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Marks:
Once she has Nightstalker's permission to go to Belina's, and all discussions between the two vampires finished, Blaze calls the spa (it needs a name). "I'd like to speak to Eric, please.  I think he's expecting my call."

"May I have your name, please?"

"Tell him Inanna is calling."

In a minute Eric's cheerful voice comes on the line, "Hello there, haven't seen you about recently."

"Life has been keeping me extra busy, and I've been trying to recover from the damage Kristov did.  My Lady thought a vacation would help, and since she's not the type to make use of the services a courtesan can provide she gave me the week pass she was given as a wedding present.  I was told to call you to set everything up."

"I can handle that, are you coming in as a trainee or just a guest?  My memo, says you were already sent the list of services?  If you would like, we can do this face to face.  This would allow you to see the facility, ask questions and even see some of what we do before you stay here."

"I can come out this afternoon if you like.  I would primarily be a guest, but I've seen a class or two that interests me as well."

"We can do that.  Most of the classes are open to all guests, the others are open to the special guests from within the Society or know of our FULL services.  Why don't you come out about 5pm and you can sample some of our cook's skill as well."

"Sounds good.  I think the directions were in the email." She will drive up the long private drive a little before 5 pm.  She hands the keys to the valet and heads in the front door.

There is a lady at the front desk that looks up and smiles as she approaches, "Welcome to A Touch of the Past Spa.  Do you have a reservation?"

"I am here to see Eric about setting up a schedule of activities for the time I'll be staying here.  I am called Inanna."

"Just a moment. " She picks up the phone and lets Eric know that she is there.  In a few minutes, Eric comes out of a staff only door.

"Hello, Inanna" He smiles and kisses her on the cheek.  "Why don't we head for my office?"  He leads her back the way he came to a separate house set back in the woods and hedges separate it from the rest of the property.  On the first floor there is a small office with "Eric" on the door.  It is a small office but richly decorated.  He motions to the chair opposite his.  "Welcome.  We should probably start with if you have any questions about any of the available services."

"The services were fairly well explained in the literature.  Questions about the facilities can wait until after the tour.  I'm going to be boarding horses for Nightstalker so I will need to learn something about caring for them so I'll know what to look for in a groom.  The paperwork also mentioned seasonal special events.  What events are coming up?"

He brings the calendar up on his computer as he talks, "I know court is in about a week and a half, …" he flips through the calendar and brings up the dates for the special events for the next month and turns the screen for Inanna to see.  There are a few special classes and the court.

"What goes on at the court?"

"First that is the graduation ceremony for the courtesans.  I believe there are 5 graduating this time. Then of course, there will be the announcements of policy change, addition of classes & service, trainee level changes and staff promotions.  It is open to anyone within in the Society that wishes to attend." He highlights a week starting today, "Whether or not you plan to attend the court, I would not recommend the highlighted time, everyone will be getting ready for court.  The classes will be doing finals, lining up refreshments and other arrangements, etc.  If you are interested in attending court, arriving the day of in the afternoon, would give you time to get settled in before court without really cutting into the time you have to relax and have some fun."

"I was hoping to get a chance to talk with some people in the Society, that sounds like a good place to do it.  I can start that day then." She looks up. "The day after and the last day can be for spa style pampering.  I was also hoping to get in a fencing lesson or two with you since I've taken up fencing in the SCA.  Beginning Horsemanship works, or is that learning to be the pony?" She smirks.

He smiles, "That can be done too.  We have an excellent Dom, his skill is unmatched here, or just about anywhere I am aware of."  He stands, "How about a tour and dinner?  Our chef also has no equal."  He offers her a hand.

She takes the hand. "I know some impressive Doms and at least a couple of awesome chefs.  I might just have to defend their honor if you feel like making a bet." She picks up her leather jacket from the back of the chair.  She has on a black turtleneck and burgundy leather pants that match the jacket.  The pants legs are tucked into black suede boots. "How's your prima dominatrix?" She shifts her grip to his arm. "I like to play a lot of different ways."

He smiles, "I wasn't sure about your preferences, she's almost as good as John.  Of course she's younger."  He shows her around the trainee house first.  The rooms are small, but nicely furnished; a twin bed, dresser, desk, table, TV, and bookshelf. Each trainee has their own room and two share a bathroom.  There is a nice dining area, a couple of gyms, weight room, indoor pool and many classrooms.  The trainees are at dinner; each wears at least one scarf tied on their arm and various clothes, some little to none.  She notes Eric's scarves- Black, red and bright blue with an embroidered design.  The trainees are all talking happily in groups, very much like a college cafeteria, though it is more like a nice restaurant in décor.

"Very nice.  I see you have a ranking system."

He nods.  "Black are graduates, red is operation staff, white is for new trainees, and the colors get darker as they advance in the program.  Anyone can work at the spa, if they have a talent; we had one man that was a trained massage therapist when he joined the school, so he worked at the spa giving massages even when he was a white scarf." 

He moves the tour onto the main grounds.  There is a barn, tennis courts, basketball court, pool, ice rink (actually the pool area in winter), a lovely garden and a private garden with interesting landscaping and garden decorations.

"Quite impressive.  I'm sure I'll be able to keep, or be kept, busy for a week around here.  How about that dinner, before we see the rest?"

"Sounds good to me."  He leads her into a beautiful restaurant near the center of the main house.  Each table is somewhat isolated by the plants and other décor.  They take a table near the kitchen on the balcony, where there is a nice view of the whole area.  The menu is healthy: very little deep fried, there is only 1 beef dish, lots of chicken, elk, rabbit and other wild game.  While there are a few common style dishes, most are more like the things Suzy gets at Cuisine Dreams.

"Curried elk, don't think I've ever had that combination before, saffron rice and Thai stir fried vegetables will work for me."

Eric shakes his head and orders a milder Italian dish.  "I'd have heartburn for a week with that combination." He laughs.

"I'm part Chinese, part Hispanic.  Heat is not a problem.  In fact, it's pretty much a requirement." She smiles at him. "Now you know why I'm such a hot chick."

"I can agree with hot, I seem to remember flames at one point."  He smiles slyly.  "I also seem to remember I've managed to put you out without getting burned."

"You were the one with the flames, I had scales, or fur.  In fact you had the flames both times as I recall." She pauses. "It's nice to actually be in my right mind and be around you."

He smiles, "I can see if I can shut it off for you."

"Don't change on my account.  I like it hot.  It's just that this time I know I'm not dreaming."

"While you have satisfied a fantasy or two, a dream?"

"Kristov did not want my friends to realize I was a ghoul, so he convinced me I was dreaming and he was a creation of those dreams.  Inanna was what he called me.  He basically gave me a split personality and I did not know I was a ghoul until after the party at his mansion.  So when I was with you, or Selmavarin, or anyone in the Society except Nightstalker, I thought I was dreaming.  He wanted to use me to keep an eye on Nightstalker for him.  I forgot you didn't know."

His temper seems to be heating up a bit, "The more I learn of Nightstalker and Kristov, the more I am glad things happened the way they did.  I think you have a nicer Master, Mistress, now."  He takes a deep breath, "Speaking of which, what restrictions are you under?"

"No one's blood but hers, don't embarrass her, and don't bore her with trivial details of my 'interactions' with others.  She comes from the late eighteenth century, and she's something of a prude when it comes to open lifestyles.  Her upbringing led her to not approve of slavery and she seems to equate most treatment of ghouls as being a form of slavery.  I doubt she would ever make a ghoul herself.  Still, I'm pretty much free to play how I like."

He smiles, "If you think you'll have time, I'd like to fit an evening of entertainment while you are here.  I would like to play DS AND Bondage at the same time, if you are interested.  I'm not as good as John, but still, I have some talent in the area."

"I think I can accommodate you.  My schedule still has plenty of openings." Her foot slides up his leg and rests on his seat, tantalizingly close. "Besides, you I know and trust.  John I'd need to meet first.  Of course it might be fun to be slaves together at some point, or even have a slave or two of our own."

"Such things are also possible.  As for John, or anyone else here, we are all VERY carefully trained and Belina has very strict rules as to how we play.  There is no reason NOT to trust any of the staff, if they are not graduates, they are closely monitored."

"Of course they are." The food arrives, and Blaze is not disappointed in the food's flavor or heat. "This is at least comparable to a couple of restaurants I frequent a lot in Manhattan:  Into the Woods and Cuisine Dreams." She sets her silverware down, finishes her wine and wipes her mouth with her napkin. "What else do you have to show me?"

"Just the main building, we'll start in the more common area."  The center of the spa and the basement has what anyone would expect, gym, indoor pool, hot tub, sauna, weight room, treatment rooms, game room, the restaurant, racquetball courts, etc.  He shows her one of the standard rooms, it is a very nice sized hotel room: 2 queen beds or a king, fireplace, Jacuzzi tub, TV, table…  There is plenty of room for a massage table if such a service is requested.  As they head for the other end.  "These rooms are more for the special guests. There are a few standard rooms near the center and on the first floor, then we get into the more interesting rooms.  All the rooms in the entire spa have sound proofed walls, so there will be no disturbing of the neighbors.  These rooms are fantasy based: different cultural decoration, historical, movie, and even dungeons."  He smiles as he opens a door.  "This one is Arabic."  The walls are draped in silk giving the feeling of a tent.  There isn't a bed, it is just a pile of pillows, sand colored carpet, the bathroom is sand stone and is reminiscent of an oasis.  "Any cultures in particular you'd like to look at to help with a room decision?  All of the rooms on this side are capable of being used for interesting activities."  He slides the silk aside to reveal wall anchors.

"I'm not incredibly picky about such things, you want to dominate me, show me where you'd like to do it."

He laughs, "I'd actually have to think about that, all of the décor have interesting possibilities."  He leads her down the hall to a section of wall, and opens a secret door.  "Some of these rooms, at least one of each décor, has an observation area.  This is how we can monitor the trainees.  This area is not known to most of the guests, it is only meant for training purposes, but I thought you might be interested; as I know you are not exactly shy about being seen."

"There are times.  Of course if there were someone you wanted me to see in action this would work well for that as well.  Did you want to use me for a test subject?"

"It is something we are usually looking for.  As we are in need of specific skills to be demonstrated, someone that is skilled, aware of the testing and willing to arrange for those skills to be demonstrated is always an asset to our training session.  As for someone you might want to watch, we can see who is working; if they are in an observation room, they know it is possible."

"Would I be demonstrating or being demonstrated on?"

"Depends on your talents and desires.  Our test subjects are for testing the trainees, your help would be in demonstrating their talents.  Some of those talents are in leading a session of ecstasy, others are in being the subject of another."

"I can do a bit of teaching if you like.  Kristov made sure I was versed in escape techniques if you want to give someone a trick question.  I am also skilled with a bullwhip if you want someone to really sing for you.  Most of my other talents you've experienced.  Let's see if there's someone you want me to work with presently engaged." She offers her hand.

He smiles and they wander through the observation halls.  The first occupied room is one of Arabic décor; there is a man decorating a woman with henna, he feeds her fruit occasionally.  "He is one of the trainees, I suspect there will be an instructor along here soon.  He is painting her with henna, a very sensual process; he feeds her as by tradition, the one being painted does nothing until the henna is complete, dry and removed."

A woman approaches from the other end of the hall, "Eric."  She motions to Inanna, "A new trainee?"

"Guest actually, she is the ghoul of Nightstalker and is quite skilled already.  We are discussing options for her gift of a week from her Mistress and the possibility of aiding us during testing, if her Mistress approves of course."

The lady stops at the window, "I am Fenora." She wears red and black scarves as Eric, but not the blue. "I have come to see my student's skills."  She takes a few notes, "Robert is doing quite nicely, I think."  She pulls up a stool.  "Please join me.  He should be done with the henna soon and he is quite an accomplished dancer." She smiles at Eric, "But not as good as you, M'lord."

Eric nods, "But I have a physical advantage, not everyone can be blessed with a double jointed body." With there not being another stool close, Eric kneels and motions for Inanna to have a seat.

"I am called Inanna." She sits on Eric's knee and absently strokes his hair. "I have enjoyed being painted before, perhaps I should work something like this into my schedule." 

"Mehndi is very sensual, and henna is wonderful for the skin.  The only thing you should be aware of is it is semi permanent.  Depending where on the body the designs are placed, they will last up to a month.  I'm not discouraging you, only making sure you are aware of the time delay so that you can clear it through your Mistress."

In the room, the trainee does indeed finish his work and after a quiet conversation with the canvas, turns on some middle eastern music.  Robert's muscle control alone is erotic.

She whistles softly. "Wow.  He's like watching a cat play with its tail in slow motion."

Fenora leans over, "If you get the opportunity, have your chair dance for you.  Add that muscle control with unbelievable balance and being double jointed."

"I have danced with him.  We have danced as one." She will hold his head against her chest. "I have a strange feeling we may do so again."

Fenora smiles, "He dances well in many ways."

"Yup.  I think we will leave you to watch your student.  What's his name in case I want to make a request?" She stands up.

"Robert, he is only a green scarf, there are better mehndi artists and as I mentioned, better dancers.  Though I think he has a good chance to move up in color."

Once Inanna stands, Eric does so as well and they continue down the hall.

"I noticed that there was a type of class that could be taught but doesn't seem to be.  I have a friend who is a very good sub, but has at least once been involved with someone who has never played in the scene before.  She had some difficulty teaching her partner how to Dom because she'd never done it herself.  I know your people are trained in both, but having a class to teach Doming to subs for the purpose of teaching newbies might be a good idea."

He looks thoughtful, "Marketing might be tricky. Vampires are not much for learning from their toys nor are they often the sub type, but it is still a good idea.  We'd have to market it to mortals I think.  I'll bring it up to Belina."  They continue to weave their way through the hidden halls and even up and down staircases.  The next occupied room is almost institutional.  There is a woman in an exam bed and stirrups.

"Can't say that's a fantasy I ever had.  The doctor always kept me waiting."

Eric laughs, "Actually we rarely use this room for fantasies.  I guess most woman feel as you do."

"Maybe not for the woman, but I've known a few boys who like to play doctor.  She getting an exam then?"

"Sort of.  The man is one of ours, she belongs to another vampire."  He motions to a brown scarf on the man's far arm.  "One of the services available is, I guess Belina's phrasing is most appropriate, a stud service.  For whatever reasons, some vampires like to have children in their household."

Blaze scowls and her eyes narrow. "I've seen enough let's move on." She is obviously agitated.

Eric takes her hand as they walk, "To be honest, for the mortals that know some of the story here, the service is open to them as well, sort of a sperm bank that's a bit more fun."  He pauses and turns towards her, "I didn't realize they were here or I might have skipped this area.  Not everyone understands, it could be nothing more than she wants to be pregnant and her master wanted more control over the father."  He smiles, "Let's see if we can find something a bit more fun."

"I am going to say one thing on the subject and then I will drop it.  I was tricked into the Society, as you know, and I have seen the methods that some other vampires use that fit into the idea of informed consent.  A vampire chooses one of their ghouls that the prospect would find very alluring and sets up a contrived meeting.  Once they establish a relationship, then the offer is made to the prospect.  That still seems like dirty pool to me.  I hope you can understand why I find the idea of someone literally born into the Society…very disturbing because I do not see how an infant can make that decision of their own free will." She takes a deep breath, relaxes, and the smile returns to her face, albeit a little forced.

Just around the next corner, there is another room with the lights on.  There is an oriental lady taking notes.  Eric approaches and bows, "M'Lady, I have a guest, might we join you for a few moments?"

She looks up and nods, "If you will introduce me to our guest."

Eric motions to Inanna, "Lady Mishiko, this is Inanna."

The woman smiles, "I have heard much about you."

Blaze smiles back. "Really?  Anything really juicy?  I just love to hear my exploits being blown out of proportion." She bows in Asian style, and then looks to see if there's a place to sit.  She sees another stool nearby.

Mishiko smiles, "Your skills caught some attention.  After the passing of your previous Master, Belina was interested in offering you a place here.  Though I understand you have taken an offer with another."

The room is decorated in bamboo and rice paper artwork; it looks nearly like a Japanese teahouse. There is a Negro woman in full kimono; she sits on a straw mat on the floor near a Japanese man in suit.  Blaze's guess would be that she is performing the tea ceremony, but only having seen it on the big screen, she can't be sure.

"I was claimed by the victor.  The choice was never in my hands." She sits down. "Though there was apparently no lack of offers, or so I heard."

"I'm sure Belina would still be willing to give you a place, negotiations are not uncommon."

"My Mistress's views on certain subjects make negotiations unlikely.  Besides, she makes very few demands on my time and I enjoy the illusion of freedom." She decides to change the subject. "I have a week of time to schedule, and I'm looking into my options.  Is there anything you would recommend?"

"That would depend on your preferences.  I am partial to the civilized arts of traditional Japanese Geisha myself.  We have several courtesans that are quite skilled in these arts, both male and female."

"I have always been partial to being pampered, and do enjoy a good bath, especially when someone else does all the work.  It might also be fun to let someone walk all over me.  I do have some Chinese blood, but my knowledge of the Geisha is, sadly, polluted by the Gaijin in Hollywood.  I expect we can find someone to help me with that though."

"I can make a few recommendations.  Pampering of the client is the primary goal of the Geisha.  If you have a preference of the sex of your geisha, I will leave a list of suggestions with Eric."

"Are you happy with her performance?" she asks gesturing to the student.

Mishiko smiles, "This test is a formality, she has excelled in geisha training for years.  This is just to make sure I am still happy with her skill before she graduates.  Yasmina is a prize student, in Japan she would be quite sought after, at least by those that did not judge by her race."

"I'm part Negro as well, from a mixed marriage.  I've been dealing with a fair amount of prejudice lately.  I can sympathize.  If she is available she will do nicely."

"I'll make sure Eric has her schedule for the time you will be here."  She turns her attention back to the room and smiles at the scene, "Very nice and subtle."  Blaze can't tell what earned the comment.

"Amazingly so," Blaze smiles, "Especially to untrained eyes like mine." She winks at Eric, then stands. "I look forward to my education."

"Hopefully you will find you have the proper pallet."  She nods towards her, "I am glad we met, I can see why Belina was interested."  Then nods to Eric as he takes Inanna's arm in his and they head off to see what else they might find. 

They seem to have worked their way to the top floor, when Eric turns and laughs, "Well it seems we have reached the top.  Want to check out the dungeon?"

"Wouldn't miss it."

He smiles as they start down the staircase, "Do you want to observe, or check one out up close and personal?"

She smirks. "I've always been more of a doer than a spectator."

"Just for your information, each of the rooms in the basement is done in a slightly different flavor: medieval dungeon, prison, torture chamber, etc. We are going down through the observation halls, so we will go by a few rooms.  Do you have a preference of flavor?  Or whether you are the prisoner or the prison keeper?"

"I don't see any reason to deny you your fantasy since you said earlier you'd like to have a session with me with no restrictions.  It will all be your choice, even the clothing if you had something in mind and have something to fit me.  I just want to ask a favor in return.  My life has brought me up against a group of Chinese fanatics called the Cult of the Red Banner.  Just recently they undertook a joint venture with the Brides of Set in the city.  I need information on both groups."

He snaps around at the mention of the Brides.  "I know the Brides of Set are Vampires and their households, beyond that I will have to get permission from Belina on any info; not that I know a lot. They keep to themselves and Belina isn't very interested in their 'religion'.  As for the Cult of the Red Banner, I've not heard of them, they may not be part of the Society."

"Kristov claimed to know something about the cult, but he never produced anything.  I haven't found anything at his house either.  I don't think the Cult is part of the Society, but they worship a Death Dragon.  I know one of Set's symbols is the Cobra.  Two death cults following reptilian gods might have more in common than would be obvious at first glance.  We'll consider tonight a down payment.  If you have something for me when I come back, then we'll go around again.  Just let me know if there's anything you specifically want me to bring from my closet."

"Belina maintains a privileged relationship with the vampires and other clients, I don't know what she would be willing to pass on.  If you would prefer to wait until you know what information I can pass on…"  They come around the first corner to find a woman in a red scarf; she is observing a test in the room.  As with all the other observation rooms, it is set about ¾ way up the wall of the room.  The room seems to be a prison.  The female prisoner wears bright orange canvas cuffs, collar and belt.  The cuffs and belt are chained together like the death row prisoners in the movies and she is being lead into a rather barren cell with several whips and other toys along one wall.  There is a dark blue scarf tied on a partial bar wall.  The man is in a rather provocative police uniform, but more tasteful than a stripper's version.  He has light brown hair and wears a black scarf; his muscle definition is plainly obvious and he has the face to match.  Eric smiles, "John is busy tonight."

"He is easy on the eyes, though I doubt he's easy on much else from the way you described him." She thinks for a moment. "I don't think you ever told me the name of the dominatrix we were discussing earlier."

Eric laughs, "Inanna, I would like to introduce you to Nancy."  He motions to the lady instructor.  "As for John, I understand he is quite gentle when he chooses to be."

 "The great ones always are, tenderness after the trial is always appreciated." She kisses Nancy's hand. "A pleasure to meet you." Noticing no other stool, she drops to one knee and invites Eric to sit down.

Nancy smiles, "Working on your own personal number one, Eric?"

"Just returning the favor from earlier." She smiles innocently at Eric, "Or would you prefer me on all fours?"

Eric laughs, "I'll worry about how I'd prefer you a little later." And he sits on the offered knee.

Nancy's eyebrow goes up, "I've heard a rumor that someone is to be reborn?"

"That might be the case, as for your implication that it might be me, you know Belina's preferences as well as I."  Nancy shrugs and turns back to the window, "Have you been spreading rumors about me again?"

John has released the woman's hands from her belt and has attached them to a chain hanging from the ceiling.  He removes the belt and chain to the ankle cuffs before using the chain rigging to lift the woman onto her toes.  Eric motions to the scene, "I had only told Inanna that you were our best female dom, as John is the best male.  She will be spending a week here after court as a gift from her Mistress and she is fond of both being a dom and a sub.  We have played before and I was letting her know who was actually the best here."

She nods, "I am honored you compared me to John.  He is the only dom I know of that can have a non-sub enjoy themselves as a sub."

John has moved to gentle caresses, as he makes sure he is happy with the tension in her body.  "You have been a bad girl, and as you know I am a fan of corporal punishment.  When I am happy with your repentance, you can earn your scarf back."  John's voice is soft and the woman nods.  He begins with a flogger and slowly moves through the pain levels into the crops.  Occasionally he stops and brings the chain up another notch as she stretches out and can once again support some of her weight on her feet.

Inanna's hand finds its way to Eric's thigh and she lightly strokes it as she watches.  She lifts Eric's arm and places it over her shoulders.  She whispers in his ear. "See if all four of our schedules can come together during my time here, I did want a chance to sub with you at some point, and I prefer the best."

Eric smiles; then pulls her to him, and nibbles on her ear as he talks. "I've always wanted to sub in that kind of situation, but it requires another sub I care for that likes the ides of being played off one another; you'll do."  His tone implies that she just suggested something he was hoping to arrange. 

She giggles softly. "Perhaps we should consider finding a room of our own, my Prince."

"I seem to remember you saying I got to choose.  I was thinking the garden."

"As you wish My Lord." She moves her arms so he can stand up.

He stands up and addresses Nancy, "My guest and I would like to do a little playing of our own, we have had the opportunity to see several of the tests to help her decide on her agenda.  Now we'll leave you to your grading and we will see about enjoying our night off."  He bows slightly.

Nancy smiles, "Have fun, you take so little time for yourself, you've earned it."

Eric leads her back to the trainee house where he picks up a large satchel before leading her to the private garden.  The snow glistens like stars in the moonlight.  "You like snow?"

"I've played in the cold before.  The snow is lovely, dark, and deep.  Are we playing out here?"

"Perhaps."  He drops the satchel and tackles her to the ground.  Eric is strong and fast, luckily he is only playing.

Her eyes switch to yellow. "Trying to make me into a snow angel?" She wraps her legs around him. She pulls him in and moves to bite him fairly hard, but playfully on the neck.

He inhales sharply but relaxes into the bite, "You already are an angel." He purrs in her ear.

Her mouth full, she growls softly as she rolls him over.  She slowly releases the kiss. "Tonight I'm your angel then." She moves to work on the other side of his neck.  Her hands move to his chest looking to open his shirt.

He turns his head and lets his throat lay open; his fingers start untucking her shirt.  "I had planned on playing in the green house, but this works too."

"You started it out here."  She sits up still straddling him, and pulls her shirt off. "Think you can collar this wolf?"

He smiles as his eyes shift to gold, "I'm willing to give it a try." He starts to actually fight against her again; he is like trying to hold onto a cat.  In a quick motion he slips a scarf off his arm and has it around one of her wrists.

Her free hand grabs a fistful of snow and darts under his belt and into his pants. "Am I still an angel?"

He twists around managing to get a hold of one of her legs.  "As long as you can keep the halo balanced on your horns."  He wrestles her leg back as well as her arm and manages to get them tied together.

She relaxes.  "I was hoping to get in a lot more misbehaving." She moves her free hand to bring him in for a kiss.

He returns the kiss and rolls her over, "Bucking for a whipping are you?"

She doesn't answer as her tongue slowly enters and caresses the inside of his mouth.  She slowly savors the kiss and works her hand loose.  She breaks the kiss and uses her now free leg to throw him off. "I guess it slipped." She says jumping to her feet.

He laughs from his prone position, "I see you have a few tricks I didn't know about.  I know how to handle that." He scrambles for the satchel and produces a pair of handcuffs.

"You still have to get in close to use them." She says backing up, and slipping off her sports bra.  "Or figure out what it will take to bribe me into submission" The cold night air immediately causes her nipples to stand erect.

He laughs, "I'll come up with something."  He strips of his shirt since it is wet and sticking to him.  He begins to move in, trying to find the right angle to get at her.

"Maybe you should have taken up the lasso." She says, trying to maneuver so her back is to one of the large trees.

He manages to keep her away from the larger trees in the vicinity and about the time she thinks he might be herding her somewhere, she falls backwards over an unseen planter box into a bush.  Eric is on her instantly, cuffing her ankles together.  "You are in my territory little wolf."

"Looks that way." She rolls over and puts her wrists behind her. "Master."

He hauls her up and over his shoulder.  He grabs the satchel on his way into the greenhouse.  He puts her down on a wooden table, it is not polished like the dining room table at Sei and Amber's, but it isn't splintery either.  He crawls up on the table and straddles her waist; he is holding a heavy collar in one hand.  "You want this?"

"As much as you want to give it to me, My Lord." She runs her nails up and down his thighs.  Her eyes have settled into her usual hazel.

He kisses her long and deep then whispers huskily in her ear, "There are several things I want to give you."

Her arms embrace him. "As you wish, My Lord." She whispers back. 

He collars her and runs his fingers down her chest as he sits back up.  He takes her hands in his and kisses both palms and wrists sending shivers through her; then he grasps both together and reaches into the satchel at his side on the bench and pulls out a pair of shackles similar to the ones that John was using.  After putting them on her wrists, he attaches them together.

She lays her wrists back over her head, and relaxes. "Would you prefer that I offer some resistance, My Lord?"

"I thought you already did that."  He tickles her ribs.  "Some one seemed to like watching the prisoner strung up from the ceiling, want to know how if feels?"

She giggles at the tickling. "If it please My Lord, I know how it feels.  Kristov suspended me well above the floor by my wrists more than once.  Do as thou wilt, My Lord.  Do as thou wilt."

Once he has her hanging from the shackles, he unlocks the cuffs on her ankles then removes her boots and socks.  His fingers slowly trace their way back up.  He teases her nipples, while the green house is not too cold; it is still quite cool so they are still quite hard.  He begins to explore her bare skin with his lips and tongue.  She sighs and purrs at the attention.  She wraps one leg around him to hold him close.  Eric reaches down as he suckles on one breast and unfastens her pants allowing them to fall to the floor. Then he starts kissing down her body.  He giggles as he reaches her panties, "I thought it was only men's boxers that come in funny designs."  

Her panties are bright yellow and in black block letters say, "Not a Thru Street."

"True, 'Dead End' would be more accurate."

"So would 'Slippery When Wet.' But that's hardly original."

"I guess not, but we can see about making sure you are wet."  He slips her panties down and they get caught on the pants that are caught at her ankles. He kneels down to see what the problem is, "Trick pants?"

"The legs zip so they fit in the boots properly." A brief pause, "My Lord."

Eric laughs, "I probably should have noticed that earlier."  He shifts the pants back up to unzip the legs.  "I guess I was more interested in noticing the body inside them."  Once the pants and panties have been discarded, "Now that we are back on track."  He restarts his exploration this time from the bottom up.

She begins purring again, "I feel like singing, My Lord, shall I serenade you while you work?"

"I've been known to enjoy dinner music."

She softly begins to sing "Music on the Wind," though the breathing seems to be a bit off at times, it is a wonderful rendition (made by 9).

Eric hums softly as he nibbles his way back up. "You ready to make a few noises of a different nature?"  He slides his hand between her legs, "My guess would be yes."

She inhales sharply. "I make whatever noises My Lord desires." 

He digs a pair of ankle shackles from the bag and tethers her to the floor.  "Ever been racked?"

"Yes, My Lord." There is something just the slightest bit off in her attitude.  She tenses ever so slightly.

Eric sees her apprehension, "Are you OK?"

"Just memories, racked for pleasure, racked for punishment.  I trust you, My Lord, do as thou wilt.  Just know your questions may distract, spark memories I'd rather lose.  Sorry I'm still damaged goods." She is still very aroused. "Please, don't stop."

"Damaged or whole, I will take you any way I can get you.  I'm not a good dom, I do fine when I have guidelines, though I don't want rules when I'm with you."  He kisses her, "I like it when you submit to me and I'll try not to talk so much."  He starts kissing her body again as he slowly begins to tighten the ropes; he uses his lips and tongue to monitor the tension in her body.  He goes right up to a full comfortable stretch on her.

She relaxes into the sensations again.  She pulls against the ropes, wanting to touch him.  "Oh, yes, you're b-better than you th-think."

"I love the stutter." He spanks her with his hand.

"Th-thank you, My L-Lord, may I h-have another?"

He steps back to the satchel and pulls out a heavy flogger and a short handled crop, "I thought you might prefer something a bit more substantial."

"Oh, y-yes My L-Lord.  May I ask a f-favor?"

"Of course."  Eric steps over to her and reaches around to grab her ass as he waits.

"W-wolfie wanna chew toy." She stretches far enough to lick the side of his neck.

Eric laughs, "I thought I already was one."  He finds a bandana in the satchel and puts a knot in the center and puts the knot in her mouth.  He then starts to play a little tug of war with her before tying it in place.

She plays along with the tug of war, growling and shaking her head.  Then she relaxes happily when he finishes gagging her.  He begins to flog her, increasing the intensity rather quickly.  She does her best to grunt and mew encouragingly through her gag. He checks the tension in the rack, and tightens it.  He switches to the crop and keeps monitoring and adjusting the tension until he has stretched her to her upper limit.  Her breathing is fairly rapid and shallow, and despite the coolness, she has a sheen of sweat over her body.  Eric pulls something out of the bag and then walks behind Inanna and begins to lick the sweat off her upper back and shoulders. 

He puts his arms around her waist and begins to wrap her in a self-adhering bandage. He wraps her from below the breasts to the hip. 

The bandage is snug enough to prevent deep breathing and thick enough to maintain the stretch on her torso. He lets the rack go slack so that she is once again standing on the floor. He removes each arm in turn and binds them to her side with more of the bandages. He releases her ankles and moves her back to the table, puts her on her back with her feet on the corners. He ties her ankles to the legs then runa ropes from her Knees to the far legs; forcing her open to him. "Comfy?" 

She nods and makes a somewhat affirmative noise. 

Eric laughs as he begins to explore her, "Good lord, woman, you are way too wet." He presses something thick, a bit rough and quite absorbent into her. He moves it around to make sure she's good and dry then checks again. "Much better." He then begins to explore her with a thin, lubricated and hard object. After half a minute she realizes the lubrication has a reasonable amount of cinnamon oil in it. He removes it to recoat it. He uses one hand to make Sure that this time -the opening does rub must of i1 off; he then works his freehand under the bandages to apply pressure to her abdomen. His fingers make sure that all parts of her are properly oiled before removing the dildo. He works several wads of cloth under the bandages to keep the pressure on her belly maintained.  He removes the rest of his clothing then crawls to fit across her, he is quite hard and lies between her breasts. "Wolfie want something else in her mouth?"

She nods her head a bit wildly. Eric removes the gag then shifts to allow her to take him into her mouth.

 She decides that tug of war sounds good. She tosses her head from side to side and Eric inhales sharply as he collapses onto all fours over her.  She continues the game as Eric moans. She begins to nibble him as she takes him into her mouth and sucks lightly as he withdraws.  She begins to tease him even more lightly, waiting to see if he starts to get impatient.

Eric shifts to force her to increase the intensity.  She begins to work him harder, beginning to growl again.  Just as he is settling into the rhythm, she begins the tug of war again, this time with more effort.

He inhales sharply and moans happily.  It doesn't take but another minute for him to climax.  She sputters once and begins coughing. She handles the release otherwise, so Eric rides out the wave. "Uh oh, looks like you have to hang out for a bit."  he smiles mischievously, "Let's see if I can come up with something to keep Wolfie busy."

She growls again, not the sound of someone who is amused.  His semen trickles down her face towards her chin.  Eric moves off her and wipes her face.  He moves back to between her legs and massages the inside front wall for a moment.  She quickly realizes she is dry, tight and sensitive.

She moans softly before saying, "Please, My Lord, may we get on with it?"

"That will be a bit difficult right now won’t it?" he runs his hands up her thighs.  Inanna knows men usually take at least ten minutes to reset.  Her fists clench and unclench.

"Keep me busy, you said?"

He smiles, "I did, didn't I."  He shifts and pulls something from the bag after a few moments he slips a vibrator into her; it is off and after a couple of inches, it takes a bit of pressure to continue.  She realizes there is a largish ball in the length.

She inhales sharply at the penetration and looks at him questioningly. "What is that?"

"A toy with a surprise."  He continues to press it deep into her; as he does so, he releases the bindings on her legs.  When he gets the desired resistance on the vibrator, he brings her legs together and continues the mummifying process. Once he wraps all the way to her feet, he wraps them again with some form of rod to keep her legs straight.  "Now we play an interesting domination game. " 

He turns on the vibrator; it seems to be remote controlled.  The ball along the shaft begins to slowly move down and when she inhales sharply as it reaches the tighter tissue at the opening, a section seems to separate holding the vibrator deeply inside, then the ball begins to slowly travel back up.  The slow migration continues between the two points.  "Like the surprise?"

She nods slowly. "Y-yes, My Lord." Her voice trails off into a low moan.  

Eric laughs, "This is where the game starts."  He lets her legs go.  She is still on the end of the table so her abs have to hold her legs up; when she relaxes the abs, the stretch on her belly becomes slightly painful and the edge of the table shifts the vibrator a bit painfully as well.  Eric moves to her side and runs a rope around her and the table to prevent her from rolling; then moves out of her sight.  As she alternately flexes and relaxes her lower abs, she tries to see if she can move herself up the table using her butt muscles and arching her back. She tries for several minutes and realizes that without being able to compress and extend her spine she is pretty much stuck. She hears Eric moving around somewhere beyond her feet. 

During one point when she is resting, the ball stops moving and the point begins to move around causing her to moan.  "D-do your w-worst, I h-have n-nothing t-to say to y-y-you."

"That's too bad, because you have to beg." Again he changes the motion on the vibrator.  This time the bottom lock moves a bit away from the tip, increasing the depth; then he returns it to the slow migration of the ball.  A cold breeze blows across her and is gone, but she continues to hear movement.  She inhales more than she exhales to get as much air as possible before letting out a surprisingly loud and realistic, mournful wolf howl.

Eric begins to switch between the motions and their speed for several minutes, including increasing the depth a few more times.  She is panting, as she is now in the predicament that even with her legs up and no motion in the vibrator, she is in slight pain.  She has lost all sense of time; she aches for release but rides a level of pain that prevents it while not forcing her out of the ecstasy she rides.  He leaves it with the slow migration on and again there is a cold gust; then he appears beside her, he is noticeably erect again.  "Time to cool things off a bit."  The metal clamps are excessively cold as he applies them to her erect nipples, actually quite tightly.  She screams softly, trying not to cry.  As much as she wants him, there is a part of her that will not let her submit. She shakes her head.

"Stubborn Wolfie?" he moves off out of her sight again. "Then we'll raise the stakes again."  She feels the ankle shackles reapplied, the next time she tries to raise her legs, she realizes, he has added some weight; while her legs are up, he shortens the cord holding it slightly.  Now it is harder to raise or hold her legs and there is a resistance trying to stretch her more when she relaxes.  Then he again starts playing with the motions inside her; even deepening it again. 

Her breathing becomes more ragged. "B-bastard." Her fists clench and she bites her lip to stay quiet after the single word.

She hears a slight snicker from the other side of the room.  This time he begins to have multiple motions going.  She discovers that it really is a vibrator as a vibration of the ball, tip or securing point is added to the mix. She begins to whimper and moan.  She shakes her head violently. "Just take me, d-dammit, y-you took everything else I ever w-w-was." The whimpers become sobs.  

He takes a moment before increasing the depth again, "That wasn't begging."

"G-go f-f-f-f-fuck yourself!" The words are spat out with a venom he has never heard in her voice before.

Eric stands stunned for a moment before he realizes that he is seeing something discussed in his training that he has never seen before in real life.  She is not actually talking to him; she is trying to work through something.  She shows no real sign of distress, and her arousal has not diminished, so he decides to keep going.  He lays a hand on her belly and applies a little more pressure causing the cloth to compress her a bit more. “You wouldn’t really like that.”

He notices her eyes are tightly closed and she is crying.  She says, ”I suppose it’s time to die for you.” She begins trying to make her breathing more even and regular.

Not really wanting her to regain her composure, Eric presses slightly harder and reaches up and removes one nipple clamp.  As the circulation returns there is a sharp spike in pain, but it is still quite erotic.  He makes no attempt to ease the sensation.

She hisses through clenched teeth, her rhythm spoiled.  “C-can’t d-do it, w-won’t d-do it anym-more.  N-not f-for you!”

“That’s a good girl.” He releases the pressure and moves to suckle the free breast, the feeling is significantly more intense than usual.

She wants to arch into him. “Eric? H-he’s really g-gone?” Her voice is faint and sounds confused.

“There’s no one here but us.”

“P-please, my prince, p-please c-come and s-save me.  N-no one t-to stop y-you anymore.  My k-king is d-dead.” She relaxes as much as she can into his attentions

“That’s closer, but it still doesn’t sound like begging.”

“P-please, I n-need you to s-save me.  I’ll d-do anything, s-say anything, just d-don’t l-leave me h-here..”

“I’m not leaving, but if you want me to finish this, you will have to beg for it.” When he goes back to his snack he begins biting lightly.

“D-do as th-thou w-wilt.” She whispers, “M-make me.  P=please m-my prince.”

After he makes sure her nipple is good and sensitive, he replaces the clamp and tightens the other to match.  She moans loudly, shaking her head side to side, which is the most thrashing she can manage.  Eric slides his hands down her body.  After checking the tension in the bandages, he adds a little more cloth to increase the abdominal pressure without his continued attention.

Her moans are almost constant and her breathing becomes more rapid and shallow.  Her body trembles with the effort when she tenses.  He slides his hand down her body further.  All at once the rod that was holding her legs straight is gone as Eric cuts the outer layer of bandages.  Now her thighs have to work and either her knees bending or her legs lowering stretch her painfully.  Relaxing both removes some of the weight from the equation.  Her legs relax reflexively when the rod goes away and the stretch pulls a yelp out of her as the pain spikes. “M-my prince, p-please, I…I…” She lets out a scream.

“It doesn’t hurt if your legs are straight.” His tone is flat and matter of fact.  She pushes her legs out straight again.  Her lips tremble as if she wants to say something but can’t form the words or force them out. “Better?” he asks.  Her hair is matted down with sweat and she tries to blink sweat and tears out of her eyes.  Her fists clench and unclench “When you’re ready to submit you have to beg.” He whispers in her ear.

Her legs sink down part way and she inhales sharply. “W-want y-you, please.”  The last word is stretched out as she lifts her legs again.

“Want me to do what?” he prolongs the process by making her beg longer.  He steps away from her for a moment as he waits for her to continue.  He returns with the remote from the satchel.

:T-take me, f-finish me, s-save me.” Her resolve breaks and her legs drop as far as they will go. “Por favor, p-please.” Her legs fight partway back up then go slack again. “H-help me, ayudame, I b-beg you, Master, PLEASE!”

“What will you do to earn it?” His voice is slightly breathless.

She tries to fight her sobs. “W-whatever you w-want.  J-just c-command me.”

“Will you accept pain?  Will you accept more of the toy inside you?”

“¡Si!  Anything y-you w-want!”  Her sobs become more pronounced and her crying louder.  She nods her head furiously.

She feels the ball take a slow to medium speed migration with no other stimulation.  As it reaches the bottom of the path she feels the penetration deepen.  The process repeats three more times before Eric is satisfied with her sincerity.  Her low moans rise in pitch and volume with the ball’s movement.  Her legs don’t rise back up leaving her as stretched as possible.  Each pass brings her closer to and finally to full out scream..  Eric removes the rope preventing her from rolling. “The ride is at my discretion, speed, and duration. “His tone implies his expectation of agreement.

She nods weakly, sniffling to try and clear her nose to help her breathing.  The marks of her nails are clearly visible on the palms of her hands.

He frees her ankles from the shackles and flips her over right where she lies.  The table presses the hard wad of cloth into her abdomen and her legs drape happily to the floor now that gravity is finally on her side.  She feels the blade of a knife slide between her legs and cut the bandages down to just above her knees.  She feels Eric shift her to free the end of the vibrator and open her up.  He releases the lock on the vibrator and slowly removes it, withdrawing it a little and reapplying it several times  She whimpers meekly at his attentions, but otherwise remains silent.

Once he discards the vibrator, he takes its place.  The ride is shallow because of the angle, and since he is narrow, the light touch is maddening.  Her climax comes slowly and gently, not the full release she craves.  Eric continues the ride and Blaze squirms.  He holds her hips in n iron grip and forces her to endure the maddeningly rhythmic ride as she slowly begins to start back towards another climax.  Eric’s control and will are frighteningly strong and the second climax again lacks the intensity she wants.  Once again he continues the ride with no break or change starting a quick recovery.

She cries softly again out of frustration and fatigue.  She whispers softly to herself, “Good girl, good girl.” As she reaches the next climax, he lifts her hips so she is on her feet and opening her ore to him.  While the penetration and pressure are deeper, the rhythm does not change.  She endures two more gentle climaxes, only slightly more intense than the previous ones.  His breathing begins to keep in time with the ride as the mild contact anesthetic begins to wear off.  He lifts her higher to open her a bit more.  He supports her there through the next climax, and then lowers her back to the floor for the recovery.  Her body screams for a real release and from over stimulation.  Once another climb is well underway, Eric stops and withdraws.  As bad as the ride was, stopping it is far worse.

“W-what? No, don’t stop, p-please.  I d-did what you w-wanted!” She looks back at him, her tear-filled eyes pleading and begging.  He has picked up the knife he had been using.

“Aren’t we the impatient one?” He spanks her hard a couple of times with his hand.  The ride is at my discretion, remember?”

She looks down at the table. “Y-yes, Master.  S-sorry Master.”

“I’m not done with you yet.” She feels the last of the bandages binding her legs fall away.  He lifts her legs and rolls them outward, draping them over the table.  He shifts her until she sits astride the table leaning forward.  Her behind hangs off the edge.  She lays open, but at an angle that most men would have trouble joining with her.  Eric, however, adeptly takes her, and more deeply than any of the previous times.  Each stroke is deep, lifting her from the table her back that slight bit the earlier position had when she relaxed.  The rhythm of the ride is slow, but gradually increases in speed and intensity.  Finally, she has the crashing climax that she was craving.  Eric also climaxes, holding the stroke at full penetration as he finishes.  The painful stretch is oddly comforting, though she exhales in relief as he releases it.  He is still inside her as he slices the bandages from her arms and torso up the spine.  He rolls her into his arms and carries her to a waiting, makeshift bed.  It is slightly hard, but they snuggle under a fluffy quilt and both are quickly asleep.

It is still dark when Blaze wakes up.  She stirs, and slowly becomes aware.  Her pulse spikes as she realizes she’s not at home, but begins to remember the night’s activities.  As she starts to lie back down again, Eric rolls away, taking most of the quilt with him.  She sits up slowly, her abdominal and leg muscles still burning from the intense session.  She slips out of bed; her thoughts jumbled. She looks around for a place to go to the bathroom, but doesn’t see one readily available.  Her skin feels a bit crusty from the sweat.  She assumes her hair is a frightful mess and needs washing.  She cautiously walks out to the table where she had experienced the most intense and erotic night she had ever known.

It feels good to know that it was no dream.  She looks around and sees her pants, socks, boots, and underwear, then realizes that her jacket, shirt and bra are all outside. “I don’t want to wake up Eric.  Maybe he’ll wake up on his own.” She gives in to her curiosity and looks through the satchel to see what other toys he has.  She sits on the table and tries to sort out her thoughts and feelings.  “That felt so much better than Kristov’s torture sessions. It even rivals his bites.  I wish Val could do that for me, I have so screwed up her life.  She’s scared of me, she learned too much too fast by being in my mind; seeing what I had become.  She hasn’t been chased off, but she hasn’t moved in either.  Lily’s great fun, but she’s no Dom.  Judith and Maggie can’t understand my needs.  Travis might understand the issues, but he’s no Dom either, and his days of playing with anyone else are probably over outside May 1st.  Amber and Sei are great, but it sometimes feels like you’re just one more sex toy in their own makeout sessions.  I tend to do to Val what I always complained about Brent doing to me, and I think I came here to do to Eric what I hate about the politics of the Society.” She puts her face in her hands and just sits for a while.  After a short time she decides to look for a bathroom, and finds a half bath behind one of the doors.  After relieving herself and washing her face she decides to go get her clothes to save Eric some embarrassment.

Fortunately, she discovers no further snow fell after they came in, but the temperature did drop considerably.  It takes longer than she had hoped, and by the time she found her clothes and Eric’s shirt, her body feels half numb and she is shivering.  She puts the clothes by the table and heads for the one warm spot she knows about.  She lifts the quilt and climbs in with Eric.

“Whoa!” Eric snaps awake. “I don’t remember the abominable snowman in the bed last night.” He rolls over and puts arms around her and rubs her trying to warm her up. “You’re freezing!.”

“Well, someone left half my clothes out in the snow.” She snuggles into his chest to try and warm up.

He looks thoughtful for a moment. “I think we both left clothes out there, come to think of it.  I guess I had other things on my mind.”

“I found your shirt, too.  You can drive nails with it.” Her shivering has almost stopped, and Eric is not sure that the remainder has something to do with the cold.  “I can’t find the words to describe that session.  I guess awestruck would be the best I can do.  Thank you”

He looks slightly embarrassed. “I’m really not that good, I thought I’d screwed up there for a while last night.”

“I’m a bit fuzzy on some of the details, but you must not have made any big mistakes.  That was better than any session I ever had with Kristov, and in most of those he bit me.” Her manner suggests there might be more to that thought.

“I’m actually not completely sure what happened there near the end myself.  You were lashing out rather violently, had several choice names for me, but your physical arousal didn’t match the verbal reactions.  I was actually hoping to ask you about it tomorrow, I was really worried about you for a while.”

She thinks for a moment and then her face lights up. “I had completely forgotten about it, but it has been about a year since Kristov’s destruction.  I think it takes about a year for a blood bond to completely fade.  No one has put me through anything like last night since before then.”

“I understand a blood bond fades away in about a year.” He looks confused. “I’m not sure what that has to do with your reaction, though.  I can understand why you threw yourself into it though.”

“I guess it was me finally and fully escaping his influence.  I remember wanting to be saved from him, to know that he was truly gone.  He would always force me to beg, too, and he was no where near as gentle with me as you were.  He wanted to increase my resistance to torture and would get…annoyed with me if I gave in at a lower level of pain than the time before.  He tried to make me equate any level of pain with pleasure, and to enjoy inflicting pain and violence just as much.”

“I’m sorry, I did go too far.  I didn’t want to force you into reliving anytime with him.  I wanted you to enjoy being with me and giving in to me.”

She strokes his hair. “No, I needed you to push me that far.  I needed someone to help me finally get past what he did to me.”

“Did it work?” he seems a bit distracted.

She takes his hand and kisses the palm and wrist, then holds it to her cheek. “Oh, yes.”

Part of him is quite happy he was able to help her, part of him wants to know where he stands really. “Is that why you came?”

“I don’t think I was even aware I needed something like that done.”

“Are you still interested in leaving some time for me when you come back for your vacation.

“Oh, yes.” She purrs. “I’ve needed to start trying to gather the information I was asking about.  I chose here because there was someone here I would trust with my life.  I wanted to see you again.”

Eric kisses her. “I wanted to see you again, as well, though I didn’t know it until you called.” He pulls her close and looks outside. “Good, it’s still dark.  You think we can sleep some more?”

“Sure.” She snuggles against him and they both fall asleep again.

Sometime later, Inanna hears someone moving around in the greenhouse, her head rests on Eric’s shoulder.  She whispers to him, “Eric, I think someone just came in, are you awake?” She tries to sneak a look around.  John is over at the table where they had been playing, he throws away the cohesive wrap and is packing Eric’s toys into a plastic bag.

Eric rolls over and puts his arms around her, “It’s probably just John, you embarrassed someone might see you in the buff?”

“I just wanted to make sure if there were any questions, you’d be awake to answer them.  I should have realized nobody would care.” She looks at him and giggles. “Wow, I got you good last night.”

He reaches up and rubs one of the hickies, “That is probably the only thing I’ll have to explain and to Belina.”

John starts giggling as he starts making a stack of their clothes and gets to the wet shirts he shakes his head.  He wrings them out into a few nearby plants and then lays them out to dry.  He glances over to where they are laying and notices that Inanna is awake.  “Good Morning, M’lady.  He bows.  I did not mean to wake you; I just came to start my chores.  I can come back later if you prefer.” He turns to go.

“That’s alright.  I don’t mind.” She turns and kisses Eric  “Master, are you going back to sleep?  Should he go and come back later?”

Eric looks outside and sees the sun is actually up and sighs, “Don’t bother.”  He sits up as he addresses John directly, “I should start thinking about getting back to work anyway.”

John’s reaction to discovering the man is Eric is to almost fall over as he bows, “M’Lord.  I am very sorry, I didn’t realize…  I’ll come back.”  He stumbles over his words and his feet as he heads for the door.

“John, I need to get up, it’s fine.”  Eric gets up and starts to get dressed.  He notices the toys have been packed up and the play session has been cleaned up, “You didn’t need to pick up after us, I would have done it.”

“It was my pleasure, I’m afraid your shirts are quite wet.”  John glances at Inanna, he doesn’t look squarely at her once she is no longer hidden under the blanket.  “M’lady is welcome to my shirt, which is at least dry.”

Inanna kneels and hands Eric’s clothes to him as he gets dressed. “Do you wish me clothed, Master? Or shall I simply wrap myself in the quilt?  Perhaps you would prefer to show me off?”

Eric looks at her curiously and John can’t help but giggle.  Eric’s tone is rather flat, “You’ll probably be warmer dressed, but whichever.”

“You are most gracious Master.”  She prostrates herself before beginning to get dressed. “Sir, your kind offer of the shirt is most appreciated, but perhaps I should just wear my jacket.” She puts her clothes on quite provocatively in a sort of reverse striptease and zips her jacket only up to about her navel.  She crawls over to the table and picks up the satchel. “I am ready, Master.  Shall I open the door for you?”

Eric is still confused and John is now laughing rather openly.  Eric looks over at John somewhat annoyed, and John immediately stops laughing and bows, “I’m sorry, I just couldn’t help myself.”

Eric takes a moment and examines his dress and makes sure he didn’t miss something that John has found hysterical.  He looks around the room several times and after a good couple of minutes he realizes that Inanna is still collared.  He laughs a little and walks over to Inanna, “I should probably take that back, unless you’d rather have it as a souvenir.”

“You may do as you like, Master, as always.  I thought perhaps you would want me to help you get cleaned up, or that you would want to give your Wolfie a bath since she was so very dirty last night.” She smiles widely and innocently.

Eric smiles slyly and looks outside at the sun, and sighs in resignation.  “Honestly I would want nothing more, but I have a mountain of work on my desk waiting on me.”  He kisses her as he removes the collar, “Rain check until you are here for your vacation?”

She gives him a genuinely (Acting roll of 7) hurt look. “A true gentleman would allow a lady the opportunity to get cleaned up and have breakfast.  You will at least shower and eat before you climb this mountain of work?”

“I would love to have breakfast with you and I can arrange for you to clean up, but if we take one together, it won’t stop at just a shower.”  He kisses her hand.

She pulls him in and dips him, giving him a long, deep, wet kiss.  She whispers in his ear. “I’ve made love in showers before.” She sets him back on his feet. “Let’s get me in a shower, and my shirt in a dryer, and we can settle for breakfast.  You may have your rain check for your Wolfie, if your Wolfie can be yours until she leaves.”

“I think I can arrange that, but I will need to get to work as soon as possible.”  

John busily works on the plants and tries not to eavesdrop.

“Very well then.” She picks the satchel back up.  She takes Eric’s arm with her free hand. “Shall we?”

“Of course.”  

As they head for the main house, there is a small group of kids having a snowball fight.  The oldest of them, about 12, accidentally hits one of the younger girls, probably 5 or 6, in the face with a snowball.  The victim gets up in a flash and shoves the older girl, quite hard.  The teen comes off her feet and lands probably 10 feet away.  Immediately the woman watching them comes over.  She says something quick to the teen and then severely begins to chastise the girl.

Blaze watches for a moment then looks questioningly at Eric.

“Deborah, the little girl, is a Dampire- half vampire.  They are as strong as an adult at her age.  Pregnancy happens in our line of business.  Belina doesn’t believe in abortion and the courtesan has the choice whether or not to keep the baby after it is born.  If the child is a dampire, they will be raised here, by another courtesan if the mother prefers, so that they understand their powers and how to control them around mortals.”  He motions to the kids, “right now there are 5 children being raised here, today must be a day off for them.  Deborah is the only dampire child.  They happen about every 20 years.”

“I see.  At least someone is caring for them.  I’m sorry I got bitchy, back in the greenhouse, it just stung a little that you seemed ready to just send me off because of work.  Another old wound, I’m afraid.  Pre-Kristov, even.” She sighs. “I’ve got plenty of stuff to do as well, maybe at some point we’ll have vacations that line up, maybe spend a week somewhere with Wolfie.”

“Honestly, I probably shouldn’t have taken last night off; we are heading into one of the biggest paperwork times for me and I am already behind.  It has nothing to do with you, and I just can’t stop reminding you of bad things in your past.  Perhaps you should not plan on playing with me next week, you’ll have more fun with someone that doesn’t keep putting his foot in his mouth.”

“Nope, you don’t get out of it that easily.  We are both subbing together, with John and Nancy if possible.  I’d also like to drag you away from your work for at least one other night for some fencing and frolicking.  That’s what your rain check says.  After next week it might be quite a while before our schedules can bring us together again.  Carpe Diem old boy.”

He smiles.  “I’m sure John will not be a problem, he doesn’t work as much as many of the others, that’s why he is also the gardener.  I’ll have to check with Nancy.”

“Hey, you’re the Captain around here, make it so.” She smiles.  Then she looks a little confused. “Why doesn’t John work much?  He so good he gets to make his own hours?”

“Actually as far as being ‘Captain’, but all the courtesans have some control over their partners and schedules, the higher their rank, the more control they have.”  He thinks for a minute and then a light goes on, “I just realized you don’t know, John doesn’t work often as most vampires will not allow their ghouls to play with him; he’s a dampire.  There are actually 3 of them here at the moment- Deborah, John and Rachel- the head chef.”

“Oh.  Well, I don’t care if he’s a dampire, and I doubt Nightstalker will either.” She stops. “John, the gardener who woke us up was the same John I saw in action?  He’s like two separate people.  I didn’t even recognize him.”

“Dampires are pariahs within the society, Belina is frowned upon because she takes care of them and doesn’t just kill them outright.  They are taught to control their tempers and abilities, as they are near the strength of an old ghoul with a vampire’s temper they often end up…domesticated.  Despite his skill and solely because of what he is, within the courtesans he is the lowest rank; it often seems he is even lower in the hierarchy than the new recruits.  When he is being a dom, he can stop walking on egg shells around everyone; he is expected to be confident.”  Eric sighs, “Sometime I wish he’d find a reason to leave.  He’s not under contract and never has been.  I’d like to see him get more respect than he does around here.  He’s quite talented, I’ve tried several times to be a friend, but he can’t stop seeing me as the Number One.”

“That’s sad.  At least I got him to relax a little.  Maybe I can talk to him some more while I’m here.  Now that Kristov’s influence is gone I want to know what I really enjoy and what my tolerances really are.  From what you said, John should be free after court, and you almost certainly won’t be I imagine, perhaps we can schedule that session then.” Blaze has a thoughtful look as they walk on and just before they enter the main building she asks. “How skilled is he at things other than gardening and doming?”

“There is a list of skills that all the courtesans are trained in and a minimum proficiency that is required to move up.  I can give you a copy of the master training book if you’d like.  It would also let you see what the training is like and see how you would measure up.”  He smiles, “Better than most of the outside ghouls I imagine.”  He leaves her at the lady’s locker room near the gym for her to shower and motions to a small TV room nearby, “I’ll meet you over there when we’re both done?  I’ll bring the book with me.”

“That should work.  I’m getting some ideas about what I’m gonna do to you next time I get the chance.” She kisses him on the cheek and heads off to get clean.  As she gets her towel from the attendant, Blaze says, “Have you ever seen ‘Let’s Make a Deal?’”

The female attendant looks at her strangely. “Pardon?”

“I have fifty bucks for the person who can find me a seamstress’ tape measure by the time I’m finished in the shower.  Oh, and could you put these,” she hands the attendant her turtleneck and bra, “in the dryer for a bit?”

“Of course M’lady, and I’ll see if I can find you a tape measure.”  She curtsies.  

Inanna comes out of the shower to find a pink scarf holding a measuring tape.  The attendant from earlier is not there, “I was told you wanted a tape measure, M’Lady.  Cathy is checking to see if your clothes are dry.”

“Thank you very much.” She hands over a picture of U.S. Grant and takes the tape measure.  She starts to get dressed and puts the tape measure in her pants pocket.

“M’lady?”  The girl refers to the bill.

She looks up briefly, and then returns to dressing. “I told Cathy that I had fifty bucks for the person who could find me a tape measure.”

“Thank you.”  She bows. “But that isn’t necessary.”

Blaze shrugs. “Maybe not, but there you are.  I wish I’d known I was spending the night, my hair is still a mess, and me without a hairbrush.”

“I can get you one M’lady.  Are there any other necessities you would like me to get for you?”

“I could use deodorant, a toothbrush and toothpaste would be nice as well.”

She bows, “As you wish.”  She quickly heads out.  She and Cathy both return about the same time.  Once she has finished cleaning up, she steps back out into the common area to find Eric already there, he has a clipboard with something he is working on.

“Sorry it took so long, but I had to send out for toiletries.  From now on I’m packing an overnight bag if I’m coming out here for dinner.” She takes out the tape measure and picks up a pencil and a notepad lying on a table. “Hold still for a second.” She takes various measurements of his body and jots them down. “Okay, let’s eat.”

Eric looks at her curiously as various courtesans around giggle at them.  As they head for breakfast his curiosity gets the better of him, “What was all that about?”

“It’s a surprise, you’ll find out when I come back for my vacation.  Of course if you had time, you might try to torture it out of me.” She smirks at him. “The buffet looks good, I’ll go with that.”

The thought of more time with her crosses his mind, but then the realization of the pile of work snaps him back to reality.  After ordering the buffet as well, “I really wish I could take some real time off, but I’m swamped right now and I would like to have some time free when you are here next week.”

“I did know a dom and dominatrix who kept me prisoner in their office while they did their jobs as a prelude to a night’s fun and games.” She smiles warmly at him. “I just want to say again how wonderful last night was, and I’m only teasing you because I’m not quite ready for the fun to end.  But I’ll go, and you should work real hard and get a good jump on the work so you can spend some time with me when I get back, okay?”

“I can live with that arrangement.”  All too soon breakfast ends, despite the two of them stuffing themselves with an extra trip or two to the buffet.

“I’ve got most of what I want to do worked out in my head, I’ll get it done and email it to you.” They steal one last, long, shameless kiss in the lobby while the valet brings her car around.

