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 Chapter One

 


The ringing of his phone woke Jake,
and he was surprised to see Kaden’s name come up on the screen of
his cell.

He rubbed his eyes, still half asleep
as he answered. “Hey, man.”

“Jake! Fuck. Steve’s
missing. His plane’s crashed over the mountains, and they have no
idea where.”

Jake was awake in an instant. “What
the fuck? When? Where’s the search party?”

“We found out a few hours
ago. I’m at the company offices with Ash and Avril. They called the
search off because it’s too dark, but they said they’ll head out
first thing in the morning.”

“They’re sure it’s
crashed? Maybe Steven landed it somewhere.”

“Nah. Plane got hit by
birds, we know that much and that his copilot was injured. Steve
got through a partial mayday call before the radio went
dead.”

“I’m coming
back.”

“Stay there. Wait until
tomorrow when we know a bit more. The search planes were only up
for half an hour before they lost daylight.”

“Fucking hell! Okay, but
make sure you ring me all the time with updates. I’ll arrange
things this end to get out of here as soon as we know something
definitive.”

“Will do. Shit. I love
him, man. He’s like our brother.”

“I know, Kade. How’s
Avril?”

“I don’t think she quite
accepts it yet. Kind of spaced-out. Ash is taking care of
her.”

“Give her my love and ring
me as soon as you know anything.”

“I will. Bye.”

Jake sat up in bed, his mind a mess.
Steven was exactly like a brother to him. In fact, Steven, Ash, and
Kaden were closer to him than his own two brothers. The four had
known each other since they were kids kicking cans in the street.
He wouldn’t accept that Steven was dead until they found his body
and lowered him into his coffin.

All through Saturday, Kaden kept him
in the loop, ringing every few hours with updates. The last one had
been to tell him wreckage had been spotted, but there was no sign
of life. It wasn’t until late in the afternoon he got the call that
made his heart stutter.

“They found them! They’re
both alive!”

Kaden had then launched into the
details of the search and how both men had been found alive but
injured earlier in the afternoon and taken to hospital.

“I was with Ash and Avril
at the Charter offices the whole night. Shit, I never want to live
through that again.”

“I bet.”

“Everyone thought they
were both dead, but no one voiced it. When the phone call came in
that they were alive it took a few minutes before it actually sank
in, and then the whole place erupted into cheers. Poor Avril, Ash
said she almost collapsed. She didn’t believe it. She kept asking
if he really was alive.”

“Not many people can walk
away from a plane crash.”

“Someone from the Air
Safety Board spoke to Warren. He didn’t say much, but apparently
Steve took over the controls because Bradley was injured. Brad told
them Steve was cool and calm the whole time.”

“Thank goodness Steve’s
such a great pilot.”

“Yeah, he kept his head
the whole time.”

“Fuck, I’d be screaming my
head off!”

“Me too. So, did you say
you’re coming back for a few days?”

“Yeah, I’ve booked a
flight back in the morning. I’ll probably be landing at the main
airport around one, means I’ll see you by two.”

“I’ll pick you up from the
airport instead.”

“You will? Thanks. Do we
know anything about their condition?”

“Not yet. Ash, Avril, and
Warren flew to the hospital, and Ash said he’d let me know once
they find out.”

The next day Jake flew home, and Kaden
drove him back to his house, filling him in on all the details he
now knew. Jake stayed for the remainder of the week and saw Steven
once at the hospital and called in each day when he came home. He
flew back to his work site, keeping in touch with his friends
during the time he was away as usual. He and Steven spoke a few
times a week, and Jake was glad to hear his friend was getting
stronger with each passing day, although at times he could hear the
frustration in Steven’s voice.

Just before he wrapped up his
assignment after three months, he rang Kaden to let him know when
he’d be returning.

“How is Steven, Kade? Man,
that was scary. I can’t believe he walked away from a fucking plane
crash. Well, not walked. But you know what I mean. I still get the
shakes thinking about it.”

“Yeah, me, too, know what
you mean. He must have someone watching over him. Old Steve’s been
grouchy. He was like a swarm of crazy wasps, but at least now the
cast is off and he can get around. He’s settling down to his normal
self.”

“Yeah, I noticed that when
we’ve spoken on the phone. The last few times though, he sounds
like he’s getting back to being old self.”

“True. We can all be
fucking thankful Avril could control him. She deserves a medal
although I have to admit her patience was wearing pretty thin at
times.”

“She’s an
angel.”

“That she is.”

“I’ve spoken with her a
few times when Steve’s been resting up. She loves him.”

“She sure does. Steve is
one lucky bastard.”

“You’re not
kidding.”

“So, when are you
back?”

“Job is almost finished.
I’m tying up the loose ends, and I’ll be back on Wednesday night,
in time for the big wedding. I’ll drop ‘round the workshop on
Thursday once I get organized.”

Jake asked after his dog. He and Kaden
both owned brother and sister Irish Wolfhounds—by
accident.

 



Chapter Two

 


Emily watched as her mother, Eliza,
walked outside to enjoy the sunshine. In the past nine weeks she’d
seen her go from struggling to stand, to a walking frame and to
now, when she occasionally used a walking stick, and usually it was
only when she left the house. Emily was overjoyed she had responded
this well to the physical therapy. Emily finished making them both
coffee, then took the mugs outside to join her mother. Her eldest
brother, David, was coming over later to take their mother for the
weekend, giving Emily some time to herself.

“Here, Mom.”

“Thanks, Em. So, what have
you got planned for the weekend? Let me guess.” Emily had shrugged,
but then her mother said, “Stay indoors, refuse to speak to anyone
outside of family and don’t really speak to them. Oh, and generally
be miserable.”

“I…” Emily could only
stare at her mother in shock. She’d never once showed her anger to
Emily since Emily had returned.

“I’m sorry, sweetheart. I
shouldn’t have said that, but you honestly do need to move on.
You’ve locked yourself away, and life is passing you by. I’m a lot
better. I don’t need full-time care anymore. You should get your
apartment. I want you to go out and enjoy yourself.”

“I am. I will.”

“And how, sweetheart? How
do you intend to do that shut up here with me? You hardly ever
laugh any more. I wanted my daughter back, the one who lived life
to its fullest.”

Emily knew exactly who that girl was,
but she doubted she would ever return. Still, somehow, she needed
to make an effort, if only to satisfy her mother.

“What if I go to that club
I told you about? What if I finally take up the membership
exchange?”

Her mother’s smile was like the sun
coming out from behind a cloud. She beamed at Emily.

“Will you, Emmy? Will you
go?”

Too late to back out now, Emily nodded
her head. “Tonight. I’ll go and confirm my transfer
tonight.”

Eliza took Emily’s hand and kissed her
fingertips.

“I’m so happy, Emmy. You
need to do this. You always loved your lifestyle.”

“That was then. That was
before.”

With a casual indifference that Emily
knew belied her mother’s true feelings, Eliza asked, “Want to talk
about it?”

Suddenly Emily was cold.
An icy chill ran down her back. It was as if ice cubes suddenly
landed on every vertebrae, and
she felt the hair down her back stand on end. She
couldn’t hold back her tiny shiver.

Eliza gave her hand a squeeze. “I
understand.”

Emily couldn’t answer. If she did, the
dam might break. Instead she stared ahead until she could push down
every emotion and know she was under control again. She and her
mother finished their coffee in silence then they walked back into
the house. Emily spent the day working, trying to pretend, trying
to act as if everything were normal.

David picked Eliza up around four that
evening. He kissed his sister and gave her a hug when he’d settle
their mother in his car. They had their usual conversation, the
same one they had every time they met.

“You okay, Em?”

“I’m fine,
David.”

“Sure?”

“Yes.”

She couldn’t disguise the tiny edge of
anger in her voice. Emily knew everyone was worried about her,
about her mental health, but she hated their pity. It was harder to
ignore than if they pretended nothing had happened.

“I’m sorry, Sis. Will you
stay for dinner when you pick Mom up on Sunday night? Trent really
wants to cook you his special Thai curry.”

“Thanks, tell him I’ll be
there.”

She watched as David got behind the
wheel. Eliza wound down her window and shouted, “Make sure you go
tonight.”

“I will.”

“Promise?”

“Yes.”

They drove out the driveway, and Emily
turned aside. Going back into the house, she wondered if it was a
good idea to go tonight. She’d put it off the past few weeks even
when her mother was with either David or her other brother, Mark.
The two men had been alternating between their households each
weekend, which meant Emily didn’t have the full burden of caring
for their mother. Now that Eliza was almost back to one hundred
percent, Emily knew she had to make the effort.

Part of her knew it was what she
needed. She’d hidden away for too long. Time to go back to the one
place where she knew she’d been safe.

So here she was.

It was almost eight on Friday night,
and Emily sat nervously in her car in the large car park. Would
this be the same as either Threshold or The Lair? She hoped it was.
If it was a lower classed place she definitely wouldn’t be coming
back. Maybe she could find another club somewhere if that proved to
be the case. Still she was hopeful. She couldn’t imagine the
manager of The Lair, Bevan Fuller, transferring her to a lesser
club.

Then she wondered for the
hundredth time, What the hell am I doing
here?

She still felt numb inside. With every
emotion rammed down that hard, Emily couldn’t even cry. She
actually knew how foolish she was, knew perfectly well the
therapists, her family, were right. Time and again they’d told her
she shouldn’t keep everything bottled up, should allow herself to
grieve and move on, but she was far too frightened to face her
pain.

Her weekly sessions with the therapist
consisted of her sitting, staring into her lap or answering in
monosyllables and refusing to utter one word about what had
happened. In fact, she’d never cried, never shouted, never gotten
very angry since that day. As soon as she’d woken in the hospital
and given her statement to the police, every emotion, every thought
of what had happened—her grief, every single thing, she’d pushed
deep down inside her and refused to look at them. She held them
down for so long that now she honestly couldn’t take the chance on
remembering.

She was dead, and yet she
breathed.

Sometimes in a lighter moment she
thought of herself as a zombie. An animated corpse walking amid the
living. But mainly Emily thought she was like a well-shaken bottle
of soda pop with the lid screwed down tight. A slight twist of the
cork and the whole bottle would vigorously explode, its contents
scattering everywhere, never to be replaced. She couldn’t risk it,
couldn’t risk her emotions, couldn’t set them free—the pain would
be too great, and Emily knew she couldn’t handle it. She honestly
doubted she would survive if at any time she was forced to face her
past.

In the back of her mind she knew if
she’d grieve, she’d be able to move on and live again, but instead
she tortured herself by bottling everything up. This was her only
escape now, coming to BDSM clubs—her haven. Sometimes she felt they
were all that was left of her life, so at least she could
vicariously live through its patrons.

It was strange, but those BDSM clubs
now felt more like home than any house possibly could. Inside those
doors in front of her she knew what would happen. She knew the
rules, and she knew the outcomes. She knew exactly how people would
react, how they would be toward her. She could sit and watch and
know people would leave her alone unless she indicated she wanted
company. No one would expect anything of her, and she could hide in
plain sight. It was her secure place, the only one she had, and she
knew it would protect her. It really was her safe
house—impenetrable, sheltered. All those years she’d spent at
Threshold only reinforced the idea. A club was her sanctuary, a
place where, even if only for a few hours, she could pretend she
was still alive. A place where she could hide among the
living.

But at the same time, she wondered,
would she ever be able to return to the woman she was?

The one who laughed, who enjoyed life
and lived it to the fullest? Or was she destined to remain empty,
afraid of showing any sort of emotion, afraid to face her
heartache? Terrified of the floodgates she was sure she could never
hold back if she allowed one iota of emotion, of agony, of her
grief to slip through.

Finally getting out the car, she
walked up the stairs that fronted the huge Georgian mansion.
Clutching her coat a little tighter, she entered the warm foyer.
Behind a desk a large, burly man smiled warmly at her.

“Good evening,
Miss.”

“Hello. My name is Emily,
Emily Miller. I believe the owner from The Lair, back east,
contacted your manager about me transferring from there to
here?”

“Ah yes, we’ve been told
to expect you. Welcome, Miss Emily. I’m Stan. If you’d like to take
a seat, I’ll let someone know you’re here.”

“Thank you.”

Sitting on one of the comfortable
couches, Emily took a deep breath and sighed. She’d hoped it would
feel like home, and now she knew it. As soon as she’d entered, a
kind of peace had flowed over her. A few moments later a tall, lean
man in his mid-forties came from a side doorway. Smiling broadly,
he held out his hand as he approached her.

“Hello, Emily. I’m Alex
Brown, the night manager. Bevan Fuller said you’d be arriving. Come
this way, we can talk in my office.”

She shook his hand, then allowed him
to guide her through a doorway and down a long corridor. Entering
an office, he pointed to a comfy chair and sat nearby.

“So, Emily, all your
paperwork from The Lair arrived a few months back. The membership
fees have been transferred to us, which means all I need is your
signature on our rules and regs, your limits, and it’s
official.”

“Thank you,
Sir.”

He gave her a clipboard and
pen.

“Would you care for a
coffee or juice while you fill things out?”

“No, but thank
you.”

Emily took her glasses from her bag
and went through the form. It was pretty similar to ones she’d
filled from both The Lair and Threshold. She ticked appropriate
boxes, wrote what her hard limits were, filled in where needed,
then finally signed the pages. She lifted a paper from her handbag
and handed it over together with her form.

“All done. This is my most
recent medical certificate. I got it about a month ago.”

He witnessed her signature and put the
papers on the desk. “Thanks, I’ll file it with the rest of your
paperwork, Emily.” He gave her a small, printed card. “This is your
login for our website. Just change your password once you’re in. I
understand you’re a sub with experience.”

“Thank you. Yes. I’ve been
in the lifestyle since I was twenty-three, so twenty-six years. I
was a member at Threshold, up north near the border, for
twenty-five of those years until late last year when I had to move
because of my work.” Emily felt a chill come over her, but she
forced it down hard and continued. “I. There…” Emily took a deep
breath, settled herself then spoke again. “I had an accident during
my move. I had a five-hour drive through a few states. Once I
healed, I joined The Lair, but I’d only been there for less than
two weeks when unfortunately, my mother suffered a stroke, and I
came back here to care for her.”

“Oh, that’s not good. How
is she now?”

“She’s a lot better, thank
you.”

“You’re
uncollared?”

“Yes. Have been for many
years. I was collared by a Dom for a few years in my late twenties,
but he left the lifestyle to marry.”

“Perfect. I think you’ll
enjoy being here. We have a number of unattached Doms and also
Masters. The same as with the other two clubs you mentioned our
Masters are not 24/7 Doms of slaves. Rather they are people who
have attained a great many years of experience in various areas of
BDSM. As you saw, our rules are pretty much the same as The Lair
and Threshold, so you’ll have no problems at all fitting in. We
operate under medium protocol although we do have a couple of
attached Doms who prefer high protocol all the time. Most of us
only use it if we have a formal function, which I might add,
doesn’t happen very often.”

“Thank you,
Sir.”

“Feel free to wander
around, get the feel of the place. I’m sure you’ll soon find plenty
of partners interested in meeting you.”

He stood, and Emily did as well. He
shook her hand again, and they walked back down the
corridor.

“Stan, do you have a
locker for our Emily?”

“Sure do.”

He held out a small round glass bowl
with a number of folded cardboard cards inside it.

“Dive in, Emily. The
outside number is the locker, and inside you’ll find the initial
code to open it. If you then close the locker, press reset and
enter your own five-digit code, it’s all yours from then on. If you
let me know the actual locker number I’ll enter it alongside your
name.”

Emily checked the number before
replying. “Thank you, Stan. It’s one-five-four.”

Alex smiled down at her, “Right, I’ll
leave you to enjoy our club. If you have any problems simply speak
with any of the DMs—Dungeons Masters or Mistresses on duty
throughout the club. They’re easily identifiable by the black and
red armband they wear. We have a small dining area serving light
meals, mainly finger foods, and all food and drinks are included in
your membership fees. Only one alcoholic drink per person, per
night.”

“Thank you again,
Sir.”

He nodded and left. Stan pointed to
another door.

“That’s the ladies’ locker
area, rest areas, and changing room. Once you’re ready, there’s an
entry into the main club from inside there if you don’t want to
come back out through the foyer. Enjoy.”

“Thank you,
Stan.”

She entered the locker area. Like The
Lair and Threshold, it had thick, dark carpet underfoot muffling
sounds, and the walls were covered in darker wallpaper. She thought
the room was hugging her, making her safe, and she sighed
thankfully.

She found her locker and followed the
directions given to her. Taking off her coat and shoes, she put
them in the locker along with her bag, then closed it. Deciding to
investigate, Emily walked further into the room and found it had
several plush, comfortable-looking couches scattered about.
Doorways led to bathrooms, toilets, and private changing areas. She
checked herself in a full-length mirror. Tonight, she wore a navy
corset holding in her ample curves, but her full breasts were
desperately trying to escape the constriction. Her matching tiny
panties barely covered her lush, round cheeks. She’d painted her
toenails bright red and put on twenty-four-hour lipstick that
matched her nails. Nodding at her reflection, she moved to the
door.

Tonight, she had no intention of
playing. Tonight was only to familiarize herself with the place.
Maybe tomorrow night or next week she’d play.

Ha, who am I
kidding?

She knew perfectly well she wouldn’t
play. Emily couldn’t risk letting down her guard, couldn’t risk
that emotional baring of the soul that usually happened after a
scene. There was no way she could cope with sub-space and the
effects that followed it without letting her demons
escape.

If these people knew what had happened
to her…

No, that was wrong. If she
allowed herself to acknowledge what had happened, she doubted she could
survive. Better to stay on the fringes, watch, and simply know she
was now wrapped in the safety of this club.

Taking a deep breath, Emily pushed
open the door and stepped into the main club.


 Chapter Three

 


Sounds and smells assaulted
her.

Screams, the
thwack of a crop hitting
a body, shouting as someone came, and, coming faintly to the ear,
was discreet music. A light floral smell, maybe from incense, that
perfumed the air as well as the scent of leather, arousal, and the
slightly bitter tang of sweat. As she moved further in, the sights
hit her—naked bodies, men and women dressed in leather, an
attractive, tall man walking past, dressed in a pinstriped suit. He
nodded to her as he went along the hall. This more, than anything
else, convinced her she was exactly where she belonged.

Soft lighting wrapped gently around
her except over some of, but not all, the stage areas. There was
plenty of comfortable seating scattered everywhere. Moving deeper
in, she found a lounge area alongside a bar and across it came the
light, delicious aromas of food—the small dining area.

Opposite the bar was a wide,
regal-looking staircase, and more sounds drifted down—a woman
shouted her Dom’s name, pleading for him to let her climax. The
crack of a whip. Someone crying. Emily could almost shout with joy,
but even that would be dangerous. She padded to the bar, her throat
decidedly dry after the tension of coming to the club.

“Hi, what can I get
you?”

“Do you have apricot
juice?”

“Most
certainly.”

He filled a glass with the icy cold
juice and put it in front of her.

“Thank you.”

“Name’s Scott.”

“Hi, I’m
Emily.”

He shook her hand.

“First night?”

“First night here but
years in the ‘style.”

They chatted idly for a while as Emily
relaxed and sipped her icy cold drink, Scott telling her about the
various areas of the club. When she finished she bade him farewell
and continued her tour. Going upstairs, she found at least eight
stage areas as well as a number of private rooms, like those
downstairs. She settled on one of the couches and closed her eyes,
letting the familiar sounds and scents wash over her. She wondered
if she’d ever be able to find that woman that she’d buried so deep
inside, without damaging herself in the process.

It would have been oh so easy to let
her mind journey back, especially here in the safety of the club.
Here was where she felt safe, but if she did would mean she would
have to face what had happened, face the bitter truth, and face the
agony, the horrendous pain. Accept her grief. No—she had to push it
away. The trouble was, it was like a hole in a tooth. You’d keep
prodding, touching, probing it with your tongue, impossible to
ignore, impossible to forget. It always sat there, forever in the
background, waiting to pounce.

Opening her eyes, she took in the
scene in front of her. A tall, shapely woman, a Domme. Her sub,
naked, his wrists bound to hooks on the wall, was standing with his
legs well apart, ankles fastened by a spreader bar. The Domme plied
a flogger across his chest and then his thighs. As Emily watched, a
flick across his testicles. He grunted. Another flick, this time
the Domme wielded it upward and over his legs, catching his penis
as well. His mouth opened in a silent scream as she landed a second
on his cock.

Emily idly wondered what
it must be like for a man to have his dick flogged, his balls
whipped? Even from this distance Emily could see sweat on his face,
the sheen of it glistening across his chest, as his Domme switched
to a crop. A few gentle “love pats” on his nipples then
thwack!

Between his legs again, and this time
his scream rang around the area, but Emily noticed, if it was
possible, his erection seemed even harder. A few more hits, then
the Domme took his face between her thumb and fingers, and she
kissed him. A savage kiss that had him begging for another when she
stepped away. Instead of a kiss, she grasped his cock, twisting it,
pulling at it until he pleaded for release. She shook her
head.

“You were a very bad boy,
Brian.”

“Please, Mistress.
Please.”

“No.”

His plaintive begging echoed as she
hit him with the crop again, and he sagged against his restraints,
disappointment radiating from him. She stepped next to him, her
lips close to his ears. Emily strained to hear her words, leaning
forward to catch them.

“You’ve taken your
punishment like a good boy. I shall let you fuck me, but I haven’t
decided yet if I shall permit you to come.”

Emily saw how the words affected him.
His smile lit up his whole face as she undid the restraints. He
fell to his knees, and taking her hands, he kissed them.

“Thank you, Mistress.
Thank you.”

The Domme made him stand. Emily could
see he was wobbly on his feet, his erection still hard and strong.
The Domme didn’t give him a moment to recover, and instead she led
him away after making him carry her bag of tricks. Comfortable,
Emily remained where she was seated. About ten minutes later a
junior sub came and rubbed down the area with disinfectant before
heading off. She thought about fifteen minutes passed until another
couple arrived. This time a man dressed in traditional black
leathers cuffed a pretty young woman’s wrists to the hooks after
making her remove the wrap she wore. Underneath she wore an
under-bust corset and a tiny thong. The Dom rummaged in his bag and
removed a flogger.

With confident strokes, he struck the
woman’s back maybe four or five times. Emily was surprised when she
began screaming loudly from the second hit. The level of the Dom’s
hits certainly wasn’t hard. But then she began sobbing. “Please
Sir, I’m sorry! I won’t do it again. Please, no more,
Sir.”

Obviously, this was some sort of
punishment for a misdemeanor. Tears poured down her face as he gave
her a final five flogs. He uncuffed her, standing stern and staring
down at her as she faced him. Emily thought she was forlorn, her
tears streaking her face.

“Next time I won’t be as
lenient.”

Her face was downcast, and Emily could
see her shoulders shaking as she cried.

“Do you
understand?”

“Yes, Sir. Sir, I’m so
sorry. I won’t do it again.”

He nodded. “Get your wrap.”

She quickly picked it up and fixed it
about her body. As Emily watched the man picked up his bag and
strode from the area, the little sub still crying, followed him.
Emily wondered idly what she had done to deserve the punishment. It
was obvious she had no love for any type of pain, which meant the
fact he’d given her about ten made Emily think it her “crime” was
fairly severe.

She thought back over some of the subs
she had instructed back in Threshold. One had been a real nuisance,
and she’d delighted in annoying the Doms she played with, often
being a brat. She did it so much that in the end no Dom wanted her
as a partner and she’d come to Emily crying and bemoaning the fact.
She honestly didn’t get it.

Emily had tried to explain to her that
being a brat was one thing, but the fact she had to back-answer
almost every order meant the Doms considered she had no respect at
all for them. After a few days of talking things through, Emily
approached one of the unattached Doms who she’d known wouldn’t
accept any sort of laxity in his sub, and he also preferred high
protocol, not only during punishments. He was very strict and never
took any unacceptable behaviors from those he played with. A lot of
unattached subs didn’t like him because he was far too
exacting.

He’d reluctantly agreed to take the
girl for two sessions after Emily pleaded with him to give the sub
one last chance. Emily had drilled into her she needed to behave.
Amazingly, it seemed exactly what the sub had needed. So much that
after six months he’d collared her and as far as Emily knew they
were still together. Obviously, the scene Emily had just witnessed
involved another strong Dom who wouldn’t accept any nonsense from
his sub.

Emily remained in the past, thinking
about different people she’d met, different Doms she’d scened with.
She sat up quickly. Her thoughts were leading her into dangerous
territory. She was remembering too much, recalling the fun, close
to reliving the emotional highs. This wouldn’t do. It would be
opening the doorway to the horrors locked away. She couldn’t,
wouldn’t allow that!

Getting to her feet, Emily noticed a
wall clock showed almost eleven. She went back to the changing room
and collected her things. She’d tasted her sanctuary, and it was
all she’d hoped for. Tomorrow night she’d come back again. But she
needed to steer clear of those thoughts that would lead to
splitting her into thousands of pieces.


 Chapter Four

 


Gradually over the next weeks, Emily
began to make a few casual friends. She was very careful not to
give too much away, not to get too close, but it was nice to be
able to say “hello” and have it returned. Some people she was able
to put a name to. She’d shared a laugh with a sub named Denise and
her Dom, Evan. A giant of a Master called Finn had scared her at
first until she discovered he was just a huge teddy bear. As well
she’d had an attractive man, a Master, flirt with her outrageously.
He had made her laugh every time she saw him. Kaden was his name,
and he’d taken good-naturedly her refusal to let him tie her
up.

“I’m sure you’d enjoy
being covered in rope, Emily.”

“Maybe another time,
Master Kaden.”

“You do realize all your
lovely curves are just screaming at me to be bound.”

“They are?”

“Most definitely.
Listen.”

He’d held a cupped hand to his ear,
pretending to listen. “See, they are saying ‘let Master Kaden tie
me up’.”

She could only laugh at his outrageous
talk, and he’d winked at her and left but not before whispering, “I
adore a woman with plenty of curves, and yours are a delightful
handful.”

One Friday night, after getting a
juice from the bar and talking casually to Scott, Emily wandered
upstairs and settled beside one of the stages. A sub was stretched
over a flogging bench as his Dom worked a paddle over his body,
paying particular attention to his butt cheeks. The Dom was
flicking between his sub’s legs, making contact with his testicles,
and the sub was writhing against his restraints.

If Emily turned her head to see across
the way she could watch another area where there was a female sub
being fucked. Her breasts were red with welts from a flogger, and
she was screaming with pleasure.

Either, or both, scenes should have
made Emily excited, but she felt nothing, only casual interest.
Normally seeing something like that would have her searching for a
partner to relieve her, but instead she knew she was still
dead.

Inside her head she
screamed, Will I ever live
again?

Silly really.
She knew all she had to do was face the past, and
then she could enjoy the present, and look forward to the future.
Yet she knew she wasn’t strong enough to deal with her grief, with
the pain. She rubbed her left arm, still aching after all these
months. It was a reminder. It reinforced the fact she couldn’t
allow her guard down. No—better to stay emotionally dead than to
deal with the horror.

So, she sat alone, watching the scenes
change before her but never accepting invitations to play, politely
refusing all who asked.

Each week she spent Friday and
Saturday nights living in another world. Between times, she cared
for her mother, declining any conversations which might lead to her
opening up.

For the first few months when she’d
arrived back, she’d done everything in the house—the cooking,
cleaning, grocery shopping, but recently her mother had begun
cooking again. She was responding exceedingly well to her therapy,
and the walking stick was now permanently in a cupboard. So many
times, she tried to get Emily to talk, but Emily always pushed it
aside.

“Emmy, you can’t go on
like this.”

“I’m okay, Mom. Truly I
am.”

“We both know that’s not
true. You’re not the Emily we all know and love. You’re hurting,
you’re killing yourself, and we all want to help you, but you won’t
let us.”

“I’ll be okay. I need time
to heal. I don’t want to talk about it.”

She knew her mother meant
well. She knew she should
break down, should cry on her mother’s shoulder
and let it out. But what if she didn’t survive? What if it tore her
apart to face her grief?

She knew she wasn’t the same woman,
knew she wasn’t sleeping properly. Her dreams haunted her too much.
After binging on food when it first happened and she was released
from hospital, now she mostly ate because her mother would be upset
if she didn’t. Occasionally she went crazy—ate blocks of chocolate,
tubs of ice cream, stuffed herself until she felt ill
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