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There’s something perversely enchanted about The Ties That Bind in which Vanessa Duriès lives forever suspended in ideal submission to her master’s desires; blessed at birth with an intelligent mind, a beautiful body and a passionate soul able to fulfill his every sadistic wish. The perfect slave is indeed like a fairytale princess in the utterly trusting, inescapable way she submits to the physically violent and emotionally sinister trials set before her, all for the sake of true love – for her master, who is both the all-knowing author and the hero of her darkest fantasies. Vanessa died tragically young in a car crash, shortly after she wrote this book which gives rise to a thorny forest of questions those of us who dare embrace the S&M lifestyle must all get through somehow. For most of us, if we’re fortunate, the journey takes years, and demands the exercise of all the mysterious inner powers we possess.


The first painful question I asked myself after reading Vanessa’s shockingly intense memoir was, inevitably: what would have become of her, and of her relationship with her master, if she had lived and grown older? She died a very young woman who passionately believed in the profound virtues of her unorthodox lifestyle. Her words have the indelible ring of truth, so in a sense it doesn’t matter that her experiences were cut short because what is true is eternal and cannot be violated by time. And yet, what if...?


What if Vanessa had lived a long life? “Sadomasochism is an art, a philosophy, a cultural space” she says, meaning it is open to interpretation, development, growth, all of life’s qualities in which change is inevitable and healthy. What if Vanessa had lived and remained with her master? How long could they have continued engaging in the activities she so frankly and proudly describes? What the body feels to be true when it is young differs from the perceptions of older flesh; even if her philosophy of Sadomasochism had not changed, how long could her body have kept the faith? Vanessa likens herself to an athlete when she is enduring the agonizing abuse her master and his friends subject her to. She is proud of her ability to withstand the pain with dignity, and she even manages sometimes to perform a perverse alchemy in the mysterious crucible of her sex and transform the torture into ecstasy. The problem is that an athlete’s career, no matter how illustrious, comes to an end eventually. For how many years could Vanessa’s beautiful body, trained and pushed to extremes, have preserved the proud detachment of an athlete during the many tortures inflicted upon it?


Vanessa was with her master such a short time, but what if they had stayed together for years – as all men and women profoundly in love hope to do no matter their lifestyle – could she have remained content with “the mental structure of a slave” once her flesh seriously began to protest? And there was more than physical pain for her to contend with; there was the misery of jealousy, which she was always suffering as a result of her master’s love of beauty. The bond she shared with him was uniquely special, and precisely because of this his “meaningless” infidelities caused her a much deeper discomfort than anything else. Vanessa speaks about the “pride of the slave”, and there is no doubt she loved the fact that as a young and beautiful submissive she was always the center of attention. “I became again what I wanted to be, a simple object at the service of the master I loved, the object that every man could lust after, surrendered to the pleasure of my Master who could dispose of me and give my body to whoever he wanted.” It seems telling that she was working on a manuscript entitled The Rivals when she was killed, a book about the rivalry between two submissive women. Was she already struggling to remain the center of her master’s attention? We will never know, yet it’s impossible not to notice that the older women Vanessa intimately encounters are all dominant personalities. How long would she have been content to remain “a simple object” if she had lived and matured? Would the dynamic of Pierre and Vanessa’s love for each other have weathered the changes in a relationship gradually but inevitably wrought by time and the mellowing refinements of age?


We will never know the answers, yet it is the questions that are vitally important. To all those living in a master and slave relationship, and to everyone interested in truly exploring the lifestyle, The Ties That Bind offers an arousing embodiment, and a breathtaking affirmation, of S&M’s profound ideals, even while raising challenging questions about how the lifestyle can be sustained throughout a long and healthy life in a loving relationship.




The Ties That Bind


Prologue





 


 


 


 


 


 


 


At the age of nine I was a fairly lively little girl, brown-haired, with a face like a shrew. I did not regard myself as particularly pretty, but I overheard some compliments about myself at family reunions. Sometimes I lent an attentive ear to the conversations of adults. I have never been more disobedient than my sisters, or my brother, and I have no memory of having been a particularly difficult child. However, and I have never understood why, my father often treated me either as a shameless hussy or a little slut. I wasn’t particularly brazen, but he hounded me as if I had committed the worst offences. I hadn’t the least notion of sin, and for a long time I strained my imagination to picture what distinguished an ordinary brat, like my classmates or my sisters, from the little slut that I was said to be.


The first memory of punishments that my father inflicted on me goes back to exactly that time. He had bound me, hand and foot, in the corridor of the magnificent house that we lived in, following some misdemeanor. I was treated that evening to a severe thrashing, which marked my body and memory to such a degree that today I still think of those first blows, that first terror, and my first real suffering as an innocent victim.


My father had the habit of beating me for the tiniest thing, or if I snubbed him in the slightest way. Then he would get hold of one of his alarming, and always impeccably polished and shiny black shoes, or the chestnut brown crocodile belt that my sisters and I had given him for a Father’s Day or Christmas present, and would deal me several violent and well-aimed blows that reached the most sensitive parts of my body.


When he was in a very cruel mood, he would lock me inside a cupboard, tied up in the dark; its cramped nature terrifying me. His enormous and powerful male hands would come down on my emaciated face, turning it crimson immediately, like a distress signal at a shipwreck. These unfair punishments humiliated me deeply at the start. But, inexplicably, the more they were repeated, the more I had a strange feeling which progressed from troubling to disgusting me, and ended up completely destabilizing my relationship with my father, though I could never manage to hate him. Looking back today, I think I felt the pride then that she who is the object of the cruelty of a loved one experiences. Each blow received can thus be interpreted as a mark of interest, even of love. Because, if not, why would the father or the master inflict punishment? Why would either whip his child, his slave?


Clearly, I was still ignorant of all the conflicting pleasures that the one who strikes can give to the one who receives the blows. I was only a little scared girl. But even then I refused, with all my will, the predisposition of my feminine state, which made me the victim of a man.


I have only resigned myself to the destiny that I have freely chosen. Not having the nature of an Amazon, not knowing how to oppose violence with cruelty, I learnt to dominate those who used me by making the offering of my submission both mystical and ambiguous.


This is how slaves live. They are the only ones to hold the keys to the dark and dank cellars where the fantasies of the masters hoist them to the ranks of deities.




I – The Revelation





 


 


 


 


 


 


 


I am not sentimental, yet I love my Master and do not hide the fact. He is everything that is intelligent, charming and strict. Of course, like every self-respecting master, he sometimes appears very demanding, which pains and irritates me when he pushes me to the limits of my moral and physical resistance.


My Master is impassioned, and he lives only for his passion: sadomasochism. This philosophy, for it is one, represents in his eyes an ideal way of life, but I am resolutely opposed to that view. One cannot, one must not be a sadomasochist the whole time. The grandeurs and constraints of everyday life do not live happily with fantasies. One must know how to protect one from the other by separating them openly. When the master and the slave live together, they must have the wisdom to alternate the sufferings and the languors, the delights and the torments. In matters of sadomasochism, standardization is intolerable. A breathing space is of prime importance.


My Master is a man of experience, unlike me, a young slave of twenty, initiated only a few months ago. The experience, which my Master shows, chills me sometimes, to tell the truth, as if unconsciously I am annoyed that he has evolved without me for more than thirteen years in the practice of that cerebral art.


I am a masochist. He is a pure and hard sadist, and his knowledge in that field which today one calls, much too commonly, ‘SM’, fascinates me to the highest degree.


He can obtain all of me, force me, put into concrete form all that he desires or dares not even confess. I am guided by the trust that I show him. Blind trust where I am made truly blind with a band or a leather mask covering my eyes, when I must submit to various trials, in places and with third parties known to him alone.


The trust which unites the master and his slave is fundamental, it conditions and authorizes all excesses; that is to say, all happiness.


I love him and I know that he loves me to the point of being certain that that love will never lead us astray onto dangerous paths where one cannot turn back. It is that experience that I wanted to recount in this book with, of course, the authorization and encouragement of my Master. He sees in this confession a new trial that I must overcome in order to merit the title and rank that I occupy beside him.


The revelation occurred the first time I ventured into the apartment of the one who was going to become my Master and my love. I felt no fear, even though I am very shy, on discovering the straps hanging from the beams, the photos conspicuous on the sycamore drawers, placed as defiant provocation to the little naive and innocent virgin that I still was.


Pierre was attentive, with a courtesy that I had not known previously with boys of my own age who hung around me. Pierre was a reassuring man, a man whose success and social standing was the best token of security that I could imagine at that time.


I was very impressed at the sight of all those initiatory objects whose use I was ignorant of, for the most part, but from which I could not turn away. My imagination carried me into a world that I feared without being able to grasp its subtleties. These noble accessories of leather, steel or latex spoke to me: they evoked my childhood surprisingly by arousing the same anguish, the same delicious fear that I experienced when returning to the house where a punishment perhaps awaited me. A mixture of curiosity and distress surged within me. The unexpected is a weapon of seduction. It was not without reason that Pierre led me to discover his ritual objects. He knew that I avoided the banal more than anything. Anything that is out of the ordinary catches my eye, grabs my attention and draws me irresistibly towards it.
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