my efforts and tells me often how proud she is of my accomplishments. She never forbids me to develop friendships or displays any jealousy. Sometimes she gives me money and pushes me out the door, telling me to go out, have fun, and be with other people. I always come home early, and always with a gift for her.

When I wear her collar, however, she is completely in control. She becomes arrogant, demanding, perverse, and gleefully cruel. She reminds me constantly that I occupy a place in the natural order below invertebrates, even as she betrays with a thousand unintended looks and gestures that I am the centerpiece of her universe.  

I am not the only submissive in the household. Mrs. Kraft has her own girl, a sad waif she bought from a biker for the price of a motorcycle. She is called “Piglet”. I never knew her real name, and I think she may have forgotten it. Her Bible-thumping parents had her sent to an institution when they discovered she was gay. She escaped from that snake pit with her spirit broken, only to become a lesbian biker’s abused pet. Mrs. Kraft has given her the affection that she has never known anywhere else. Not that she has been spoiled. I flinch sometimes when I see the intense suffering that Piglet must endure to please Mrs. Kraft. Yet she often laughs through her tears, and her devotion is inspiring. Unlike me, she has been abandoned by the world, and would have died without a Mistress to protect her.

Piglet and I have become like sisters, together in joy and misery. Sometimes we put on sex shows to amuse our owners. Her puss is sweet, her skin is silky, and she whimpers like a puppy during climax. We have shared secrets late at night in whispered conversations, locked in adjoining cages, or bound in separate corners of the cellar. We are their toys, and they play with us nearly every night.

We have often been strung up together by our wrists, a rope around our waists to join us belly to belly. Our two Mistresses stalked slow circles around us and sliced into our backsides. Commanded to kiss, we muffled our screams into each other’s mouths. We made a game of rubbing our nipples and bumping our pussies whenever the sear of the lash gave us an excuse, enjoying the silky friction of skin to skin.  There was a sublime contrast between the pleasure before and the agony behind.  I have felt her open mouth go suddenly tight in a grimace, until her teeth were pressed hard against my lips.  I have witnessed Piglet’s weeping through the blur of my own tears. It is an intimacy greater than sex.

It was while I was studying for midterms that the rituals became more elaborate. Mistress made a game of tutoring me. She dressed me in bobby socks and a plaid skirt, a white blouse and string tie. Piglet wore the same uniform. Mrs. Kraft wanted her to earn a GED, since her high school education had been cut short by an institutional stay.

An old storage area was cleared out to make a classroom. I don’t know where they found the furniture. Piglet and I are small women, but the desks had been sized for children, so we were forced to spread our knees and scoot way down in the seats to straddle the book storage bin. The desks were the real thing, old enough to have inkwells, and embossed with initials and rude suggestions from children long grown. At the front of the room, a black slate was mounted on the wall. A tag board alphabet in block print and cursive marched along the crown mold above it. The air even smelled of old wood and chalk. The first time we entered the room, Piglet and I were in character inside of ten seconds, giggling and gossiping they way we did in Junior High, striving to contain our high spirits when the teacher swept into the room. 

Mistress was in character too, and had dressed her part to perfection. My eyes traveled up from high button shoes and a long full skirt to the hourglass figure and ramrod back that her corset enforced. The dress was black with white lace trim on her high collar and long cuffs. Wire-rimmed spectacles rode low on her nose, so that she had to tip her head back to peer across the room at me.

“Would you care to share the source of your amusement, Christine?”

I passed a damp palm over my face to wipe away my smirk and folded my hands on the desk as I sat up straight. “I’m very sorry!” 

I almost called her Mistress, but instinct told me that the usual form of address wouldn’t suit her in this role. “Dr. Cornell,” I added.  This situation had strange echoes of our first meeting, when I came to seduce and stayed after class to negotiate my terms of surrender. This time there was no need for her to explain the rules.

The pointer came into sight then. She had been holding it down behind her skirt as she entered. I wasn’t particularly surprised to see it. Severe corporeal discipline was implicit in this game. She tapped its quivering length against her palm thoughtfully while she considered my attitude. I held my breath.

She spared me for the time being and launched into the lessons instead. Some of our instructions were individual. Others were taken together. It was serious schooling, straight from the textbooks we used during the day. Here, however, failure had more immediate consequences.

One time, for example, I was up at the teacher’s desk, standing “at ease”, hands folded against the back of my belted plaid skirt, white knee socks and saddle shoes well apart. I felt the starched collar snug at my throat as I swallowed my fear and concentrated grimly on getting it right.  Dr. Cornell was helping me with my Spanish, leaning forward to speak in low precise tones, distracting me with the scent of her hair. It was a standard drill, query and response. She asked questions in Spanish, and I had to answer in complete sentences, also in Spanish. Suddenly she paused and shot a stern look toward Piglet, who was reading her History book.

“Who was the third President of the United States?”

Piglet set her book aside and stood at attention to answer. Her face never betrayed anything, but I knew from the tension in her shoulders when she didn’t know the answer.

“It was Benjamin Franklin, Dr. Cornell.”

Dr. Cornell sighed sadly with mock disappointment, but made no serious effort to disguise the light that was dancing in her eyes. “Come to the front of the room and assume the position.” 

