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​My Body - Mine 

​Praise for Blakely Bennett’s 

My Body Trilogy

5 Stars: “My Body-His (Marcello) is an excellent example of dark erotica at its best. If the dark-side calls to you and an emotional BDSM read is what you are craving, then this trilogy will likely be just what the doctor ordered!”

—Bookie Nookie Reviews

4.5 Kinks: “Very emotionally involved .... I can’t wait for the last book in the trilogy.”

—Abigail, KinkyBookReviews.com

“I absolutely recommend this read! There are not many books I’ve read lately that have brought out the waterworks. When I finished these two books by Blakely Bennett I had to lay down for a while and calm my nerves. It took me a while to get my mind off of the events in the book. So be warned – You will be emotionally drained reading My Body-His and My Body-His (Marcello).”

—Romance Addict Book Blog

“Hot, inspiring and full of domination and submission, I love the dark edges and how the very talented Ms. Bennett sucks me into the story ... So read on and judge for yourself. Hot, scorching and delicious!”

—Erzabet’s Enchantments

“My Body His (Marcello), the second book in the My Body Series, is even more riveting than the first. I think I finished this book in one sitting because I was unable to put it down ... If you’ve read My Body -His, the first book in the Trilogy ... then reading My Body His (Marcello) should be a no brainer ... This is definitely a must read!”

—Nightstand Novels

“Both books in this series are awesome! Wonderfully written and extremely hot.”

—Readaholics Reviews

“From the opening lines, Bennett leads us into a compelling world of credible submission and dangerous domination. The story is exciting and enthralling and deserves to be a formidable success.”

—Ashley Lister, Erotica-Readers.com

“Overall, if you’re looking to move away from the predictability of BDSM novels that focus on the Billionaire and whomever he’s doing this week and you don’t mind a bit of ‘dark’ reality with a dominant bite, you’ll absolutely love Blakely Bennett’s My Body-His!”

—Nightstand Novels

“Though My Body-His can easily be read as a stand- alone, it is the first book of three and I am dying to know how the rest of the story will play out. If you like the dark-side of erotica and are looking for something new to sink your teeth into, then this will be right up your alley. I was captivated from the very beginning and I am confident you will be too!”

—Bookie Nookie Reviews

4.5 Stars: “The writing is really very good. I was very absorbed in My Body-His so much that I really (truly!) almost threw my kindle against the wall multiple times. In the end I needed to believe the author knew what she was writing. I believe the actions were put in to create those emotions in the reader the author wanted to showcase and they are powerful, visceral, and (frankly) nauseating. In this the author succeeded wonderfully.”

—AlexJouJou, Manic Readers

“The author Blakely Bennett did a great job telling this story. She had me on edge wondering what would happen next. That is what a good author does. I can’t wait to read the rest of the books in the trilogy to find out what happens next.”

–Abigail, Kinky Book Review​​
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The crazy odyssey I had come to know as my new life had quieted down somewhat, but I knew the hiatus for what it was, a mere reprieve. I had healed, mostly, from my recent ordeal and settled peacefully into Marcello’s comfortable home. Janice, Marcello, and I had found an easy daily rhythm, and they both allowed me the space I required to repair the damage to my psyche and soul. However, my time for coasting was coming to an end.

True to his word, Marcello persisted in prodding me to move forward into a more submissive relationship with him. So far I had held him off, but he had begun to show his impatience in the way he raised his voice before quickly regaining self-control. Not unlike Luke, my previous Dom, he intended to possess my body, control my sex, and rule my life by his own erotic urges.

Marcello loomed taller and broader than Luke, overshadowing us both in contrast. He captivated me with his thick black hair, olive skin, and deep-set dark eyes, but it was his wide mouth and full lips that really drew me in. His capacity for cruelty seemed at times greater than Luke’s, but I had ultimately found him to be much more reasonable. Like Luke—until things went awry—Marcello showed his generosity by buying me whatever I needed or wanted. He owned a successful Italian restaurant in Hollywood—one of the most highly rated in South Florida.

“Jane, pick a safe word,” Marcello said as if we had sorted everything out between us. He took a seat next to me on the brown leather couch closest to the front entrance.

“I could leave ...” I said, using my trump card again. The last thing he wanted was for me to move out from under him, literally and figuratively.

Even though our sexual encounters had become more aggressive, I had yet to allow him true dominance. There had been no bondage or discipline between us, short of the spanking I had received the day before. The only fallout from that had been a mildly inflamed ass. I had giggled and squirmed and resisted, causing his large phallus to poke against my stomach.

His hospitality had run its course and now I needed to decide whether to move out or submit. Could I give Marcello the submission he hungered after and still keep my psyche intact? I existed in constant fear of losing myself again. I longed to be more like Janice, who really owned the person she knew herself to be and fully embraced the choices she’d made. I, on the other hand, constantly second-guessed my decisions and lived in dread of repeating my recent mistakes.

In my own way I loved Marcello and a part of me wanted to give my body over to him. Another part of me—the survivor—argued that my sanity hung in the balance.

Once again I introduced a topic we had discussed several times over the past few weeks. “Janice told me a while ago that you don’t use safe words.”

“We’ve been through this, Jane. I haven’t, so far, but you and I need to start from the beginning, just as Luke should have done with you from the onset. We need it for the contract ... which you will ultimately sign.” His penetrating stare was meant to compel me into submission.

Dancing my part in the repeat performance, I said, “I’ll consider signing when you show me that you understand the concept of negotiation and compromise.”

“I’ve already given up control over when you eat. That’s a huge compromise.”

“We disagree on that point. As you already know, I prefer no contract between us.”

Marcello sauntered over to the bar to pour a scotch. “Our type of relationship must have rules and boundaries and clearly defined expectations. You need to know what to expect from me and what I require of you.”

“I’m having a déjà vu, Marcello. I’m not ready for what you want from me.” Confronting him directly, I added, “Why does our relationship have to be like the one you already have with Janice? You can take her to your S and M parties. She’s accustomed to that.”

I had first encountered Janice through Luke’s photographs. Janice, bound and displayed in the throes of passion and submission. I had been so jealous of her history with Luke. Her lush Mediterranean beauty put mine to shame. She had a curvaceous body, silky straight black hair that hung to her waist, deep mystical dark brown eyes, thick black lashes—the kind of exotic good looks that make men lose their moral compass. I had more of a runner’s body and had always thought of myself as Plain Jane, until Luke had made me love my fit physique and appreciate my unadorned, girl-next-door prettiness.

“It’s time for you to let go of what happened with Luke,” Marcello said. “I think it would be best for you to get a divorce and move on. My offer still stands. My attorney is at your disposal.”

“I don’t want a divorce and I’ve been very clear with you about that. I don’t intend to marry again so there’s no point.” I knew I should listen. No one could understand why I wasn’t running to get back the money Luke essentially stole from me. Somehow divorce symbolized an end that I wasn’t yet strong enough to face.

“Divorcing Luke symbolizes your willingness to move on. It will allow us to really begin our life together.”

I had a sudden flashback to walking down the aisle, naked, my body gleaming with gold body lotion, my new nipple piercings on display, my mother and my friends in shock that I had agreed to marry with only jewelry and cuffs adorning me. Luke had insisted on the demonstration of his ownership, on his terms, and at the time I had thought his conditions reasonable—or at least I was too besotted to resist his will.

I shook off the memory and asked, “What’s wrong with what we have now?”

“You know the answer to that question, Jane.” Marcello started to raise his voice as he approached the couch. “How many times have we been over this?”

“Let’s finish this tango later, shall we?” I said, rising to my feet. “I need to get my run in.”

“Later, Jane,” he said, the intensity of his regard daring me to look away.

I did turn away, with an audible sigh. Realizing how tense my shoulders had become, I consciously relaxed them.

“We can speak of this later,” he said. “Ciao.”

“Goodbye,” I said with a conciliatory wave. Frustration was taking its toll on Marcello. I could see it in the hard set of his features.

A part of me agreed with Marcello, that because of Luke and the leap of faith I had taken by marrying him, I had sold my apartment, quit my job, and ended up with nothing. I deserved at least enough compensation to get back on my feet again. But I could not yet contemplate divorce, no matter how much my rational self-demanded it. I didn’t want to admit any reasons beyond my unwillingness to think too much about the life I had left behind when I uttered those so-called “safe words” and exiled myself from Luke’s life forever.
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“I can’t take much more of this,” Janice said as she flopped down on my bed.

“What did he do to you this time?” I had just showered and was stretching on the floor of my bedroom.

Janice and I had a sexual history of our own. After my personal experiences with her, I understood her appeal all too well. We had settled into friendship, and I sometimes wondered if she resented having to “share” Marcello with me. He had taken Janice as his sub by her request on my wedding night to Luke, months after Luke had thrown her out. In that brief period between the ill-fated party at Luke’s mansion where we first met and our wedding day, my life had changed forever.

Marcello controlled Janice’s every move, including when she ate, worked, what she wore, and of course their sex. The brutality of their interplay sometimes shocked me. I thought Luke had stretched my limits, but Janice had agreed to things that chilled my blood such as near-asphyxiation and electroshock. What floored me even more was that she seemed to enjoy it.

“I don’t think my throat will ever be the same,” Janice said. “It hurts to swallow.”

“Tell him to stop using your throat,” I said emphatically. “I can’t imagine how his wide cock could even fit in there.”

“It’s called brute force and I can’t breathe at all while his dick is lodged in there. You already know I have no say in how he uses me, Jane. Stop playing dumb.” Janice lay on the bed with her head hanging upside down, watching me stretch. “Let me get this straight, you want me to sign his damn contract so he will stop using your throat like a pussy? So, he can do those things to me? I don’t think so.” I flipped over onto my stomach. “I’m not willing to have a relationship with him like the one he has with you. I guess I should start searching for my own place.”

“He’s been taking his frustrations out on me—it’s all about your unwillingness to divorce Luke. In the last two weeks he has fucked my throat five times, and he never used to do that.” Janice sat up on the bed, throwing her hands in the air for emphasis. “Just sign the damn thing. That will pacify him for a while, at least. You know you’ll give in eventually, so what are you waiting for?”

“You are both exhausting. I don’t know how I can be any clearer. I don’t want what you have with each other and if that’s the only way he’s willing to continue our relationship, then I might as well leave now.”

“So you say, but don’t think I believe you. You’re still waiting for Luke. Why?”

“Just because I don’t want what Marcello is trying to force me into doesn’t mean I’m still pining for Luke. I don’t ever want to see Luke again. Can’t you understand that? I don’t know what it would do to me. I thought you of all people would get it. Our stuff ... the money ... seems far less important than my sanity. Since I will never marry again, I have no need to divorce him. I can always go back to work when I have to support myself again.” I thought of the strong, independent, successful woman I had been before I’d met Luke and sighed. At the time he had fulfilled a deep-seated need in me I hadn’t known existed, taken me to impossible heights of sexual bliss as well as tested my pain threshold in search of another, forbidden kind of bliss that still scared me to death.

Janice shook her head. “Sorry, Jane, I haven’t forgotten what that relationship almost cost you. As you know, my own time with Luke just about killed me, not to mention what it took to get over him. I just don’t see why you haven’t moved forward with Marcello.”

I stopped stretching and folded my arms. “I’m waiting for Marcello to adjust the terms of the contract so I will have more control over my life. I keep hoping that his desire to have me will overshadow his overwhelming need to manipulate everything I do. At any rate, I’ll talk to him about his abuse of your throat—”

“Don’t you dare!” Janice yelled. “Seriously, Jane, that will just make matters worse.”

“Fine, fine, I won’t say anything.” Bending over between my legs I put my elbows down on the ground and glanced up at Janice. “Do you like it when he uses you that way?”

“‘Like’ is an odd term to use in our lifestyle. I would say, no, I don’t care for it. However, it makes me so wet, it’s hard to convince him otherwise. Honestly, it’s more the long-term side effects that worry me.”

“Like?”

“My throat hurts when I swallow, mostly on the left side, and my left ear feels like there’s pressure in it. I’m sure it’ll heal up as everything else has, but please, just make your choice already.”

[image: image]

While existing in the purgatory of indecision, I spent my time running on the beach, editing my story about my time with Luke and trying to get published. In the last few months I hadn’t had to worry about making money or paying bills. I appreciated Marcello’s generosity more than I could say, but my gratitude didn’t extend to giving myself over to him completely.

No matter what Janice and Marcello thought, I was not pining away for Luke. Editing my story over and over again had given me greater perspective and since finishing the manuscript, I had forbidden myself to even think about him. I had no interest in going through the formalities of divorce. I worried that if I started the process, he would seek me out, and I wasn’t interested in exposing myself needlessly to emotional pain.

Of course, part of me really hoped that my story would get published and he’d read it, finally coming to realize what he’d done to me. I still preferred walking around naked—as Luke had once insisted I do—and spent most of my time alone in my room in a state of undress. I had also kept the piercings from our wedding night. However, I didn’t fantasize about Luke. I occupied my time with trying to sort out what to do next.

Could I turn my back on the crazy lifestyle I had fallen into? I both relished and abhorred the thought of moving out of Marcello and Janice’s home. I had no idea how much time I should commit to getting published and if people would even want to read my story. Would my girlfriends ever get over my trying to kill myself or should I just relocate to a place where no one knows me and start over? Those were the thoughts that kept me awake at night.

The moonlight poured through my window as I shut down my computer. I had finally received a nibble on my book from a publisher who asked to see the first three chapters, and then the entire manuscript. Only a few weeks had passed but it didn’t stop me from checking my email obsessively.

Rereading the publisher’s email gave me comfort.

To: Jane.Stiles@gmail.com

From: Claudia@seductionpress.com

Subject: Falling Through The Rabbit Hole, a Memoir

Jane,


I've read enough to know that I’d like to see more. Please email the complete manuscript as a Word doc.



I look forward to reading the rest!



Regards, Claudia

I felt excited but nervous and embarrassed as well. I had changed names, locations, and some of the circumstances—as I’d read online should be done with a memoir—but the story told the truth, at least the truth as I saw it.

After brushing my teeth, I climbed naked into bed with my current erotic romance. I hadn’t heard Marcello enter the room and was startled by his sudden, looming presence.

“Any good?” he asked as he sat down next to me on the bed. His large frame filled the space, dwarfing the room around him.

I folded the corner of the paperback and said, “It’s keeping me entertained so far.” Reaching around him, I placed the book on the nightstand.

He gazed down at me and I could tell he had softened. Had he used Janice again or was it the scotch I smelled on his breath?

“I don’t want to fight with you anymore,” he said. “Having the same argument over and over reminds me too much of my mother and father. Tell me what you need to be able to sign the contract. I want to make this work.” He brushed a lock of my hair away from my face and placed it behind my left ear.

It was hard to resist Marcello when he displayed such unaccustomed gentleness. “You’re asking me to make a pledge I cannot make,” I said. “You of all people know what I went through with Luke—”

“I’m not—”

I touched my forefinger lightly to his mouth and said, “Please let me finish.”

He nodded and cracked a smile.

“I know you’re not Luke, but you know what that relationship did to me. Please just forget about the contract and we can agree on some rules. Since you have Janice, I think I should have a say in whether or not I attend a particular party or event.”

“You’re asking a lot of me.” In the pause that followed I knew he searched for a way around my request. Finally, he said, “What if your attendance is required for punishment?”

“Most definitely not. Have you forgotten the ‘party’ that ended everything with Luke? I sometimes wonder if you and Janice have amnesia about that time.”

“I never agreed with his overreaction to the situation and how it all fell apart. I tried to reason with him—”

“I saw you—”

“What do you mean, you saw me?” he broke in.

“I came back to the beach house and watched you fighting with Luke.”

“From where? Out back?”

“I watched for a while until I saw Luke glance outside. I was terrified that he’d seen me and ran all the way back to the motel.”

I could see him revising the memory to accommodate the new information as I recalled how close I had come to going off the deep end during those difficult times. Cut off from Luke with no resources, no money, and no place to go.

He nodded. “Yeah, well, that’s when we argued. I wanted him to search for you, but he refused.”

For a few moments we were both lost in our own worlds of recollection.

“Regardless,” I said, “definitely no parties. I’d like to continue working on getting published but I’m willing to get a job as well. I’ve been contemplating a safe word and I think ‘finito Marcello’ will work perfectly. No say regarding what or when I eat, no electricity, and no fucking my throat. Janice has me sufficiently frightened of that. Most definitely no gags; they scare me.”

He lunged forward, pinning me to the bed. “Let me think about it,” he said with a wicked grin. “I’ll let you know tomorrow if I can live with that. In the meantime ... Does this mean the bondage and discipline can commence?” He drew my arms above my head and spread my legs, restraining my body with his weight. He rubbed his clothed hard cock against my pussy.

“Will you agree to my terms?” I asked. I squirmed beneath him, trying to hold my ground in my current predicament—as if that was even possible against his large body.

“Tomorrow, but don’t think that will keep me from having my way with you now.” He let go of my wrists, cradled my face in his hands and began to devour me with his mouth. I tasted scotch, garlic, and his own personal essence that dragged me deeper into the kiss. His shaft expanded between us as he savored my lips.

Prior to my descent into the world of domination and discipline, kissing was always a quick corridor to other things sexual. First Luke and then Marcello used kisses as a means of possession. Their kisses captured my sense of reason and locked it in the basement, leaving me too dizzy to keep up the walls of self-protection. Luke had opened the door to an ecstasy that left me craving a hard, controlling touch. He mixed pain and pleasure in a way that elevated my ultimate release. Marcello kept the little girl in me safe while he summoned the wanton and brazen vixen in the throes of sensual desire.

Marcello continued probing my mouth with his tongue, dueling with the intent of winning. Finally, he released me, allowing me a short respite to catch my breath. Moving onto his knees, he said, “Stay right there.” He climbed off the bed and as he removed his clothing he warned, “Once our agreement is final, you will pay for making me wait so long.”

Instead of spurring anger in me, his comment made my nipples harden and my pussy pulse.

He mounted the bed and faced me. “No other woman I have known has always been so wet and ready.”

My cheeks grew hot, and even after all I had been through, I was still embarrassed by his words. Like never before, he reminded me of how the twisted nature of my new chosen lifestyle elicited my bodily responses.

He leaned over to taste me. Everything about him felt big, including the hands that cupped my ass and the tongue that lavished my clit. My hips squirmed out of my control as my moans rolled out of me, unbidden. Without warning, he placed me where he wanted me to go. Lifting my legs over his spread thighs, he guided my pussy up and onto his erect manhood. I slid down over his large phallus, feeling overly stretched and full as I wrapped my legs around his lean waist. I lifted my head up so I could see him shifting in and out of me. I gazed past his hairy chest to his intense sable eyes, understanding that he loved me but needed to possess me more.

The angle of my buttocks on his lap left the ridge of his cock rubbing against my G-spot—evidently that had been his wicked intention. “Oh my god, I’ve never done it this way, oh, oh,” I mumbled.

“È buono, it’s good, right?” “Mmmhmm,” I groaned.

“Tug hard on your nipple rings now ... harder!”

I complied, although it still made me uncomfortable to caress myself while being observed. Luke never managed to get me over that. With my sensibilities as warped as they were, embarrassment only heightened my excitement.

Marcello reached between us and began swirling his fingers around my protruding bud.

I laid my head back down while the intensity of sensation became overwhelming. Relieved from the usual demands to maintain eye contact, I lost myself in all the different miracles eddying rapidly around me. The tweaking of my nipples increased the force of flow spinning from my head to my cunt. Marcello’s long thick dick stroked my insides, causing me to mutter and groan as his energy penetrated my core. His fingers mastered my clit, keeping me on edge.

No longer drawing at my nipples, I used my hands as leverage to help thrash my lower body against his cock. My upper back stayed on the bed while the arch of my hips crushed against his lap. My smooth thighs clamped around his muscular sides and I peered up again, following the trail of dark black hair from his belly button down to the erection pounding into me. I wanted more ... needed more. I propped myself up onto my hands, thrusting my pelvis against him.

“Oh Jesus, Jane,” Marcello grunted out.

Finally glancing up again, overcome with lust and craving, I locked eyes with him and saw the subtle nod. The blessed cyclone touched down starting at my clit and then ripping out from my core to my outer limbs. My eyes rolled back into my head as I pleaded, “Oh god, oh god, oh god, don’t stop, please don’t stop.”

“No way, Jane,” he said, releasing his cum and power into me.

I collapsed onto my back, still locked onto his cock. I didn’t want to move as the windstorm continued to rush through my body.

As the tempest passed, calmness enveloped me. I no longer cared how we’d resolve our standoff or what would come tomorrow. I heard Marcello whisper, “amore mio,” as I floated from the bliss of our lovemaking into a deep sleep.​
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The following morning Janice came to my room. You’ve been summoned to breakfast.”

“Oh? I guess he’s made up his mind?”

“Don’t expect it to be easy,” she said, gently touching my shoulder.

“Duly noted,” I said as I rummaged through a drawer for something to wear.

“You won’t be needing any clothes. Freshen up as fast as you can. He’s waiting for you.”

I turned on the shower and stepped in, no longer under the spell of last night’s activities. My gut twisted, and not only from hunger. Dealing with Marcello had never been easy, and although we both wanted the negotiations over with, I intuitively felt I’d be the one doing most of the compromising. The control I had maintained over the past few months had expired, and the prospect of how it would all resolve left me feeling jittery, as if I had consumed too much caffeine.

When I entered the dining room, Marcello was sitting in his customary spot at the far end of the table. His sheer size intimidated people, but the penetrating stare of his charcoal eyes scared me the most. From a distance, it proved difficult to tell his iris from the pupil. He stood, fully dressed in black slacks and a blue dress shirt and lifted the deep purple silk robe I’d worn once before during my first brief stay with him. Luke and I were already married by then. He sent me off to Marcello as punishment for my rebellion, my jealousy, and curiosity, which led me to snoop in his office. An infraction I perpetrated early on in our relationship which he discovered later.

I remembered the contradiction of emotions that permeated my life. Loving the good times—the luxury of our days, the passionate lovemaking, the moments of exquisite tenderness—but always fearing the next punishment, the next boundary Luke would push me past. Although the next whipping would ultimately lead to my pleasure, I lived in fear of disappointing him. Unlike others in the lifestyle, Luke had no respect for safe words. I had one—“get lost creep,” which had made me laugh at the time—but he had made it abundantly clear that if I ever used it, I would be ousted from his life forever. Marcello had been waiting for that eventual opportunity as he waited now.

He held the robe open for me.

I stepped into the silky fabric and Marcello wrapped it around me, leaning into my neck as he tied the sash around my waist. “Good morning,” I said over my shoulder as he inclined his head to capture my lips. Although I felt anxious to have the situation resolved, I allowed myself to spin into his arms and dissolve into his kisses.

“Yes, it is,” he said as we broke apart and he pulled out the chair catty-corner to his at the end of the table.

As I sat down, two women in pressed uniforms brought in breakfast.

“Coffee?” Marcello asked, as he poured a cup for himself. “I think I’ll pass on that, thanks,” I said. I piled pancakes,

eggs, bacon, and potatoes on my plate and ate with gusto.

Marcello poured me a glass of fresh squeezed orange juice and I drank that down as well.

I glanced over at him several times, expecting him to start the negotiations, but he just sipped his coffee. “Aren’t you going to eat anything?” I asked, wiping my mouth on the cloth napkin.

“I’m not much of a breakfast person, especially while business is still pending.”

“Well, I sure am. Don’t you know it’s the most important meal of the day?” I ignored the part of his comment about business.

“So they say,” he said, shrugging his shoulders. “What do you say?”

“I say it’s time for you to sign the contract.”

“I still don’t see the need for one. Did you at least make the changes we discussed?”

“Have a look,” he said as reached down beside him into the briefcase I hadn’t previously noticed. He handed me a two-page document.

​Contract of Sexual Servitude


This contract dated the 4th of October, 2012, is the complete and whole agreement between Marcello Ricci (hereinafter referred to as “Dom,”) and Jane Jessica Stiles, (hereinafter referred to as “sub.”) The term of this agreement will begin on the 4th of October, 2012, and will remain in effect for a period of six months ending on the 4th of  April, 2013 at which time this contract will be renegotiated for the duration of two years.


The Dom accepts responsibility for the sub’s body, wellbeing, pleasure, and discipline as He sees fit under the provisions of this document.


The sub agrees to submit to the Dom within the limits specified below. She agrees that upon signing this contract that her body belongs to the Dom to be used as He sees fit under the guidelines below. The sub agrees to strive to please the Dom to the best of her ability at all times.


This agreement is based on the sub willingly submitting to the Dom with the following provisos:




The Dom agrees to:


	Keep the sub safe at all times

	Maintain honest and open communication

	Pay sub’s expenses for the duration of this agreement so that she may pursue publishing of her writings or find a job of her choosing

	Train, mold, instruct, and educate sub to be the best possible submissive

	Stretch sub’s limits to grow in her role as a submissive

	Have control over sub’s wardrobe

	Honor the spoken safe words ‘finito Marcello’ and cease all activities immediately

	Respect all hard limits of sub as follows: no minors, no animals, no scat, no gags, no deep throat penetration, no electrosex, no moderation of food, no participation in parties without sub’s consent

	Be present for any sex or discipline administered by others to ensure sub’s safety, with the exception of Janice

	Encourage sub to be in touch with friends and family

	Read sub’s writings and provide valuable feedback

	Consider sub’s impressions and concerns when adding a new person to the household





The sub agrees to:



	Refer to Dom as “Sir” during sex and discipline and around other people in the lifestyle

	Maintain honest and open communication

	Maintain body by regular exercise, bathing, and all other routine body care including maintaining clean shaven genitalia, legs, and arm pits

	Show respect to Dom at all times and obey his commands in a timely manner

	Refrain from use of profanity except where appropriate in her writings

	Refrain from contacting past lovers or Doms without express permission from Dom

	Refrain from wearing underwear unless necessary while with Dom

	Sleep naked

	Be available to Dom at all times, with or without notice

	Refrain from sexual contact, including with self, at all times without permission from Dom

	Refrain from achieving orgasm without permission from Dom

	Service anyone the Dom chooses

	Accept any punishment whether earned or not

	Count each strike when disciplined

	Refrain from using safe word except in cases of dire distress

	Strive to overcome feelings of shame and inhibitions that limit the capacity of sub to serve Dom

	Accept any permanent mark that the Dom desires

	Use personal time to get published or get a job and continue to journal personal experiences

	All bondage, discipline and sex practices are at the sole discretion of the Dom.



Signed:



The signature lines were provided below.

I read through the contract quickly the first time. My pulse raced and my face burned. Glancing in his direction as I read, I saw him raise a questioning eyebrow.

“Is this the same contract you used with Janice?” I asked. “No.”

“I want to see Janice’s contract.”

“That will not happen, Jane. That contract is between Janice and me.”

“Fine,” I said, and then scanned the paper. I slowly read it through for the second time.

He had honored all of my hard limits but only for six months and added several items we had never discussed.

Reviewing the paper again, I understood that it simply bought each of us more time. The same conflict would rise up again in a few months, but I felt with some tweaking I’d be inclined to sign so I could further pursue getting published and, meanwhile, continue my currently very pleasurable relationship with Marcello.

“Let’s start at the top of my list. Calling you ‘Sir’? You never had me call you ‘Sir’ before. I don’t recall hearing Janice call you that either. Why?”

“It will help you acclimate.”

“What the hell ... um ... I mean heck does that mean?” “It means that I feel Luke orchestrated your first foray into BDSM the wrong way, and I plan to rectify that mistake.” “Oh, Marcello ...”

“Are we really going to debate that rule?”

“No, I guess not. Is it necessary for you to have control over my wardrobe?”

“Yes, it is, and that’s mostly for when we go out and other special occasions.”

“I see.” Reading down the page, I wondered to myself whether Janice had the same number five clause in her contract: not to contact past lovers or Doms without express permission from Marcello. Certain it wouldn’t be an issue for me, I moved on. “Number sixteen is ridiculous. I have no control over my shame or what embarrasses me.”

“I beg to differ with you. That is something you can work on and I will help you with it.”

“That’s what I was afraid you might say.”

Leaning forward, he took my face in his hands and kissed me, seizing my mouth with his full lips. He sucked on my bottom lip, nibbling just slightly until I was close to giving in. “I have my ways,” he said, releasing me.

“No doubt,” I said, trying to clear the haze of lust that threatened to block all access to my common sense. “Enough of that.” I twisted away and sat farther back in my chair. “Number seventeen is a deal breaker. I am not going to let you mark me with brands or tattoos.”

“I thought you might say that. If you agree that it will be on our next contract, I will happily remove it.”

I handed him the contract and he struck through number seventeen and initialed it. I had a feeling that everything had gone just as he had planned, but what could I do?

“There are a few on the Dom list that I have questions about. What’s this business of you reading what I write?”

“I can provide valuable feedback. I have been in this lifestyle for a long time. Plus, I’m an avid reader and can help you edit and polish.”

“My journal is private and I’m not willing to share it. I’m not sure I’m even comfortable having you read my story.” My words rushed together, and I started to pant. “I think there needs to be some boundaries between us and it is a bit paternalistic to give me no choice in the matter. How about, I’ll seek your advice when I deem it necessary. This has nothing to do with sex, so as far as I’m concerned, you have no right to dictate this part of my life.” I took several deep breaths in an effort to regain my equilibrium. That rule had upset me as much as any of them. I wanted the freedom to write, but I did not want to be critiqued and censored by a lover, especially a jealous one.

Sitting still, fingering his upper lip as he had done when he wore a mustache, he appeared to be formulating a rebuttal. Instead he said, “I can go along with that, but I do hope you’ll trust me enough to seek out my help if the occasion arises.”

Realizing that the stress of the negotiations had my shoulders up by my ears, I expelled a large breath of air and willed my body to relax. I peered back at the page and the last item on the Dom side of the list. “Do you plan to add additional subs to the household?”

I’m not sure why, but the idea bothered me. Somehow, I had gotten past sharing Marcello with Janice. In all honesty, I preferred it that way. He had darker, harsher needs than Luke—at least that’s what I told myself at the time—and having Janice in the house reduced the chances of me receiving the kind of discipline that scared me the most. I shuddered when I remembered the scene, I had witnessed the night I had escaped from his house. Marcello’s door had been left slightly open and I had seen him using electricity to shock Janice. Neither had been aware of my presence and I could see that Janice thrived on the kind of pain I considered torture. Well, she could have the more extreme domination. I felt somewhat reassured that he had another woman to take it out on.

But now, the prospect of a person I didn’t know coming into the house twisted my stomach into knots.

“I’m not anticipating a new addition, but it is possible. I will take your and Janice’s concerns into consideration.”

It seemed a distant possibility, so I let that one slide. “Okay ...” I said, realizing I had no more delaying tactics up my sleeve. “It seems this contract is merely putting off the inevitable.”

“It will allow us to go forward half a year from now with a better idea of what we can agree to.”

I held out my hand and he placed a pen in it. I crossed out number eleven on the Dom list—the part about his reading my writing and providing feedback—and initialed it. After signing and dating the document, I handed the pen and paper to him and he did the same.

“I’m relieved to have that taken care of,” he said. He gestured to the non-descript housekeeper hovering by the door, his signal indicating that the time had come to remove breakfast from the table.

He clutched my wrist as she cleared the plates. The energy of his intention surrounded me—time to pay the piper. The patience he had shown over the last few months had expired, and the fee would be extracted from my hide.

As soon as the table had been cleared and the dining room door closed, Marcello reared up, pushing the chair away in his haste. Yanking my seat backward and raising my wrist above my head, he brought me to my feet. He tugged the sash away from my waist, causing the robe to pool to the ground.

Spinning me about to face him, he claimed my mouth. I had to stand on my tiptoes and wrap my arms around his neck to keep from falling. Friction from the stubble around his mouth since the removal of his mustache—I much preferred his naked face—made my lips swell. The way a kiss could blot out everything else still astonished me. His tongue moved in and about my lips, running over my teeth then drifting back to duel with mine once again. As he captured my bottom lip in his teeth, I hissed my passion. I tried to resist his power to sway me and govern my cravings, but it had been so long since I’d relinquished control. I heaved a sigh as I let the rush of sensations trample all my powers of reason.

Sensing my submission, he easily lifted me off my toes and placed me at the edge of the table. “Flip over and lie flat,” he said as he yanked back the chair I had been sitting in and the one next to it.

“Yes, Sir,” I said, feeling silly as I uttered the words. The linen table cloth felt rough against my cheek and the friction had my nipples fully erect. My thick, wavy brown hair fanned out, partially covering my face and making it difficult to see what was happening. I kept my arms at my sides in anticipation.

I felt the heat of his body shift away from my back and down to my feet. The suspense of what he would do next had my heart pounding in my chest. I could hear the blood pulsing in my throat. Convinced my long-awaited punishment had come due, I prepared myself for the first strike of his palm. Instead, I felt soft leather running along the arch of my right foot and up my calf. I raised my head to see what Marcello had used to create the exquisite sensation of being softly caressed.

My breath caught in my throat at the site of the flogger. The red and black checkered handle had a ball of woven black leather at the bottom and top where Marcello’s large hand gripped the implement. The full mop of half-inch straps of black leather frightened me. I had only one prior experience with a flogger. I had watched Luke, just before a photo shoot, flog a model, striping her back with welts that led her to quiet, albeit intense, orgasm.

Marcello distracted me from my growing apprehension by giving my left foot and leg the same soft treatment. He moved his large muscular body down the length of the dinner table as he trailed the straps of rawhide between my butt cheeks, causing my muscles to quiver. The many fingers of leather tickled the sides of my body and back. I could feel my cum dripping onto the table and decided then and there that signing the contract had been a necessary step in giving my body what it thirsted for.

He continued to feather the flogger over all my exposed flesh, including my neck and face. I closed my eyes, drowning in the floods of sensation pouring over me. When he ran his fingers through the swollen pulp of my labia, I yelped. My clit protruded from its sheath, inviting him in.

“You are so wet, Jane,” he growled. I could hear him unzip just before he tugged my legs toward the end of the table, spearing me from behind in one stroke with his hard thick, cock.

“Oh, fuck!” I yelled. My fleshy pussy engulfed his phallus as he held my legs up to accommodate his height.

“You will pay for that!” he grunted, using my thighs as leverage to spear in and out of me, both of us growing closer and closer to orgasm as he slammed against me.

Would I ever learn? I wondered.

“Oh please, oh god, can I cum,” I begged, at least adhering to some of the rules of the contract.

“Merda!” he bellowed, sliding abruptly out of me and dropping my legs to the ground.

Hearing the anger in his voice, I heeded Janice’s long-standing advice. I stayed still and did not utter a sound.

“Get back up on the table,” he whispered with an intensity that frightened me. “You owe me for making me wait so long, Jane, and for your foul mouth.”

“Yes, Sir,” I hurriedly responded and scurried to get into position, lying face down.

“It’s time for you to count.”

The restraint that he exhibited in the dining room evaporated and I knew who’d pay the price. Part of me exulted in the fact that Marcello lost control—maybe my pride—but the sensible me suspected that pride came just before the fall.

Lost in my thoughts, I hesitated to respond. He used the mop of leather to flog me into awareness. “Uh, uh, uh, yes, Sir, uh one,” I stuttered. The stings of the suede, as I continued to count, had put me in a muddle. I felt my wetness increase as the pain emanated first from my ass as he whipped me there several times, and then down to my thighs. Pain and pleasure had become a heady cocktail.

Having to focus on counting each sting made it impossible to escape into subspace. As the punishment continued and the flogger arced down with greater frequency, the numbers emerged in a howl. He worked over my waist, ass, and upper thighs until I reached the count of fifty. My heart thudded in my chest and my libido craved fulfillment.

He paused, and when he did, I let myself disappear into the bliss of endorphins plundering my body.

Then he whipped the sole of my foot. “Ouch, ouch, oh fuck, Marcello,” I screamed in response.

“Count,” he demanding as he struck the same foot again even harder.

“Fifty-one and two,” I barely got out. The sting of the flogger shot through the sole of my foot and radiated up my calf, leaving me mildly nauseated.

Striking the other foot, he shouted, “You forgot ... yes, Sir!”

“Oh god, oh god, yes, Sir, fifty-three.” “I hope I made my point.”

“Yes, Sir, definitely, Sir.” I breathed heavily, my face to the side. The pain in the soles of my feet had taken away some of the arousal but not nearly enough.

I could hear him removing his clothing just before he jerked me back again by my feet. “Stand up and turn around,” he ordered.

I complied as quickly as I could, wincing as my sore feet touched the ground. Without delay he lifted me again. I thought he planned to place me on the edge of the table, but instead he easily carried me across the room. I wrapped my legs around his waist as best as I could, just as he pinned my back against the wall. He lowered me onto his cock and leered straight into me.

“You are mine,” he said. “Make no mistake.”

The thought that yet another man regarded me as his possession terrified me as well as turned me on. That I could stir that kind of passion in two such different and dangerously attractive men left my head swimming and changed my entire concept of myself. Plain Jane had left, along with my self-control. I could only hope that I still carried my self-preservation with me.

Marcello imprisoned me with his kiss, enveloping me in his spicy taste and manly scent. I fingered the thick hair on his chest, reveling in the ecstasy of being filled by another. For the first time in a long while, I stopped fighting with myself over my choices.

Gripping my ass tightly, he angled me up and let me drop down onto his cock as he thrust up to meet my fall. Spread wide by the sheer width of him, slammed repeatedly against my clit, I found myself closer and closer to the tip-off.

“I need to cum, Sir,” I said.

He slowed his pace and said, “That sounded more like a demand than a request. The answer is most definitely no.”

As he continued to penetrate my pussy, now at a more leisurely pace, I obeyed his order not to cum, but still enjoyed several small releases on
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