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La Ceinture

Chapter One

She sold him the belt without ever actually touching it. That should
have been a clue, but at the time she thought nothing of it. He held the
tag out for scanning, and when she reached for a bag, he shook his head.

“Il wear it out,” he said with a wink. Ripping the price tag off, he
began to thread the belt through the empty loops of his jeans, although
the pants were tight enough that he did not really need a belt.

She stared, watching the tongue snake through the loops, fascinated,
and the way he drew it closed with a jerk and clasped the buckle made
something inside her twist and flip.

When it became obvious that she was staring, he kept talking.
“Damnedest thing about the old one. Someone stole it out of my trousers
while I was swimming on the beach,” He was clearly wondering what was
wrong with her.

So was she, for that matter. What had come over her? He was tall
and nice looking, broad across the shoulders, with rough, tanned hands,
but surely she’d seen men put on belts before.

“It looks good on you,” she said, flustered. The dark silver buckle and
smooth black leather gleamed under the store lights. With an act of will,
she forced her eyes up from his waist.

“Thank you.” His smile was warm and friendly as he signed the credit
slip and handed it to her. There wasn’t any electric feeling when his
fingers brushed hers, like she had hoped for, but the sight of him
walking away pulled at her, locked her eyes to the belt around his waist.

“Sir,” she called after him, startling herself.

“Yes?” He turned back, polite and helpful. As he walked towards her,
he unconsciously reached down to adjust the belt, one thumb tugging at
it.
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Incredibly, her knees went weak, and she spoke without thinking.
“Your copy.” She handed him the slip of paper.

“That’s okay,” he said affably. “You can keep it.”

He was going to leave again. She had to do something, quickly.
“Someone could find it. Get your address from it.” Even while she spoke,
a part of her marveled at how stupid she sounded.

“Little good that would do them.” He laughed. “I practically live at
Jackie’s, and anybody can find me there.”

He almost reached for the paper, to take it anyway, but his thumb
was still caught in the belt. He didn’t seem to notice, but just stood
there, looking at her. She wanted him to take the paper, to rescue her
from this bizarre scenario she had constructed, but he would not be
moved.

“Okay.” Meekly, she began folding the paper into a tiny square.

Something hard glinted in his eyes then, something that had not
been there before, and his lips made a sly, silent grin that was almost
invisible. Without speaking, he sauntered away, and she stared after
him, the paper crumpling in her unaware hands.

Another customer, a fussy middle-aged man, plopped a stack of
clothing on the counter. Shaking her head to clear it, she went back to
work, setting the crumpled paper aside.

An hour later she had nothing to do again. Curious, she wandered
out into the aisles, to where the belts hung from racks. Searching
through them, she could not find the style he had bought, a simple, plain
strip of thick black leather, without designs or frills. Gaudy, fancy cuts,
crisscrossed strips, bold studs, yes, by the yard, but simple and plain,
not a one.

Going back to the cash register, she found the ball of paper and
smoothed it out. There was a stock number on it, one she did not
recognize. Returning to the belt display, she searched the labels, but
there was no rack that matched. Where had he found it?
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The computer was no help. It listed the item as discontinued, out of
stock, and unavailable. No picture, not even a description. But while she
was at the computer, she had a different idea.

Jackie’s. The search engine returned a pub on the rougher side of
town, where construction workers and car mechanics hung out. With
surprise, she discovered she was relieved that it was a bar, and not a
woman’s name. Why would it matter to her?

She was still wondering that as she punched out for the day. The
wonder turned to amazement as she stepped into the restroom, and slid
her panties out from under her skirt, hiding them in her purse. With a
little more effort, her brassiere followed.

It was just a mid-week break, she told herself. A short Tuesday night
out. A few drinks at a pub and a little flirting with a good-looking man
who was polite enough not to ruin it, not to take it too far into something
she didn’t want. Taking off her underwear would make it more fun, make
her feel racy and exciting, and no one else would even know. Then she
would go home and do what she needed to, alone in the dark. Unless the
batteries were dead. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d actually
used the thing.
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Chapter Two

Jackie’s was crowded and noisy, even at six o’clock. But of course,
construction workers started early and they’d already been drinking for
hours now. She got plenty of looks as she worked her way to the bar, but
shrugged them off with practiced disdain. She wasn’t interested in these
blue-collar louts, and she could project that with just a twitch of her
hair, or merely by the way she walked. Rejecting men before they could
even speak to her was a defensive skill she had mastered long ago.

She bought a pint, because she didn’t want to be standing around
looking unoccupied. Then she put a dent in it, drinking it a third of the
way down to establish that she had been here a while, and was perfectly
fine on her own. Now sufficiently entrenched, she let herself look around
the room, trying to ignore the slightly dizzy feeling from the quick intake
of alcohol and its heady fumes.

He was at a large table at the end of the room. Not the center of
attention, but a comfortable fixture in a group of men and women,
laughing and joking with them. Just watching him, at ease with his
friends, made her feel his simple decency.

Then she glimpsed the belt, a dark band around his waist, and
caught her breath. Under his gentle movements were hard muscles,
under his soft flannel shirt and blue jeans was a strip of tough leather,
bound by a steel buckle. The contrast fascinated her.

Her breasts agreed. The thin silk of her blouse utterly failed to
conceal the nipples that suddenly stood out, sharp points that would not
fail to draw every man’s eye. She cursed herself for having taken off her
brassiere. There was only one man she wanted looking at her, and she

8 www.samhainpublishing.com




La Ceinture

didn’t want him looking there. She certainly didn’t want her body
betraying her, revealing feelings or desires she hadn’t decided to have.

But it was too late to change her mind now. He was making his way
to the bar, an empty pitcher in his hand, buying a new round for his
mates. She watched his face as his gaze ran up her body, his eyebrows
crinkled in admiration. When he met her eyes, he grinned.

“Hello again,” he said. She waited for him to say something catty, to
force her to acknowledge that she had sought him out, but he just stood
there and smiled.

“Hello,” she said, frustrated at her inability to predict or manipulate
him. Why couldn’t he act like a normal man? He wasn’t even staring at
her breasts, despite the way her nipples strained for attention.

But she was staring at his waist, her mind drawn to the flat, black
leather, a sensation like falling into a murky well of unfathomable depth.

“Does it still look good on me?”

She fought off a blush, and cast about for a way out of the
conversational hole she had fallen into. “Where did you find it? There
weren’t any more on the rack. I couldn’t even find a place for it.”

He shrugged, unconcerned. “It was just the first plain one I saw. Do
you want to join us for a drink?” The pitcher was full now, and he was
paying the bartender. Soon he would walk away again, and she could not
bear the thought.

“All right.” She followed him across the room, her eyes fixed on the
belt, ignoring his broad back and tight buttocks.

His friends included her in the festivities without question, extending
her the friendliness that radiated from him. She made small talk and
wondered what she was doing there. To keep her distance from the
group, she found herself drinking more than she had intended. Just
when she realized she should start taking it easy, the party broke up.

“Early day tomorrow,” he explained to her. “For all of us.” They were
pouring concrete for a road, or a building, or something. She hadn’t
really paid much attention to their laborer’s talk. Mostly she had
concentrated on not staring at the belt. Several times she had become
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bored, and thought about leaving, but then her eyes would glimpse it
again, and she would remain.

“Did you track down my address, detective?” he asked her on the way
out, smiling.

She cut off his flirtation instantly, reflexively. “No.” But in the brief
silence that followed, she surprised herself by saying, “Is it close? I could
use a cup of coffee before I try to drive.”

He grinned. “Yes, it’s quite close.” They walked across the street
together, not holding hands, but still a pair instead of two individuals.

“Welcome to my humble abode.” With a laugh, he unlocked the front
door of a multi-story townhouse. They climbed three flights to the top
floor, and she found herself in a small apartment with a huge bay
window facing out across the tavern.

The apartment was sparsely furnished, but not barren, and
reasonably neat and clean, although mostly from disuse. The rumpled
bed in front of the main window was the surest sign that anyone actually
lived there. Drawn to its disheveled covers and comfortably disarrayed
pillows, she found that the apartment towered over the tavern, and the
window looked out over the sea. She stared at the nighttime ocean, the
gentle stars competing with the rigging of an occasional ship, the dock
lights hard and silent.

“l rented it for the view.” He came out of the kitchen with cups of
instant coffee. “But I should move now, I suppose.”

She should have asked why, but that was too much like interest, too
much like caring. “Why do your friends call you chief?” she asked
instead. The cup was still cool in her hands, not yet warmed by the heat
of the coffee.

“Habit.” He put his arm around her, looking out to sea and drinking

his own coffee.

This was what she was here for, wasn’t it? Why she had tracked him
down at the pub. Why she had left her underwear in her purse. Why she
had come up to his apartment and immediately run to his bedroom.
Then why did she feel so distant, so uninvolved?
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Like she always did.

Disappointed again, she began making up an exit strategy. She
started to shrug his arm off, lowering her eyes demurely from the
hypnotic vision of the bay, but then her gaze fell on the belt, and she
stopped in mid-action.

The buckle gleamed faintly, reflecting the lights that shimmered off
the sea. It called to her with a pull she could not understand or name.

He could not fail to see. “You really like this belt, don’t you?” Putting
down his coffee, he began to take it off.

The sight made her knees weak, and she had to turn away.

“I'm sorry.” He laughed, misunderstanding. “I didn’t mean to imply...
I was just going to show it to you.”

She was too confused by her inner turmoil to respond. Standing
there, with her back to him, it was only natural that he should playfully
snap the belt across her buttocks, trying to get her attention. “Hey
there,” he said, chuckling.

It was only a slap, hardly more than a tickle, but the sensation arced
through her spine like an electric shock, making her entire body twitch.
Instantly she felt wetness between her thighs, and was stunned with the
speed of her response.

Squeezing her legs together, reacting to the warmth in her groin, she
unconsciously thrust her buttocks out slightly, unmistakably inviting
another slap.

This time it was more solid, and she moaned. Her backside tingled
with the unfamiliar contact, but the feeling gained warmth as it moved
through her, sparking a fire in her groin. The flames spread to her
thighs, licked up to her breasts. Her brain simmered in the heat and
stopped functioning.

“You like that.” His voice changed, lower and deeper than it had been,
husky with the hint of menace. “Lie down, then, so you can get a proper
whipping.” He had been holding the belt loosely, now he doubled it, for a
more secure grip.
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She was still paralyzed with vertigo, events spinning out of control.
But not out of his control. Gently he pushed on her shoulder, and she
fell forward onto the bed, unable to resist in any way, her attention
focused solely on the possibility that the belt might return at any instant.

Her coffee cup clattered to the floor, forgotten, spilling its steaming
contents across the polished wood.

“Naughty girl. You'll pay for that.” He reached out and drew her skirt
up to her waist, exposing her bare buttocks. She trembled, knowing what
he would see, but still unable to resist, mesmerized by a strange and
burning desire.

“Very naughty girl,” he said when he saw her nakedness. With one
strong hand, he grabbed a butt-cheek and squeezed it. When she didn’t
respond, he moved his hand away, and struck with the belt.

“Ow!” she yipped like a small, startled dog. But then his hand came
back, fondling her, massaging away the sting, and this time she pressed
her bottom up into his grasp.

The belt struck the other cheek, and she moaned again. He stroked
that one with his hand, but then the comforting grip went away, and in
the bare air she knew what came next. She moaned this time before it
even struck. The blows came with increasing frequency and force, his
curing hand spending less and less time in its ministrations as his own
excitement rose.

When the sting from the last blow was still sharp even while the next
one was coming, she cried out in desperation, saying anything that
would avert the punishment.

“Fuck me!”

She heard his pants fall, felt him looming over her, and then he was
inside. Easily, because she was sopping wet, drenched and eager. No
part of her held back this time, no internal dialogue nattered at her
consciousness. Instead, she felt his belly smacking into the welts on her
bottom as he drove into her over and over, and the fire created was
greater than the one in her loins.
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Her brain, still shut down from the inferno below her waist, drifted
aimlessly and helplessly into an orgasm so overwhelming that she lost
track of time and space. Only after she returned did she realize that he
had finished too, leaning over her with his hands on the bed, breathing
like a racehorse after a Triple-Crown derby.

Consciousness reasserted itself. Lying there under a strange man,
dripping with his semen, her buttocks still stinging from his lashes, she
gathered her distance around her like a cloak.

“I have to go.”

He fell to one side, still spent, lying on the bed watching her.
Standing, she rearranged her clothes, fumbled with her purse.
“I'm sorry about the coffee.”

But he did not speak, only watched her through the shadows the
dark room left on his face. Though his body and cock lay limp and
drained, a deep and feral hunger stared out at her from the hollows of
his eyes.

The belt lay underneath him, the tip peaking out, and the sight
aroused in her a way even his naked groin did not. Not trusting herself to
speak, she walked to the door, let herself out, and started down the
stairs. By the second flight, she was running, all the way out of the
townhouse and to her car, locking herself inside and collapsing into
heaving sobs.

Even through the tears, she could feel the warmth of the welts on her
bottom pressed into the seat of the car, and her vagina responded with
the memory of him inside her, longing for more.

With a shriek of frustration, she started the car. Still in control
enough to not squeal the tires, she followed the roads into traffic and city
lights, heading home. Resolutely she kept her hands on the steering
wheel, where they could not creep unbidden to her neglected and lonely
clitoris.
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Chapter Three

All the next day she was angry. Furious with herself for the previous
night, at having put herself in such a position, but most of all, at her
body’s betrayal by giving in to orgasm. And furious with him. She
pretended it was his fault, that he was some kind of beastly monster who
had taken advantage of her, beaten and raped her like a drunken lout.

Except she knew it wasn’t true. Every rude customer who came to
her cash register made her remember his gentle politeness. Every
overweight man buying a pair of pants a size too small made her
remember his lean body, every soft pair of hands brought back his rough
calluses, the stigma of honest labor. She had never told him to stop,
never tried to leave. The only words she had uttered were the short and
commanding, “Fuck me”. What a difference a single word made, what a
reversal of meaning “me” had on the phrase, instead of “you”.

She had worn the softest underwear she owned today, but the
memory of those words still made her body respond below the waist,
warm on her backside and wet in the front.

At least the belts she sold did nothing for her, evoked no special
reaction.

Still, her anger sustained her through the day, waning only as night
came on and she sat alone in her apartment, something mindless on the
television and something tasteless on her dinner plate. The emotional
effort had exhausted her, so sleep came easily enough, numbing and
welcome.

Thursday was harder. Anger had given way to guilt, shame, and
recrimination. She tortured herself with fears of pregnancy and disease.
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Who knew what strange or sick things he had done with whatever kind of
cheap tarts and low sluts?

Like girls who let him pull up their skirts and beat them, whispered
her mind, compounding her guilt.

She should have made him wear a condom. She shouldn’t have
drunk so much. She should have worn her underwear. She shouldn’t
have gone to his room. So many shoulds and shouldn’ts, an ocean of
blame to wallow in. Eventually she exceeded even her own capacity for
guilt, and had to refute a few fears.

Like pregnancy. She was always on the pill anyway, because she
liked the regularity it brought to her period. Also the dampening this
brand happened to exert on her libido, whispered some distant voice in
her mind, but she ignored it, like she always did. Her last boyfriend had
complained loudly about her paranoid requirement that he use a condom
even while she was on the pill, and his arguments came back to her now,
comfortingly. She could accept them now that she was in the position of
having had unprotected sex. The risk of pregnancy was really quite low.

There was still disease, though, and she became angry again. What
had he been thinking? She almost made an appointment with a doctor,
but the idea of having to admit she’d had sex with a virtual stranger was
daunting and she put the phonebook down. Instead, she decided to
confront him about it.

In bed, in her pajamas, she felt righteous and strong about her
decision. She would face him down, make him take a test. Why should
she have to? Why should she be ashamed of fulfilling her needs, even
with a stranger? He was as much at fault as she—no, more so.
Because... She didn’t really have a “because”, but she didn’t need one.
What she needed was release. Thinking of seeing him again made her
thighs twitch. Just from loneliness, of course. She wasn’t actually
attracted to such a brute.

Her nightstand drawer yielded up its secret treasure, and she was
pleased to see the batteries were still willing to serve.
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But her body was not. It rejected her ministrations, refusing artificial
food when it had so recently been fed with real meat. Frustrated, she
turned the device off and banished it back into the drawer, as if it were
somehow to blame.

Friday, she was nervous and scared, the bravery of the previous night
no stronger than the memory of dream. But she had to, really had to do
this. Work crawled by, the thought of returning to the bar looming like
an execution in the distance. All night she stalled, changing clothes,
procrastinating, until almost 11:00, long after the hour they had quit the
bar on Tuesday. Then she cursed herself for wasting time, and dashed
out the door to her car, pretending to hope that she wouldn’t be too late.

Jackie’s was even more crowded, of course, a fresh weekend just
starting. She wore blue jeans for comfort and to dispel any foolish
notions any parties might have about what would be occurring, and a
silk top for power and confidence. Plenty of underwear, too. Pushing
through the crowd, her angry demeanor like a shield, she went to the
table where he had last held court.

Much to her surprise and dismay, he was still there, with all his
friends. He saw her coming, and met her halfway.

“Hello,” he shouted over the din. His smile seemed genuine and open,
and she had to clutch at her anger to keep it from deserting her.

“We need to talk,” she yelled back. Unlike every man she’d ever
known, he did not flinch or retreat at those terrible words. Instead he
nodded agreement, took her arm, and plowed a path through the crowd
to the door.

Outside, they stood under a streetlamp, neutral ground between his
bar, his house, and her car. This was not what she had imagined, not
what she had prepared for, and she did not know where to start.

He started. “I was hoping to see you again.”

“Then why didn’t you?” A hint of frosty accusation. She was good at
that.
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“l didn’t want to bother you at work. You know, after...that.” He
delicately referred to the strangeness of that night, apologizing for it,
without recrimination or lewdness.

“You could have called.” But of course she had never given him her
number.

Instead of pointing out her illogic, he just smiled sheepishly as if he
had been the guilty one, and shrugged his shoulders in appeasement.
This unexpected generosity, an unrequited gift of responsibility,
infuriated her.

“Why didn’t you use a condom?” she snapped.

Now he almost blushed in real embarrassment. “I'm sorry. I should
have. But I don’t have anything to worry about, do I? You can tell me if I
do. I won’t be mad, because it was my fault.”

“You? What about me?”

“Oh,” he said, surprised. “No, I'm clean. I know that. I wouldn’t
have...done that otherwise.”

“What about babies?” She spoke down to him like a schoolteacher
rebuking a foolish child. “Did you think about that?”

The shame became real, his face dark red in the pale light. “I pulled
out.” His tone admitted it was inadequate. “At the last minute. I know
that’s not really safe, but something came over me. I just couldn’t stop.
I'm sorry.”

And then he added, as if it were the most natural thing in the world,
“But if it comes to that, Ill do what’s right.”

She wanted to scream in frustration. Even when he was admitting his
guilt, he was impervious to fear. Even faced with the direst
consequences, he refused to run.

“Why?” she said, meaning why are you so unlike me, but he could
not know that.

“l don’t know. Something came over me... I wanted that moment, that
real thing, no matter what the cost. I felt alive, for the first...” He trailed
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off. “I'm sorry. It won’t happen again,” he promised her, a penitent little
boy.
“Do you have a condom now?” The question startled even her. But it

was the only way to get control again, to make him into just another
man.

“Yes.” He recovered his balance quickly and easily, riding out the
sudden change in pitch. “I'm prepared for whatever may happen, this
time.”

He was still leaving her an out, still not cocksure of his conquest.
Struggling to retain command, she forged ahead.

“Then let’s try to get it right this time.” Breathless at her audacity,
she turned to the street and tried to pick out his townhouse.

“Yes, my lady,” he said with a grin, because really, what else could he
say at that moment? Gently taking her arm, he escorted her across the
street and up the stairs. At each door, at each landing, she felt her heart
pound and wondered at herself.

But all of her self-discipline and will were bound up in not looking at
the belt he wore, not acknowledging its existence, not giving the slightest
hint of a clue that the strip of leather could possibly matter to anyone or
anything except his trousers and gravity.

In his bedroom again, he kissed her gently, petting an unpredictable
but beautiful wildcat. She responded with the practiced arts of
seduction, melting into him, reaching to put her arms around his neck,
while her brain issued careful instructions. A gentle tug at his shirt
collar, and he took it off. A subtle nod, and he continued disrobing,
dropping his pants on the floor and standing naked before her.

The belt was safely out of sight, still trapped within his jeans, and her
sense of control was not challenged.

He reached for her waist, but she shook her head and took off her
own clothes. Not like a cheap stripper, enticing him with each move, but
merely the business of undressing, laying her garments neatly across the
back of a chair. Then she lay down on the bed and opened her arms in
invitation.
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With gentle courtesy, he joined her. Holding their naked bodies
together, feeling the heat and pressure of his bare skin, she began to
become aroused. His hands were rough and strong, but the grave and
delicate way he touched her made her feel safe. Not inflamed with
passion, but safe.

There was a moment of good humor while he fumbled with the
condom, and then he was inside her and everything was all right. Moving
on top of her, his large body above, her legs apart and open, his steady
breathing like a steam engine climbing a hill, she felt happy. This was
what she knew, this was what she had always thought of as good sex.
The time passed pleasantly, and she was comforted.

But she had to fake her climax, when it became clear he could not
last much longer. With careful practice she made her body lie to him,
hide her own disappointment and unfulfilled longings. Clasped to him
while he swam in the afterglow of orgasm, dazed and idle, she fought
back tears.

Afterwards, kissing and small talk, she said all the right things.

A

“Thank you,” she whispered, as he pulled off the used condom and
dropped it into a wastebasket. And then, while he was coming back into

bed, “You’re so handsome.”

But he said all the right things, too. “You’re fucking gorgeous.” He
ran a finger down her chest, circling her breast with a delicate touch and
raw admiration. “I'm so glad you came back. Tell me what to do to get
your number.”

His frankness stung her dishonesty. She could never reveal that she
had faked her ecstasy, so she offered him more of his own.

“You don’t have to use a condom next time. I'm on the pill. And clean,
as you put it.” You had to actually have sex with people to be dirty, and
she had let her last boyfriend drift away unclaimed and uncontested
years ago.

To his credit, he did no more than raise an eyebrow. He understood
and accepted her testing without complaint. She could not understand
that, unless he was so certain of success that he never feared trial.
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“So there will be a next time?”

“If you play your cards right,” she answered automatically, sticking to
the script, the one that made everything safe and predictable. The
politics of power, withholding and rewarding, controlling and
manipulating.

But he was terrible at the game. “Awesome.” He grinned, and kissed
her again.

To change the subject, she went to the window, a sheet wrapped
around her nakedness, and stared out over the bay.

“Why did you say you should move, before?”
He came to join her, standing behind her.
“I've had enough of the sea.”

Because she could not speak her own heart, she asked for his. “Tell

”»

me.

He put his arms around her, and told his story, his voice a little sad,
his eyes always on the lights on the ocean.

“When I left home, a young and foolish boy, my best friend and I
wanted to see the world. In time-honored tradition, we became sailors,
because, we joked, we had no talents that would admit us to the circus
life.

“We worked too hard, and never got paid enough, but the life was all
we wanted. Hopping ships wherever we found them, picking ones that
were going places we had not been yet. So we wound up on a tramp
freighter out of Brazil with a less than sterling reputation. Well deserved,
too—the captain had been remiss in his paperwork—so rather than go
north and through the canal, he decided to go south and around the
cape.

“The cape is a fearsome place, where storms appear from nowhere
with a savage fury that awes you before it terrifies you. It seems a place
put there by God, to remind man that no matter what he builds, the wild
world is still a dangerous place, and all our plans and devices like
candles in the dark, waiting for a puff of wind.
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“Just after sundown on a peaceful, easy day, our first taste of the
storm was a wall of water twenty-feet high that swept over us like wind.
For the next three hours we fought for our lives and our ship, in waves
that crested thirty feet or more, in a howling gale that tore away
everything not nailed to the deck.

“And then it was gone as quickly as it had come. But it had taken two
of us with it, and left one man crushed and dying under cargo that had
not been properly stowed.

“I searched for hours, unable to believe that my friend was gone with
the storm. A lifetime of adventures together, from the kindergarten
playground to high school hijinks, washed away in an instant. And with
it, my youth.

“l sailed another voyage after that, but it was all work and misery.
The joy had gone out of it. So I came home and found a landlubber’s job,
pouring solid concrete into piles that will never move.

“And here I sat, without lust for anything, until I saw you in Jackie’s,
your nipples poking out under your shirt, and hunger in your eyes. Now
there is something I want, again. Now there is something to gain.”

He hugged her, kissed the side of her face. A beautiful story, some
cold part of her mind whispered, I'm sure he tells it to all the girls. The
sheet between them seemed like a wall of stone, but she could not let it
fall. It held her heart apart even while her body melded to fit his.
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Chapter Four

There wasn’t a next time for weeks. Although she came to see him at
Jackie’s every weekend night, although she came to know his friends and
laughed and joked with them, although she went back to his flat every
time, she always found some excuse to leave before sex. She managed to
stretch her period over two weekends, but he was never suspicious or
even cranky.

She learned why they called him chief. He was the crew leader for
their team. His authority was never questioned, but she never saw him
exert it. He never had to. When he made a suggestion, it was always a
good one, and people just followed through on it.

“Ya,” one of the men told her, “he’s like that at work, too. They keep
trying to promote him, but he can’t go any higher without getting stuck
behind a desk. He says there’s time enough for that when he can’t do the
field work anymore. And thank God,” the man added. “He’s the best chief
I've ever had.”

She learned that the girlfriends of the group were envious, but not
jealous. All of them had tried, in one way or another, but none had ever
gotten past his politeness. None had been able to compete with the
mistress who had used and abandoned him. They did not have the
mystery of the sea, its dark and murky depths hidden under a smooth
and cool surface.

Or perhaps he had just not been ready yet, to forgive and forget, to
move on.

What she did not learn was why she ran away each time they
returned to his bed. It was not that she was playing hard to get, trying to
string out the lure of her mystery to keep him interested. She could see
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him getting frustrated, though he did not let it affect his behavior. He
was not a kitten practicing the hunt, but a man pursuing the leviathan,
to capture and render it into the belly of his ship, to make it a part of
himself forever.

And she was frustrated, crying herself to sleep half the time. But only
in the dark, where no one could see her tears, not even her. She wanted
to be caught, but she didn’t know how to surrender.

“Not again,” he finally said, as she made another excuse to leave his
room. “Why do you even come here, if only to walk away?”

4

“l don’t know what you mean,” she lied. “I just have to get up early

tomorrow. We’re doing inventory, so we all have to work the weekend.”
“It’s just coincidence that keeps us apart? Three weeks in a row?”
“l wasn’t counting. Is the number important?”

But he brushed off her guilt-ploy, immune as always. Under
narrowed eyes, he studied her carefully until she blushed from the
scrutiny.

“Ill think on it.” It sounded like a promise.

The next week was much the same, except that even she was bored
with herself now. A few more weeks like this and she would drift away, if
he did not. Tonight, he laughed and drank with his friends as always,
but when they went up to his room, the air changed.

“You’re still here.”

“Of course. Why wouldn’t I be?”

“Why would you be?” But he wasn’t waiting for an answer.
Just as well, because she had none to give.

“I've been around the world. I've seen a lot of things. I learned to keep
my eyes open and ask questions.”

When he did not continue, she had to speak, to break the tension.
“What are you talking about?” She was unwarrantedly petulant.

“l asked about you, Well, not you specifically, of course, but about
girls like you.”
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“And what kind of girl is that?” Her shoulders tensed in anger,
expecting a kind of lecture on the theory and nature of cock-teases or
frigidity.

“One who needs a different approach. A good sailor trims his sails to
the wind he gets.”

“You’re not making sense,” she snapped. “I should go.”

But when she started for the door, he blocked her way, although he
didn’t actually move more than an inch.

“Not just yet.” Slowly, deliberately, he began to remove his belt,
pinning her with his eyes.

Conflicting emotions surged inside her. Fear at his menace, shame at
the sound of the belt sliding free, and impossible and irrational desire,
her body responding instantly even though it had ignored four weeks of
her best efforts to please herself.

“Lie down on the bed,” he said softly.
“No. You’re scaring me.”

“We can’t chart our own course through the shoals,” he muttered
cryptically, and she had no idea what he was talking about. “We take the
one we’re given.”

Then, drawing back a fraction of an inch, giving her room and
permission to escape, he said something anyone could understand.
“Walk out that door... Don’t bother coming back.”

The threat of separation struck at her like a fist, more terrifying than
his bulk and stature. The emotional strength that he could cut her free
in an instant and not look back was more frightening than the muscles
in his body.

“Take off your shirt. And lie down on the bed. I won’t ask again.”

He just wanted to fuck her, her mind rationalized. She’d denied him
for weeks, and he just wanted to get laid. Let him into her thighs, and
soon enough he’d be done with her and let her go and everything would
be like before. He just wants to fuck, she told herself as she unbuttoned
her blouse and dropped it to the floor, exposing her fine, lacy brassiere.
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Even as she thought it, she knew it was a lie, but she lay down on
the bed anyway, every muscle trembling with conflict.

“Pull up your skirt,” he ordered. This part she understood, this part
was easy and comfortable, especially since she knew he would be pleased
with what he saw.

She had nothing on underneath, again. The brassiere was detectable,
so she had always worn one, but every night she had come to his room,
kissed and necked and teased and then left, she had been naked under
her skirt. And he had never known, because she had not let him know.

His hand stroked and fondled her possessively. She pushed into his
hand right away, eager to seduce him and be finished, to prove that she
could still control him just by spreading her legs.

But a part deep inside her made mocking noises in the dark, ringing
hollowly in the depths of her soul. Is that really what you want? The
voice in her head laughed at her.

“I did it wrong before,” he said. “The first time is the most important.
You have to break to the lash. So now I'll have to make up for it, and it
will be harder on you than it should have been.”

What the hell was he talking about? Best not to speak. So she just
concentrated on the feel of his hand on her buttocks.

She was intimately aware when the hand left, and experienced the
sharp clarity of its absence for the brief few seconds before the belt came
down in its place.

It wasn’t as bad as she had feared. And then his hand again,
softening and spreading the sting out into a pool of warmth. Then the
other cheek, and she was wet already. Anytime he liked he could take
her. Surely he could tell that. But he kept striking her, slow and
methodical, from cheek to cheek.

And the blows were getting harder. She grunted under the last one,
and then, without thinking, spoke. “Stop it.”

“You want me to stop?” His voice was thick and deep. Instantly she
was terrified and thrilled that he would go berserk, lose control and beat
her into submission. Her mind recoiled in horror while her thighs
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spasmed in eager anticipation. Paralyzed by this bizarre conflict, she did
not move while he fumbled with something behind her.

Then he set down a cell phone on the bed next to her, its case flipped
open and ready. He took her hand, placed it over the phone, directed her
finger.

“This button calls emergency services. My address is a matter of
record, and this is a bad neighborhood. The cops will be here within
three minutes. All you have to do is push.”

He paused to let her understand.

“Now, are you ready?”

“Ready for what?” she asked, but he did not bother to answer. She
already knew, of course. Even though her mind would not let her put it
into words, she knew.

“Yes,” she whispered, her eyes closed in fear of the future she was
begging into existence.

The belt came down again, and she yelped. But he did not stop.

Again and again, from cheek to cheek. The left hand tried to undo
what the right inflicted, but it could not keep up with the rising
intensities of the blows.

“Please...” she began, not knowing how to finish, but he ignored her.
The only time he took a break was when she let go of the phone to clutch
at the covers. Then he forced her hand back onto the safety latch, the
magic button that would free her, and as punishment for her
transgression, his left hand let two blows go without its comforting
touch.

The blows were harder now, but something in her could stand them
better. Her breaths came deep and slow, and every muscle in her body
burned like a marathon runner in the home stretch.

“Fuck me,” she begged, and then when he hit her again, “fuck me,
fuck me, fuck me, please.”

His only response was to increase the frequency of the blows.

“Please!” she cried. “What do you want?”
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He stopped then, just this once, to answer her.
“Complete submission. You have to yield completely.”

“l am,” she gasped, desperate to placate him. “Ill do anything, I
swear.”

“Words are not good enough,” he said. “There’s only one way to show
that you've crossed over.”

“Tell me. I'll do it. I'll do anything.” Inside she whirled deliciously,
dizzy with the fear of whatever brutal and degrading sex act he might
demand, ecstatic at the thought of having her dignity cracked in his
hands like walnuts so he could root through the broken pieces for his
pleasure.

“I'm going to beat you,” he said carefully and deliberately so that she
would understand. “Until you come.”

“l can’t,” she cried. She couldn’t climax just from that, no one could.
“Then I guess we’ll be here a long time.”
The belt fell across her exposed bottom.

After a few strokes, he put his left hand on her back to hold her in
place. “Stop squirming.” The pressure of his weight was intoxicating, but
now nothing caressed her buttocks between the blows. She needed his
hand to move lower, to push at her from a different angle.

“Touch me, please. Please.”

“Like this?” He shoved two fingers deep inside her. There was no
resistance. The depth of her wetness astonished her. She latched on to
his fingers, squeezing with everything she had, trying to keep them
trapped inside, but they slipped out just as easily.

His hand on her back was wet and sticky. With a little laugh, he put
his fingers into her mouth, so that she could clean them. She licked
them thoroughly, but the belt didn’t stop. The pain was beginning to
become all-encompassing, each wave spilling over her sensibilities and
threatening to swamp her. She moaned loudly, no longer aware enough
to be discreetly quiet.
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“Shhh,” he said, putting more fingers into her mouth. But now she
wiggled and squirmed, so he trapped one leg between his. The angle
changed where he struck her on the buttocks, moving the point of
impact a little higher. The skin here was not numb, and she squealed.
The sound shocked her, and instinctively she pushed her head forward
into his fingers, muffling herself. Now she did not need to concentrate on
silence, but only on accepting as much of him as she could.

She reached back for him with her left hand, but he easily avoided
her and struck her across her back, from shoulder blade to shoulder
blade, the belt singing against her flesh.

With a muzzled yelp, she reached back with both hands, grabbing
blindly behind her. Much to her surprise, she was actually disappointed
when he stopped hitting her. Instead, he seized her hand and guided it
back down to the bed. When she quit fighting, he put the phone back
into her grasp, aiming her finger over the magic button. Only then did he
reach for the belt again.

Lying there, rescue literally at her fingertips while the blows resumed,
ranging up and down her back, from buttocks to shoulders, she broke
into sobs. Every muscle in her body fought him, struggled against his
domination, strained against his imprisonment. Every muscle save one.
The finger that would release her lay limp and powerless.

Inside her grew a fear, the frightening thought that she might push
the button by accident. She could not fight much longer. Her body was
exhausted, and soon she would lose all control of her own actions.
Deliberately, slowly, fully aware of what she did, she pushed her hand
out, shoving the tiny cell phone across the bed.

When it fell from her non-resisting grasp, tumbling to the floor, she
felt her soul fall with it, into some bottomless abyss of fire.

Now she lay helpless, soft like jelly, as the belt struck at her. She
could not count the blows, or measure the passage of time. Moaning
freely, trapped in freefall, she could no longer hold onto anything, not
even the hope that it would stop, as the measured blows continued to fall
on her with unpredictable targets but unyielding regularity. She felt
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wetness dripping between her legs, and, seized with the unreasoning fear
that it was blood, she broke completely.

Without conscious thought, her hips pushed up into the next blow.
When they fell again, her thighs slid down the leg that trapped her, and
the rough denim of his jeans licked across her clitoris. She surrendered
instantly, and her climax took her so far away she did not realize the
beating had stopped.

“That’s good,” he repeated soothingly, kissing her neck and stroking
her hair until she returned to awareness. He gently disengaged his hold
and stepped back, but she was too weak and disoriented to make
anything of her freedom. She heard his pants fall, and then he returned,
penetrating her easily.

The thrusts that drove into her were like cool water after fire, but she
could not let the pleasure carry her away. She kept wondering where the
belt was. Soft and pliant, she lay there while he pumped her, praying
that the belt was satiated and limp. She could not even imagine it poised
above her to strike again—that vision was too much to contemplate. She
waited for him to come, so that she would be safe.

When his cock slid out of her, still hard, she began to whimper. When
he laid the belt across her shoulders, she began to quiver, and the tears
came again.

“Complete submission,” he demanded, and put a finger in her anus.
The sensation was shocking, but she could not stiffen or pull away,
because the leather lying across her shoulders robbed her of all power.
His thumb slipped inside her vagina, and now he massaged her from
both sides. Shock turned into pleasure, the sensation of being doubly
invaded overwhelming everything else. She gave into it easily, enjoying
the gentle thrusts from both sides.

Just when climax was a serious possibility, he pulled his hand
completely out of her. Automatically her hips tried to follow, and when
she felt something prodding at her backside, she made herself soft and
yielding again. Something larger than his finger slid inside her, already
wet and lubricated—his thumb. She had to catch her breath at its width,
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but then he put his other thumb in front, and began to move them in
and out in alternating thrusts.

Climax was now imminent. Grateful that this was all the submission
required of her, she gave up any pretense of resistance, and let his hard,
rough thumbs penetrate her at will. But again he pulled his hand out of
her before she could come. This time, he replaced it with his still stiff
cock, his other thumb still jammed deep in her ass, and thrust into her
deeply.

“Come now.”

So she did, just a little one, but grateful that she could appease him.

But she had misjudged his intent. He held his cock inside her,
bathing it in her climax, and then pulled out, but not away. His thumb
came out also, but now the head of his cock prodded at her anus.
Surprised, she almost said “No” but stopped herself from speaking in the
nick of time.

Gently but relentlessly he pushed. His cock felt terrifyingly huge, but
it was well lubricated, and she was still stretched and relaxed from the
massage. The head went in an inch deep, and she gasped for air, impaled
and immobile.

“Tell me when you are ready for more,” he commanded.

She knew she was supposed to shout “Never”, that good girls didn’t
like this, that it was filthy and wrong. But the heat on her back, the
small flames where the belt had kissed her, was intoxicating. She wanted
to see if this would feel the same. She wanted him to push against her
until she gave. She stalled in indecision while his little, short, one-inch
thrusts grew more and more forceful, until finally she let herself speak.

“More,” she whispered.

Immediately he slid another inch deeper, and her head swam with
vertigo. Now his thrusts were two inches at a time. She was shocked to
discover that if she concentrated on relaxing completely, there was no
pain, only the strange pleasure of being completely filled by force.
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“More,” she whispered again, not waiting for his command. Three
inches, and she thought she would die. She had no idea how it could all
fit in.

“Say when,” he grunted.

“More.” The word slipped from her lips quickly, eagerly. “More...” His
thrusts were irresistible now, and she could tell from his breathing that
he was losing control. She lost all conception of how deeply she was
being penetrated. It felt like her entire body was being stuffed with an
iron rod.

“Say when you want it all.” His voice, still strong despite gasping for
breath, stunned her.

“You mean there’s more?” she sobbed. It was only after she felt her
head nodding that she realized she was saying yes. He pushed his way
completely into her, his belly crushing the stinging welts on her
backside. She grabbed and bit at the bed, fighting the desire to resist,
knowing that her only salvation lay in complete submission and
relaxation. Each thrust was long and deep, filling her completely.
Dizzyingly aroused by his violent excitement, but terrified by her own
ecstasy, she wanted him to climax and be done with her. She risked a
moan to drive him over the edge.

“l won’t stop until you come again.” Each word was punctuated by a
thrust.

Jiggled from the constant bouncing, the belt fell off her shoulders,
and she was seized with unreasoning fear. What if she could not come
twice without vaginal stimulation? What further perversions would his
lust and demands unleash on her? How could she dare to defy him now,
after all that—what twisted pleasures would he inflict? Her concentration
on relaxation broken, she tightened, and his penetrations began to hurt
slightly. He groaned at the new friction, and had to pause briefly, buried
inside her, his thighs pressed firmly up against her buttocks.

Hope and desire spurred her. Whimpering a little at the effort, she
made herself tight again, and he rewarded her with more forceful
thrusts, driving into her and splitting her apart. His growing frenzy
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encouraged her, and she moaned, open-mouthed and insensate. The ram
struck again, and without meaning to, she clenched completely, trying to
trap him inside. When he drew out again, she relaxed, eager for his
return. When it came, her hands slid down and clutched at his buttocks
as her hips pressed into him, confining him. The press of his body and
pubic hair burned on her welts, but she did not care. He could not move,
but she clenched and unclenched again and again, and when she felt his
loins begin to pump semen into her, she exploded with him, an open and
eager receptacle draining the golden horn.

He collapsed beside her, lying close and touching. She was still on
her belly, in the position she had taken what seemed hours ago, her
naked back and bottom cooling in the air. For a few minutes, he could do
nothing but breathe heavily, and she lolled in the peace, comfortable and
safe in her total exposure, knowing there was nothing left to lose, and so
nothing left to hold on to.

Then he pulled her up against him, lying on their sides, like spoons
in a drawer. The heat of his body on her welts discomforted her, but his
hand on her belly mattered more, and she let him sleep.
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Chapter Five

She took him to her house the next morning. Seized by
unaccustomed domesticity, she wanted to cook him breakfast, and like
all single men, his refrigerator contained nothing but beer and an old bag
of potato chips.

Changing in her bedroom while he waited in the kitchen, she
modestly closed the door. Given his total possession of her the night
before, this was inexplicable.

Normally she enjoyed the feel of a skirt sliding against her skin, but
today she gingerly touched the welts on her buttocks and chose
differently. No panties, either, because they held too tightly to her skin.
Instead, her softest pair of shorts, old and worn, gentle cotton that
comforted her skin. A tired flannel shirt topped it off, making an
unattractive combination that she would not ordinarily leave the house
in. It was as if she were trying to be dowdy, daring him to object to her
transformation into a hausfrau.

But he gave no appearance of noticing. After breakfast, they went for
a walk on the beach, and he told her stories of his journeys, adventures
of the young and foolish in distant ports. Alcohol, women, and the law
figured prominently in many of them. The young men had not been
entirely stupid, however, and had avoided imprisonment, disease, or
disaster.

He did not ask her questions, waiting until she volunteered her own
stories. Then he would listen, but she had little to say. Her life had been
safe and careful to the point of monotony, and she much preferred
listening to his escapades.
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Walking the surf, her shoes in her hand, she felt the tide pull at her
feet, the same way that his presence pulled at her heart. He was quick to
laugh at himself, strong in body and simple in heart. Without fear, he
exposed his soul, and with gentleness, he waited for her to do the same.

But she could not, any more than she could let the retreating water
take her out to sea and freedom. She clung to the safety of shore and
silence, like she always had. The part of her that fought to escape she
stilled with force of habit, and it cowered down inside her, mumbling
unintelligibly.

Cowed, but not beaten, overpowered, but not defeated. In stealth, her
inner heart worked its will, which she realized only when it was too late
to avert it.

After an entire day of the imitation of warmth, after subtly and coolly
rebuffing his affections, she stumbled badly. Without meaning to, she
found herself standing in her bedroom with him, and then hesitating,
pausing just a fraction too long, while looking at the bed.

The implied invitation was not lost on him, and he came up behind
her, hands on her waist and a grin so wide she could feel it without
looking.

If she was going to put him off, this was time. She needed to speak
now, or move away. Do something, anything to open the distance he had
closed. But her adversary struck now with all its hoarded force,
paralyzing her with weakness in her knees and dizziness in her head,
brought on by the sudden sharp memories of what had happened last
night, the last time she had stood facing a bed.

With one hand, he tugged idly at the waistband of her shorts, not
really intending anything, just being close.
“You like skirts,” she said huskily, turning his innocent action into

an implied criticism. Anger made distance.

But in his clumsy and simple way, he was unaffected. “These are
nice,” he said with a laugh, and squeezed her buttocks with both hands.
The old welts stung, and she gasped.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.
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“Nothing. It’s just...” But she couldn’t continue. Her body was too
happy to have his hands on her, and her tongue joined the rebellion.

“Show me,” he suggested gently, concern in his voice. The command
was too inviting, and she unbuttoned and dropped 