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Chapter 1 

Susan bit her lip as she poured tequila into the glass.  It was the last Friday evening in June, the 
beginning of the last weekend before the long Independence Day holiday.  She’d got the signal on 
waking up this morning, Suzy telling her, once again, to have some drinks with dinner.   

Susan would never be able to describe, to anyone else, exactly what the signal consisted of -- not that 
she would ever try confiding in another person about Suzy.  Communications from Suzy were always in a 
different category from what Susan thought of as normal human experience with the world, and the 
language of words wasn’t adequate to explain exactly what was happening.   

That wasn’t entirely true.  Sometimes Suzy gave Susan memories of things she, Suzy, had done while in 
control of Susan’s body.  That was fairly straightforward.   

But the order, issued occasionally by Suzy to Susan, that she should have drinks with dinner that night 
was one of those mysterious things.  Susan could never say exactly how she knew Suzy had told her to 
do that.  But it was always very clear in her mind.   

Susan had been getting that signal a couple of times a week during the last four weeks, always 
previously on weeknights, when Susan knew Suzy wasn’t going to tie her up because she had to get to 
work the next morning.  But now it was Friday night, and there was a possibility that Susan, after 
blanking out from the alcohol and allowing Suzy to take over, might find herself waking up tied up naked 
outdoors, in some place where being discovered was a danger, and Susan would have to figure out how 
she was expected to get herself loose and get home.   

The idea frightened Susan, to the point where it was hard to take that first drink.  She hated the thought 
of spending the weekend in danger of exposure, of being found nude by someone, in a situation 
impossible to explain.  The shame, the humiliation...   

Yet that fear was always overlaid with excitement, with anticipation, with arousal at the thought of 
those orgasms Susan would have, internal explosions of sexual ecstasy she could never experience any 
other way.   

Susan’s fingers shook from the internal battle of those emotions.  She knew her sexual urges were going 
to win the battle.  But the fear engendered by her pathological shyness -- Susan admitted to herself that 
the intensity of her aversion to being seen by other people went far beyond normal bounds -- never 
gave up trying to protect her.   

Susan jumped, nearly dropping the bottle, when the microwave dinged to signal that her dinner was 
ready.  It would take some time to cool.  Meanwhile, Susan thought, I should take a drink just to calm 
myself.   

She thought back over previous nights of drinking over the last several weeks.  Each had passed without 
major consequence.  What Suzy seemed to have been doing, while in control on those evenings, had 
been nothing more than using Susan’s laptop computer.  Susan always left it powered off and folded up.  
On those drinking nights, after her blackout, Susan always returned to conscious control of her body at 
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bedtime with nothing in the house changed other than finding the laptop sitting open on the kitchen 
table, with the screensaver engaged.   

Susan had tried to figure out what Suzy might have been doing, but Suzy always cleared the browsing 
history at the end of each session.  It seemed a little odd to Susan that Suzy, who must get a sense of 
Susan’s returning to the extent that she knew to finish up and erase all evidence of what she’d been 
doing, didn’t go ahead and shut down the laptop and put it away, but it occurred to Susan that Suzy 
must have intended for Susan to know she’d been doing something with the computer.  She just didn’t 
want Susan to know what it was.   

Actually there had been a consequence, once.  Last week a package had arrived in the mail, from the 
company from which Susan ordered her bondage equipment.  Susan had puzzled over it, knowing she 
hadn’t ordered anything, and thought the company must have made a mistake with the address label, 
sending her something another customer had ordered, until she realized that Suzy must have done it.  
Susan had debated whether to open the package, and decided against it, putting it in her equipment 
drawer unopened.  It felt more exciting not to know what Suzy was planning.  Susan could easily have 
checked her order history on the website, but she avoided that as well, and even stayed away from her 
bank account site -- she usually kept an eye on her debit card bill online, to make sure there were no 
unauthorized purchases, but now it might describe just what it was that Suzy had ordered.  Susan, as the 
days went by, became steadily more firm in her decision that she didn’t want to know.   

Not that Susan had left everything up to Suzy.  Susan had done some work on her own over the last few 
weeks.  Several evenings after work, and once on a Saturday, Susan had gone back to the various places 
where she’d left equipment -- ropes, chains, padlocks -- and brought it back home, while throwing the 
empty water bottles in the nearest trash bin.  She didn’t want to leave traces of herself behind 
indefinitely, and reusing the bondage accessories would save money.  She had only thrown out any cut 
pieces of rope that were too short to be useful, and had run the rest through her washer and dryer.  
Doing the same with the chains and padlocks would have made way too much noise from all the banging 
around inside the machines, so she soaked them in water, which she poured out and replaced several 
times.  She wasn’t sure whether or not such treatment would make the locks rust, but if it did, then 
she’d buy new ones.   

She had thrown out the 400 feet of string, opting to buy a new spool.  And she had bought a new combo 
lock, feeling sure one would be needed soon, and not wanting to be left only with locks whose 
combinations she already knew.   

Susan hesitated again, now, in taking that first drink.  She stood frozen with the glass in her hand, filled 
with a generous amount of tequila which she’d topped off with orange soda.   

She found she was looking at her wrist.  The scratches and bruises from Memorial Day weekend had all 
healed, now, on her wrist and over the rest of her body.  Recovery had taken time, not just for the 
restoration of her skin to its normal condition but also her muscles, especially in her legs, achy and sore 
from overwork all through her three days of bondage.  That first day back at work at the library hadn’t 
been pleasant at all.  Her clothes, and some Band-Aids for the worst of the scratches, covered the 
wounded skin, but her leg muscles were killing her, and could barely hold her up.  The soreness in her 
crotch didn’t help either.  Luckily, most of the time that she spent standing up consisted of restoring 
books to their places in the stacks, and Susan could lean heavily on the book cart as she wheeled it 
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around, while trying not to appear she was doing so.  Each day that week had been just a little easier 
physically than the one before.  By the start of the second week she was feeling back to normal.   

Susan continued staring at her wrist...   

Memories came back, of the metal cuffs that had caused the bruises.  Memories of the way they had 
held her hands helplessly behind her back.  Of the ones on her ankles holding her feet together.   

Susan felt herself getting wet.  She would need to change her panties after dinner.  Or Suzy would need 
to do it for her.  If indeed she was still wearing panties by then.   

Susan quickly raised the glass, took a drink and swallowed, her heart fluttering.  After a second swallow 
she began feeling more calm.  She finished the glass, took the dinner out of the microwave, peeled back 
the plastic covering, and poured herself another drink.   

As she finished dinner, Susan giggled briefly, for no obvious reason.  She poured a third glass.  Downing 
about half of it, she recognized a familiar feeling coming on.  She had never been conscious of the 
beginning of the blackout, any more than one can be aware of the moment of falling asleep.  But there 
was something...  as if the buzz in her head from the alcohol was changing to a different note.  She took 
another sip, and reminded herself that tonight would likely be no more eventful than the others in the 
past few weeks.  She would suddenly find herself getting ready for bed, the last several hours blank, and 
in the morning would find that her laptop was standing open...   

*   *   *   *   * 

Susan gradually drifted back to consciousness with the familiar feeling of a hangover.  Her head ached, 
but it didn’t seem as intense as that very first time.  Maybe her dad had been right about tequila not 
being so bad.  Her mouth, as usual, felt very dry.  She tried to swallow, and discovered, in the fact that 
her mouth was filled with a ball gag, the first conscious sign that Suzy had put her in bondage again.  She 
tried to open her eyes to see where she was, and failed, becoming aware at that moment she was 
wearing the blindfold as well.   

She groaned softly.  Apparently Suzy had decided, a week early, that it was time for one of those 
weekends.  Susan hadn’t mentally prepared herself.  Her bondage weekends featured both a constant 
background of sexual arousal punctuated by the ultimate in orgasmic fulfillment, and a constant 
background of fear punctuated by the ultimate in terror.  Susan had come to crave the excitement 
building up to sexual release, and to regard the fear as an unpleasant side-effect, but at the moment it 
was the memories of terror that were foremost in Susan’s mind.  She wasn’t ready for this.   

She experienced intense confusion then, sufficient to put the fear and any other emotions on hold: 
something so contrary to her expectation that for a moment she couldn’t tell exactly what it was that 
was strange.  She finally identified it: she wasn’t outdoors.  The sounds weren’t right, there was no air 
movement, and she was lying on her stomach, her arms and legs stretched out in a wide X, on a soft, 
smooth surface, not the ground.  She was naked -- at least that much was “normal” for one of Suzy’s 
arrangements.   
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It was obvious she was inside a building, possibly her own apartment.  Susan hoped it was her own 
apartment.  Her fear subsided slightly, with the thought that Suzy might simply have arranged for a 
short-term treat rather than a weekend-long obstacle course.  Susan could hear, muted by distance, a 
soft hum that sounded like her own refrigerator out in the kitchen, as it normally sounded from her 
bedroom, which would fit with the soft surface being her bed.  She tensed slightly at a clicking sound, 
then relaxed as she realized the click had been a thermostatically controlled air-conditioning system 
powering up -- again, sounding as it normally would from her bedroom.   

The smell!  She finally sensed it, and it completed Susan’s reassurance that she was safe in her own 
home.  Susan generally bought an air freshener for her apartment.  The scent this week was vanilla.  The 
possibility that Suzy had somehow put her in a room that wasn’t Susan’s own, yet both smelled and 
sounded exactly the same, seemed too remote to consider.  She was clearly in her own bedroom.   

She tried to pull her arms in, knowing to expect restraint but needing to know the nature of it.  She 
found she was fixed in the X position, unable to move her wrists or ankles more than an inch or two in 
any direction.  There was stretching tension in her arms and legs, not enough to be painful -- though like 
the last time, when she’d awakened tied to the tree, her legs were spread so wide that she knew they 
would hurt after a while.   

Wriggling her hips, she could feel a rope around her waist, as well as one through her crotch, nestled 
between her labia.  There was also an odd crackling sound, as she moved, that she couldn’t account for.   

The rope between her legs reassured her.  Suzy, as usual, had arranged for Susan to be able to release 
the buildup of sexual need.  Susan smiled around her gag.  After those weekend-long terror-filled 
adventures, it was so sweet of Suzy to give Susan something with all of the thrill and none of the 
dangers.   

The X was a position with which Susan was very familiar from her fantasies of long, long ago.  Though 
she had never actually been bound until Suzy had done it for her last month, Susan had performed many 
sessions of pretend bondage, in her bed at night, as far back as she could remember.  And one of her 
favorite fantasies had involved this position -- she would lie on her stomach, stretching her arms and 
legs out towards the corners of the bed, underneath the covers, and imagine she was bound that way, 
and struggle against the non-existent bonds, desperately trying to wriggle herself free somehow while 
carefully not actually allowing her wrists or ankles to move from where they were, which would spoil the 
fantasy.  Being nude always added to the thrill.  Susan would grow more excited, the bedsheets 
becoming damp with sweat and some unidentified fluid from between her legs that she thought, to her 
shame, was pee.  The waves of excitement would build until they crashed into the shore of orgasm, in 
one of her early experiences with that phenomenon.   

Once or twice Mom looked in a few minutes later, asking her if everything was okay.  Sure Mom, Susan 
would say, trying to look as if she innocently wondered what Mom was doing there, glad she was 
covered by the sheets so Mom couldn’t see she was naked, which would have raised too many 
questions.   

Susan had wondered, years later, thinking back on that particular fantasy enactment, why it seemed 
more natural, and more exciting, to be on her stomach instead of her back.  It was probably, she 
decided, because the excitement didn’t come from fantasizing about being helplessly exposed to sexual 
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attack.  It would have made more sense for her to be on her back for that, but that wasn’t what the 
fantasy was about -- Susan had barely known what sex was at that age.  The inability to move freely was 
really an end in itself, not a vehicle for something else.  Susan just wanted to be tied up for its own sake.  
She still didn’t know why she found that exciting, but it was undeniable that she did.  She wanted to be 
unable to escape the bed.  Being on her stomach somehow made her feel more in contact with it, more 
fully conscious of what it was that she couldn’t escape from.   

And it was important that she be unable to bend her elbows or knees at all.  In movies she had seen 
which featured women in spread-eagle bondage (generally on their backs), the bondage had often been 
so loose that they were able to bend arms or legs as much as ninety degrees at the elbows or knees, 
which, to Susan, hardly seemed like real bondage at all.   

Suzy knew all about all of that, of course.  It seemed clear to Susan that Suzy had all of Susan’s 
memories, despite being able to hide any of her own from Susan for as long as she chose.  Susan had 
read once that any sexual fetish is impossible to explain to someone who doesn’t share it.  She was sure 
that was true -- she couldn’t even make sense of her fascination with bondage herself, so she couldn’t 
imagine explaining it to anyone else.  How lucky it was, she thought, that Suzy understood it so 
perfectly.   

There had to be a way Susan could free herself, of course.  As safe as she felt now, being in her own 
apartment in her own bed, that safety would dissolve if she found she was unable to get loose without 
help.  Susan knew she could not possibly call out to anyone for assistance.  She hated so much for 
anyone to see her doing ordinary, everyday things, to be on anyone’s personal radar as an element in 
their world, that there was no question in her mind that no one must be allowed to see her like this.   

Susan tried once more to pull her arms in.  There was something a little different about the feeling of 
restraint on her wrists and ankles.  They were held by something softer than the metal cuffs she was 
used to.  She curled the fingers of her right hand inward, and was just able to reach the surface of what 
she realized was leather, rather than hard steel.  These cuffs must be what had been in the package Suzy 
had ordered from the bondage supply house, Susan told herself.  She could feel a D-ring, similar to the 
ones on her newer set of metal cuffs, at the inside of her wrist, around which a rope was knotted.  The 
D-ring was rigid, which suggested there was a metal strip beneath the leather to which the ring was 
welded.  With her fingertips she traced the strands of rope in the knot, finding two that emerged from 
the knot and went tautly ahead to, apparently, the bedpost at the front right corner of the bed.  There 
were no loose ends.   

Susan frowned.  Since there was no knot she could untie with her right hand, she must have to untie the 
one holding her left hand.  She wasn’t left-handed, and wasn’t good at doing things left-handed.  She 
felt around the knot at the D-ring on the leather cuff holding her left hand.  It was identical with the one 
on her right: no loose ends there either.   

Susan took a deep breath.  Okay, she told herself, there’s no obvious way out.  I’m used to that.  Last 
time Suzy had to tell me how I could escape.  But I should be able to figure this out on my own.  
Whatever is here that I need to get myself out of this, I should be able to find it.   

She twisted her right hand around to feel for a string tied to her wrist, but wasn’t able to find one.  It 
wasn’t like before, tied to the tree, when her hands were together, so that she could grasp the string on 
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her right wrist with the fingers of her left hand.  This time her hands were held far apart.  If there was a 
string around her wrist, she couldn’t find a way to reach it with the hand attached to that wrist.  Her 
wrist didn’t bend far enough that way.   

Susan smiled around her gag once more.  Yes, she thought, Suzy will eventually tell me what the trick is, 
but I want to make her proud of me.  I can do this.  There’s only a limited number of possible ways out 
of this.  That should make it easy.   

She put aside the question of how Suzy could possibly have tied her this way.  It had seemed just as 
impossible the last time, with the tree, she reminded herself.  It wasn’t important right now, she 
decided, to figure out how Suzy did this.  I just need to get loose.  There’s a way.  I know there’s a way.   

She bent both legs at the knee, pulling hard, managing to raise each foot probably an inch off the bed.  
She grunted with effort, then gasped.  Her movement had made the rope through her crotch tighten 
across just the right spot.   

Susan almost laughed.  It’s not a way out, she thought, but it’s nearly as good.   

She visualized how the ropes must be arranged.  Rope from right ankle out to the corner of the bed, 
down to the floor, looping around the leg of the bed, back up onto the bed, to the rope around my 
waist, looping over and behind it, then through crotch, and finally tied to the waist rope at my stomach.  
Pulling on the rope pulls it tight between my legs.   

Susan turned off the rational part of her mind.  It was time to pursue an orgasm.   

She began flexing her legs rhythmically.  She could barely move either one, but each movement pulled 
taut that rope between her legs.  The crackling sound returned, but Susan’s conscious mind wasn’t cued 
to auditory sensations just now.  She began grunting with effort as the excitement built.  Her hips 
twitched in time with the movements.  Getting there!  Getting there!  Getting there!   

Susan’s bedroom shared a wall with an apartment that she knew, at this time, was vacant.  That was a 
lucky thing.  She wouldn’t have wanted the neighbors to hear the noises she was making.  Suzy had 
known that as well, of course.   

The climax overtook Susan, shaking her entire body.  Her grunts became animal growls.  A bolt of 
lightning flashed through her, electrifying every inch of her, heating her and chilling her, shaking every 
fiber.  YES!!   

The waves receded from the climax, leaving Susan inert, spent.   

It felt so good, yet it seemed, somehow, as though the orgasm hadn’t quite reached the maximum level 
she had achieved during her previous bondage weekends.  It was still far beyond anything she’d known 
before, but she felt she might rate it as 80% of the maximum on the scale of what she had been 
experiencing lately.   

She grunted to herself, understanding yet not wanting to.  It was obvious what was different.  The 
danger was missing, the possibility of being caught.  Susan had hated that danger, and resulting fear, all 
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through the two weekends she had spent bound, but had become resigned to Suzy’s decision to put her 
outside for her bondage.  Susan needed Suzy, and understood that she had to live with the side effects 
of what Suzy had been doing for her.   

But might the danger of exposure be required?  A necessary feature of the experience, not just a side 
effect?  It was looking as though it may be.  Susan wanted those ultimate orgasms she had been having 
that she couldn’t possibly reach any other way.  It might be that she would always need to accept the 
danger, and the terrifying prospect that she might, sometime, be caught.  The fear of being discovered: 
maybe that was an important ingredient in making those orgasms as strong as they were.   

Possibly Suzy, tonight, was trying to help Susan understand that, by showing her that the danger, the 
potential for utter disaster, was crucial to the experience.  Without it, maybe Susan couldn’t quite reach 
those dizzying heights of sexual release.  Susan was going to have to think that over.   

For the moment, though, at least this last climax shared one thing in common with the previous ones.  
Susan felt sleepy.  She relaxed, and started to drift towards sleep.   

She tensed, suddenly, startled.  There had been a sound that shouldn’t be there.  Couldn’t possibly be 
there.  A sound from inside her apartment.   

There were soft footsteps, just outside her bedroom door.   

Susan stopped breathing, disbelieving, her heart pounding.   

The next sound was one she couldn’t possibly be imagining, could not wish away: the door of her 
bathroom closing.   

A moment later, she heard the sound of her shower starting. 
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Chapter 2 

Susan’s mind spun in circles, a runaway machine.  Nothing that was happening was making any sense.  
Someone was here!  Someone was in her apartment!  And...  was taking a shower.  There had to be an 
explanation.  It had to fit together somehow.   

The thought that it was only Suzy flitted through her mind, providing momentary relief.  The relief 
disintegrated when she reminded herself forcefully that Suzy was inside her head.  Suzy couldn’t calmly 
take a shower while Susan was tied helplessly to the bed.   

The word “helpless” stuck.  I am helpless, Susan thought desperately.  Someone is in my apartment, and 
I’m tied here and I can’t get loose!   

Pure panic came over her.  She began desperately pulling her arms and legs inward, yanking as hard as 
she could against the ropes holding them, whimpering in fear, her stomach bouncing on the bed from 
her efforts.  It’s happened! she told herself, not wanting to believe it.  Everything I’ve feared, everything 
I’ve tried so hard to avoid, it’s finally happened!  Somebody is here, somebody can see me, somebody 
knows what I’m doing!   

And why are they taking a shower??  In my bathroom??   

Susan, with effort, pushed the panic away.  She tried to be methodical, working on freeing one 
extremity at a time.  Her right hand.  Her left foot.  Nothing worked, and the panic started setting in 
again.  As she had every time before when her fear reached a fever pitch, Susan felt her bladder letting 
go.  She hadn’t wet her bed since she was a child, and would have felt shame at doing so now if her 
terror had been willing to let any other emotion in.   

The shower stopped.  Whoever it was would be here in a minute.  Susan tensed all her muscles at once, 
telling herself This can’t be happening, this can’t be happening, yet knowing that it was.   

She heard the bathroom door open, the padding of bare feet on the carpet.  Susan literally couldn’t 
breathe.   

She heard a voice, a female voice -- somehow the voice was issuing from behind a smile, Susan wasn’t 
sure how she knew that -- say, “Sorry, I was all sweaty.  I hope you don’t mind that I used one of your 
clean towels.”  Susan could hear the footsteps come closer.  “Well, have you been a good girl while I was 
gone?  You know what happens to you when you’re bad.”  After a pause, there was a chuckle.  “Oh no, 
dear, wetting the bed is not what good girls do.  There’ll have to be a little punishment for that.”   

This was far worse than anything Susan had ever imagined.  Shame and humiliation was one thing, but 
this was going to hurt!  All rational thought drained away, leaving nothing but blank animal terror.  The 
gag filling her mouth turned Susan’s reflexive scream into a gurgling cough.   

The voice was suddenly full of concern.  “Wait a minute, I think you’re really choking.  Sorry if you’re not, 
but this is a little too real.”   
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There were hands on the back of Susan’s head, quickly unbuckling the straps holding the gag.  Susan 
spat out the gag as it was released, and said in a voice she could barely give any breath to, “Please don’t 
hurt me, please don’t hurt me!  Can you please go away?  Please, please?”  She started sobbing, her 
nose starting to run.   

The smile returned to the voice.  “That’s pretty convincing.  Maybe I should have left it all as is.  You’re 
really good at this.  Sorry if I spoiled the moment.  Let me start over from here.”  Susan felt a hand pat 
her shoulder.  And suddenly the voice went silent, and the uninvited hand withdrew quickly as if burned.   

After a long pause, the voice said, in an entirely different tone, puzzled, uncertain, and speaking to 
herself, “You’re shaking like a vibrator.  Nobody is that good at roleplay.”  Susan’s panic began to shade 
into puzzlement.  She stopped crying.  What was this woman talking about?  Susan tensed and 
whimpered as fingers touched the side of her throat.  The voice went on, under its breath, “Your heart is 
going nuts in there!”  Then, more firmly: “I want to see your eyes.”  Susan felt the blindfold being 
unbuckled.   

As it fell away, Susan turned her head away, her eyes squeezed tightly shut, trying desperately to will 
the intruding woman out of her life.   

The woman said, again firmly, “Look at me.  Look at me.  I need to see you.”   

Unwillingly, Susan somehow yielded to the command of the voice.  She turned and looked into the face 
that had no business, absolutely none, being in Susan’s apartment.   

The woman locked eyes with Susan’s.  Her own eyes widening, she stood up slowly from her bent-over-
Susan position, without her eyes leaving Susan’s.   

The woman, Susan saw in astonishment, was as naked as Susan herself -- well of course, Susan told 
herself, she just stepped out of my shower -- yet she stood over Susan without an ounce of self-
consciousness, as if covering herself would never occur to her.  She still held a towel -- Susan’s towel, 
from the bathroom -- tucked under her arm, and absently raised it to her forehead to wipe away a 
droplet of water snaking down from her still wet hair.  The hair was bright red, very short, and its 
unruliness seemed not to owe simply to just having showered -- it somehow looked as if it was never 
combed.  Her face was strikingly pretty, wide with high cheekbones and dramatic red eyebrows.  Black 
eyeliner, mascara, and dark brick-red eyeshadow made her gaze more piercing, and in some way 
possibly menacing, while the light blush added to the cheekbones enhanced them without, however, 
covering the standard freckles of red hair, the effect giving the impression that, rather than not caring 
about them, she was proud of them.   

The theme of width continued in the rest of the woman’s body -- broad shoulders, wide hips -- but slim 
waist, and no hint of fat anywhere.  Firm breasts, with uptilted nipples, with a flat tummy and visible 
washboard abdominals below.  Very muscular build suggesting confident strength.  Susan thought she 
must be an athlete.  Tennis, maybe.  But her bulging arm and shoulder muscles matched on both sides, 
so she’d have to be ambidextrous.  Or no, with those legs she could be a soccer player.  Susan wasn’t 
able to stop herself from observing that she couldn’t tell whether the woman’s pubic hair would have 
been as red as the hair on her head, because her mound was shaved perfectly smooth, though Susan 
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felt sure it would be -- with the freckles and her pinkish skin, the hair color was most likely authentic.  
She looked, in Susan’s best estimate, to be about twenty-five.   

All of these observations ran through Susan’s mind in an instant, along with the certainty that Susan had 
never seen the woman before in her life.  She was sure she would remember.  Anyone who looked like 
this would make an impression.   

After a long pause, eyes still fixed on Susan’s, the woman finally said slowly, in obvious amazement, 
“You really don’t know me.  You don’t...”  She stopped suddenly, then went on, sounding awestruck, 
“Sus-an?”   

It didn’t come out anything like “Suzanne,” yet somehow there was a subtle emphasis on the second 
syllable, as if to contrast it with a different possible ending.   

Susan’s jaw dropped open with sudden understanding.  Somehow, some way, Suzy had invited this 
woman here, had let her into the apartment.  The woman knew Suzy.  Susan couldn’t imagine how.  And 
the woman knew, somehow knew, that the girl she had known as Suzy might now be Susan.   

Susan gave her a timid nod.   

The woman closed her eyes and shook her head.  Abruptly, she turned and sat on the bed, as if too 
stunned to stand anymore.  She twisted around to look at Susan again, and said, more to herself than to 
Susan, “It’s for real.  It’s really...  I thought it was the greatest bullshit story I’d ever heard.  That you’re 
two different...  Okay, let me get this worked out.”  She sat still for a moment.  “All that stuff you told 
me...  Wait.  It... wasn’t you that told me, right?  You’re... not Suzy?  Was I, like...  talking to somebody 
else?”   

Susan nodded again.  Clearly this woman had been told about the double occupancy in Susan’s head, 
but hadn’t believed it.  And she couldn’t have got the information from anyone but Suzy.   

“And so, when you told me...”  She shook her head again.  “When she told me, that you...  that...  
Susan...  is kind of the...  main person...”  She stopped.  “Tell me what’s going on.  In your own way.  So I 
can see if I’m understanding right.  Tell me who Suzy is.”   

Susan had lived with it long enough that it seemed clear to her, though she had never imagined she 
would ever find herself telling another person.  But there was no reason to hide anything.  This woman, 
Susan saw, only wanted verification of what she already strongly suspected.   

In the same weak, almost breathless voice, not wanting to talk to this woman who shouldn’t be here, 
sitting beside Susan while Susan was tied naked in a strangely erotic position on the bed, and only 
hoping that if she could answer the woman’s questions, then the woman would go away and leave 
Susan alone, Susan said hesitantly, “Suzy is...  inside me.  She helps me.  She...  fixes it so I can do things I 
always wanted to do, but was too scared to...”  She paused, not knowing what to add.  “You see?”   

The woman nodded.  She asked, “Do you...  like, hear her voice, in your head?”  She seemed only to be 
trying to establish in her mind exactly how the relationship worked.   
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Susan shook her head.  Doing so was awkward, with her whole body stretched so tautly, but asking the 
woman to untie her was beyond anything she could imagine doing.  All through her bondage 
adventures, there had been a vision in Susan’s mind of her worst fear, that of being caught, and the 
vision proceeded in a certain way: discovery, laughter, discussion of her as if she couldn’t hear, and 
finally being untied or unchained by those laughing people or the police.  Her discovery was in progress 
now, but as long as she could put off the untying part, the vision was somehow on hold, not fully 
realized.  The woman’s reaction itself didn’t fit the vision.  Susan liked that the woman was struggling to 
understand, rather than judge, and was far from finding it a source of amusement.   

Besides that, once she was tied, Susan always hated the thought of her bondage ending until it 
absolutely had to.  She felt far more comfortable, far more centered as a person, when she was bound.  
It was as if she was her most true self when tied.  She had never imagined talking to someone while 
bound, but now that she was, she could only continue as Susan-bound, not Susan-unbound.  Unbound, 
she knew she would run straight to the bathroom and lock the door.  Susan didn’t want that.  In some 
way she couldn’t understand, despite this woman intruding into her world and, indeed, into her most 
private space of all, Susan wanted to continue talking to her.  The sympathy was very nice.   

In a similar way, even though covering herself with clothes, to the maximum extent compatible with 
being unremarkable, had always been a must for dealing with the world in Susan’s mind, a way of hiding 
herself when she was required to be in plain sight of others, Susan felt right now a need to hold 
desperately onto her nudity.  She was aware she could ask this woman to pull a blanket over her, but to 
her own astonishment, felt a resistance towards doing it.  That, again, was part of the terrifying vision of 
being caught: being handed a blanket to wrap around herself.  Again, as long as Susan could resist living 
out the vision in reality, she could keep herself removed from it, keep it from destroying her world.  She 
couldn’t help, at this moment, displaying her entire body in a way she could never have imagined 
anyone seeing it, but it was crucial for that to continue.   

At least Susan and the woman were on equal ground, in the context of clothing, or lack of it.  And on the 
woman’s part, she seemed so absorbed in trying to understand the inside of Susan’s mind that she had 
no apparent conscious awareness, at present, of the state of Susan’s body.   

Susan did her best to answer.  “She can’t talk to me.  Not directly.  When I have a few drinks, though, 
she...  she can take over then.  I don’t remember anything about what she’s done then.  Unless she lets 
me.  She gives me memories of what she’s done when she wants to.”   

The woman nodded.  “That’s what you said...”  She smiled.  “This is hard, finding the right way to say it.  
I meant that’s what she told me, before.”  She rubbed her eyes, as if they had somehow been playing 
tricks on her.  “I talked with...  with Suzy.  We met online...”   

Susan blinked.  So that was what Suzy had been doing on Susan’s laptop.  At least part of what she’d 
been doing.   

The woman looked suddenly startled.  “Oh!  I just realized, you don’t even know my name.  Not if Suzy 
didn’t tell you...”  She looked at Susan questioningly.  Susan shook her head.  The woman went on.  “I’m 
Quinn.  First name, not last.  Spelled with two n’s.”  She waited for reaction from Susan, got none, then 
went on.  “Anyway, Suzy told me this whole multiple-personality story.  I thought all along, sure, sure, 
great gimmick for roleplay.  I thought I’d come over, she’d pretend she didn’t know who I was...  get it?  
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Just her way of having fun, of getting into it.”  She rested her chin on her fist, now not looking at Susan 
at all.  “Has Suzy always been there with you?”   

“No.  I mean, I don’t know.  She still doesn’t talk to me, and maybe she could have been there a long 
time without me knowing.”  Quinn nodded.   

An unwelcome thought occurred to Susan.  “Before, when you...  before you took your shower, were 
you...”  She paused for a long time, trying to decide whether she really wanted the answer, and finally 
went on.  “Were you...  watching me?”   

Quinn looked uncertain.  “You mean...  Oh!  So that was you?  I assumed it was Suzy.  I mean, that was 
before I knew that it was true that there really were, like, two of you.”  She smiled.  “Yeah, I was 
watching from the door.  After I finished tying Suzy up -- I’ve never tied anybody quite that stretched out 
before, but it’s what she wanted --- I asked her -- it must have still been her -- if it was okay if I took a 
shower before we started our...  ummm, session.  She said sure, and then it was like she fainted.  I 
decided to watch her a minute to see if she was okay.  I think that must have been when she handed 
things over to you.  It was kind of interesting when you started moving -- it was like you were ‘getting in 
character’ now.”  Here Quinn held up her fingers in air quotes.  “So I kept watching.”   

Susan, amazed at herself, thought she should be wanting to crawl inside herself and disappear.  
Somehow she didn’t.  This stranger in her home had seen her masturbating!  The most private thing she 
could possibly do!  And not like a normal girl, but using bondage to do it!  Yet Quinn wasn’t, technically, 
a stranger.  It was only Susan who hadn’t met her.  Quinn was a friend of Suzy’s, however that might 
have happened.  Susan had developed implicit trust in Suzy, and obviously Suzy had invited Quinn here, 
had opened the door and let her in.  Quinn had every right to be here, because it was okay with Suzy.  
Or so Susan told herself, and was making fair progress towards accepting it.   

It was still the case that no other person must ever be allowed to see Susan during one of her bondage 
adventures.  Such a thing would be the end of the world, in Susan’s mind.  People surrounding a bound, 
nude, helpless Susan, concentrating their attention on her, thinking about her, talking about her, 
laughing at her, would shatter every protective barrier Susan had assembled around herself that made it 
possible for her to survive in the world.   

But Quinn didn’t do any of those things people did in Susan’s nightmare of discovery.  Far from gawking 
and gaping at Susan in amazement, Quinn seemed barely to notice Susan’s physical presence, let alone 
the situation Susan was in.  She was completely focused, it seemed, on Susan’s internal landscape, a 
world Susan barely understood herself, in a way that suggested she wanted to understand it and might 
help Susan understand it.   

Suzy had introduced someone into Susan’s private world whose presence Susan might learn to find 
tolerable.  And yet even Suzy’s recommendation would not have carried weight with Susan if she had 
bestowed it on the wrong person.  Susan was willing to accept Quinn on probation, as it were, and only 
partly because she was Suzy’s friend.  There was something, somehow, about Quinn that failed to set off 
Susan’s alarm bells.   

A thought obviously occurred to Quinn now.  “Oh!  Back in a minute.”  She ran out into the living room, 
and returned seconds later.  She looked at Susan again.  “If I talk to Suzy right now, she can hear me?”   
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Susan blinked in surprise.  “I think so.”   

Quinn held up her hand to show that she was holding several bills of some denomination.  “I’m not 
going to take the money, Suzy.  What you have is something special that I’ll never run into anywhere 
else.  I don’t want it to be about money.  I just want to be part of this.”  She set the bills down on top of 
the dresser.   

Susan looked at her in astonishment.  “Suzy paid you money?”   

Quinn smiled.  “This is what I do, Susan.  I mean, not for a living, just spare change.  In the daytime I 
work in my dad’s auto body shop.”  Susan supposed that explained the muscle fitness.  She’d never 
really watched auto repair workers in action, but she assumed it wasn’t a job for weaklings.  “But in my 
time off, when I get a chance, I work as a domme.  You know what that is?”   

Susan gaped at her, and nodded slowly.  “A...  dominatrix...  People hire you to give them orders.  Cause 
them pain.”  During the course of trying to research her own kink, Susan had run across a number of 
others that were related.  Domination/submission relationships didn’t appeal to Susan, but she knew 
what they were.   

“Well, it doesn’t have to involve pain.  It can, and I do have whips and other similar things.  Mostly it’s 
just taking control over my clients, as much as they want me to.  Or more accurately, it’s them giving 
away control to me.”   

Susan looked over toward the dresser, where the bills were.  She didn’t have nearly enough money to 
afford something like this.  Where had Suzy gotten it from?   

Quinn saw the look, and understood.  She seemed good at that.  She smiled.  “It’s just fifty dollars, 
Susan.  When I said I do it for spare change, it’s hardly even really that.  I really just do this for fun, but 
part of the job is that I need to get respect.  I would do it for free, but I found out early on that people 
take me more seriously if I charge them money.  So it’s a token amount.”   

“How did Suzy find you?”  It certainly didn’t seem to have taken her long.   

“She said she saw an ad I have on a bondage website.”  Susan nodded.  That made sense, as something 
Suzy would check into.  “I live in Watney.”  A small town twenty miles away.  “So I could get here 
without any trouble.  She emailed first, and then we talked on Skype a couple of times.”   

Susan shook her head.  Her laptop did have a camera, but she didn’t have Skype.  At least there was no 
icon for it.  Suzy may have hidden it.  Susan hadn’t checked all the programs lately.   

Quinn went on, “You already know she didn’t hide anything from me.  She told me all about her and 
you.  And you already know I didn’t believe it, until tonight when I saw...  well, that you’re not her.”  She 
smiled again.  “My first hint should have been when I saw you’d peed the bed.  But I just thought Suzy 
was really going for authenticity.  She was obviously expecting you’d do that.  That’s why she put plastic 
under the sheet beforehand.”   
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Where did Suzy...  Oh, a trash bag, Susan told herself.  That’s what that crackling sound is when I move!  
And yes, Suzy would definitely have known that was going to happen.   

Quinn continued, “Anyway, she made an appointment for me to come over tonight.  I kind of had to 
hurry over from work, but it was no big deal.”   

“Oh.  That’s why you needed a shower when you got here.”   

Quinn gave her a puzzled look, then slowly smiled.  “Okay, you don’t know about that.  No, I worked up 
kind of a sweat after I got here.”   

Susan was about to ask what she meant -- tying up Suzy didn’t seem like it would have been that 
strenuous.  But at that moment, Suzy uncovered the memory for Susan.   

Susan remembered, now, opening the front door -- Suzy opening the door -- and seeing Quinn standing 
there, with that wide, strikingly pretty face and the same unruly, uncombed, spiky red hair Susan had 
seen after her shower, except dry.  Quinn was holding a large duffle bag.  Susan hadn’t known until now 
how tall Quinn was; standing looking at her now, within the memory, she saw Quinn was about two 
inches taller than herself.  She was dressed in a sleeveless vest and full-length pants, all in black leather, 
with silver buttons that matched the short lengths of chain seemingly running at random between 
pockets or studs on the leather.  On her feet she had black leather boots with heels that raised her 
height another inch or so.  Susan herself would have been afraid of any of her neighbors seeing that 
such a person was visiting her apartment, but Suzy had no such qualms.   

Quinn stepped forward as Suzy invited her in, dropping the duffle bag on the floor, where it made a 
clinking sound as well as a thump, swept the money out of Suzy’s hand, folded it one handed, and 
slipped into a pocket of her pants, all in one gesture, with that smile that Susan, by now, had become 
accustomed to seeing on her face.  Quinn looked around the apartment and then back at Suzy, in time 
to receive Suzy’s arms sliding around her, parting her lips for Suzy’s kiss.  Suzy, now closer to the door, 
had reached blindly behind herself to close it, then used the same hand to begin stroking the leather 
covering Quinn’s hip as they maintained the kiss, moving their mouths against each other while 
occasionally gently licking tongues.   

It was Quinn who had begun the disrobing segment of the activities, unbuttoning her own vest, under 
which she wore a black bra, and pulling Suzy’s shirt over her head and up her upraised arms, pausing 
their kissing just long enough to accomplish the actions, including, in the case of Quinn’s clothes, folding 
them and draping them over a kitchen chair.  Once they were both naked, Quinn, arms around Suzy and 
pushing forward very gently against her, with Suzy responding and walking backward, led Suzy to the 
sofa and down onto her back on it, with Quinn laying atop her afterward.   

Quinn, still kissing, began moving on Suzy beneath her, her hands stroking her sides, cupping her 
buttocks, gently squeezing her breasts, and at last reached down to stroke her sex.  As Suzy moaned, 
Quinn whispered “Touch me like that too.”  Suzy did so.  Quinn covered Suzy’s hand and guided it, 
saying, “Just a little higher...  there, exactly there,” afterward breathing out a satisfied sigh.  After a few 
moments Quinn’s moans began echoing Suzy’s.   
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Susan could remember it all.  As usual with Suzy’s memories, Susan didn’t have the feel of having 
initiated any of Suzy’s actions -- it felt, as always, as if her body was moving on its own, without intent.  
But the memories of all of Suzy’s sensations were there.  Susan remembered the feel of bare skin 
pressed against bare skin, moving against skin, the feel of breast against breast, lips against lips, 
remembered the look of Quinn’s face filling her field of vision as they kissed.  She remembered how 
Quinn’s hardened nipples felt like fingers tracing designs on her chest, remembered how Quinn’s lips 
and tongue tasted like peppermint, perhaps from a hard candy she’d been sucking on before arriving.  
And she remembered Suzy’s emotional reactions -- the pleasure, the wonder accompanying the 
touches, the growing need for Quinn’s body, the growing excitement, up to and including the shaking, 
quivering, breathless climax, Suzy’s virgin orgasm.  Suzy had felt Susan’s orgasms in a slightly muted 
way, but had never directly experienced one, never had an orgasm of her own.  Susan knew that, as part 
of the memory.   

Susan’s jaw dropped in stupefied amazement as the memories swept through her, and she stared at 
Quinn in disbelief.  Suzy was a lesbian!  Could that be possible?  Susan wasn’t sure about any of the rules 
governing multiple personalities.  She supposed there was no rule saying different personalities in one 
body had to have the same sexual orientation.   

Susan had never in her life looked at any woman as a potential sexual partner.  She was attracted to 
men, though she had never, of course, taken any action to initiate a relationship with one.  Susan had 
never believed a sex act could happen with her own participation -- she fantasized about them, dreamed 
about them, but always thought that in real life they must surely be out of reach.  In fact, since most of 
the objects of her admiration were men in movies, television, or magazines, they were out of reach in a 
very literal sense.   

It occurred to Susan that she had never felt as comfortable around any man, in real life, as she already 
did now with Quinn.   

She saw Quinn suddenly grin at her.  “Suzy just told you what happened when I got here, didn’t she?”   

Still too stunned to speak, Susan could only slowly nod.   

Quinn looked up at the ceiling, summoning her own memory of the event, still, as she so often was, 
smiling.  “I haven’t done that before -- had sex with a new client right from the start of the first session.  
It’s not like I have any rule about it, though.  Like I said, what I do is just for fun.  And to just walk in on 
someone I’d never met face to face before and start having sex, without a word...  Well, that did sound 
like fun.  Suzy’s idea.”  The smile turned into a grin again, as she looked at Susan once more.  “And now 
you know why I only take female clients.”   

Susan nodded again, having learned something new about Quinn as well as Suzy.   

Quinn had the air of having made a decision as to what to do next.  “Look, if you’re wondering, we can’t 
have the session I planned with Suzy.  I have to have your permission ahead of time for anything I do to 
you, not Suzy’s.  Not down to exactly specific actions, but I have to know what your preferences are, and 
I absolutely have to be clear beforehand on your limitations.  And you’re not in a position to give 
permission right now, genuine permission.  I’m standing here over you, and you’re tied to the bed, so 
you can’t feel free to withhold permission.  Anything you say might be because you were scared not to.”  
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Another smile.  “See, I do have some rules.”  She looked thoughtful.  “I have a feeling Suzy knew we’d 
run into this problem.  She knew I’d figure out you weren’t her.  So she knew I wouldn’t do anything to 
hurt you.”   

Besides feeling Quinn was right about Suzy not really exposing Susan to genuine potential harm, Susan 
once again found Quinn’s perceptiveness remarkable.  It was true: Suzy would have known exactly what 
Susan’s reaction would be -- witness the trash bag under the sheet -- and would have known that Quinn 
would not hurt anyone whose permission she didn’t have, and that that would apply to Susan.  Suzy had 
told Quinn about the shared tenant in her body.  Quinn didn’t have to figure that part out.  Quinn only 
needed to see the obvious signs that it was all true.  And she had seen them, and had known Susan 
wasn’t Suzy.  Susan nodded and said, “I think so.”   

She felt relieved Quinn was calling off the session.  She could imagine what Quinn might do in a typical 
encounter.   

Quinn came back to the bed, leaned over, and reached for the knot at the right-hand bedpost.   

As she saw Quinn was about to let her go, Susan shook her head vehemently.  She still didn’t want to be 
released.   

Quinn stood upright and gave Susan a puzzled look.  “Susan, you can’t get out of that on your own.  I 
made sure of that.”   

“Suzy...  always gives me a way to get free myself.”   

“Yes, but there isn’t one now.”   

“I mean, you could give me one.”   

Quinn looked uncertain.  “You want that?  Instead of me just untying you?”   

Susan nodded.  “Yes, please.  Could you look in the drawer, over there?”  She gestured with her head 
towards the dresser.  “There’s a boy scout knife.  I can cut the rope with that, after you leave, if you put 
it where I can get it.”   

Quinn went to the dresser, and opened Susan’s bondage drawer.  She whistled.  “Hey, I’m impressed.  
You’ve got a lot of nice stuff in here.”   

Susan realized, in surprise, that the leather cuffs she was wearing were not what Suzy had ordered from 
the bondage supply house.  Likely the ropes weren’t Susan’s either, though they may well have come 
from the same source.  Quinn hadn’t seen the bondage drawer before this moment.  These must be 
cuffs and ropes Quinn brought with her.  What Suzy ordered must have been something else.   

Quinn returned to the bed, holding the knife, and frowned.  “I’d better open it.  I can’t imagine how you 
could get it open one-handed.”   

Susan thought a moment, and nodded.  “Okay.”   
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“Just put it right here by your hand?”  Quinn set the knife on the bed.   

Susan shook her head.  “Not close to my hand.  I really want to have to work to get it.  To get free.  Fix it 
so it takes a lot of time and a lot of work.”  Susan felt herself getting wet, for the first time since 
becoming aware of Quinn’s presence.  Having to work hard and long to escape her bondage -- that 
always had its effect on her.   

Quinn pinched her lip between thumb and forefinger.  “I could put it under your stomach, and you could 
kind of pinch it between her body and the sheet, and brush it with your body up towards your hand.”  
She smiled.  “You should see how your face lit up.  I know I’m on the right track.”  Then she frowned.  
“That would totally slice up your stomach, though...  Wait a minute.”  She brightened.  “Let me see 
what’s in your kitchen.”  She ran out of the room.  Susan could hear her looking in drawers.  She came 
back moments later with a long wooden spoon, part of the kitchen supplies Mom had made Susan bring 
with her that she hadn’t found a use for, with her reliance on frozen dinners.   

Quinn bent and, as Susan sucked in her stomach, Quinn pushed the spoon in underneath Susan’s 
stomach just below her navel, pointing across her body, the bowl on the left side.  “See, brush that up 
towards your hand, and I’ll put the knife here...”  She set it down between Susan’s right hand and the 
bedpost, just inches from the corner of the bed, several inches beyond Susan’s fingers.  “Try to reach it 
there.”   

Susan wriggled, stretching forward as far as the restraint on her ankles would allow, all her muscles taut 
and straining.  She felt the rope through her crotch tighten again, pushing her arousal another notch 
higher.  She relaxed, and shook her head.  “That’s good.  I can’t get it.”   

“Okay.  So once you have the spoon in your hand, you can use it to pull the knife to you.”   

Susan nodded eagerly, and said, “That’s the kind of thing I meant.  Thank you.”   

Quinn looked at the arrangement for Susan’s escape, seeming deep in thought.  “That knife is close 
enough to the corner of the bed that you could easily accidentally knock it to the floor.  And then you’d 
be totally stuck.  It’s not like you can slice through the rope with a wooden spoon, and there’s nothing 
else you can reach.”  She bit her lip.  “My dad closes up the shop at noon on Saturdays.  We just finish 
up leftover jobs from Friday.  I can leave then, and get here by twelve-thirty.  Here, let me leave my card 
here.”  She ran back to the living room, and returned with a business card.  She dropped it on the 
nightstand.  “As soon as you get free, send me a text.”   

Susan shook her head.  “My phone doesn’t text.”  She had never felt she had a reason to bother with the 
ability to send texts.   

Quinn nodded, “Shit, right, Suzy told me that.  Okay, just call, then.  Even if it’s the middle of the night.  
If I don’t answer, leave a voicemail.  Tell me you got free.  If you don’t, I’ll know you’re stuck, and I’ll 
come and let you loose.”   

“Okay.”  Susan wasn’t completely sure she wanted simply to be cut free, rather than saving herself on 
her own.  But Quinn was right -- there was a chance that escape might be impossible.  And if anyone did 
have to help Susan get loose, it had to be Quinn, who already knew Susan’s secret.  As usual, Susan 
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knew she couldn’t possibly call out for help from whomever could hear her -- especially right here in her 
apartment building, where everyone around was her neighbor and knew who she was.   

Susan could see her bedside clock, its big red digits readable even without her glasses.  It was just after 
10 p.m.  If Susan couldn’t free herself, she’d spend fourteen to fifteen hours unable to do anything 
about her post-tequila thirst.  Since Quinn was about to go, Susan realized she needed to do something 
about it now.  “Wait.  I’m sorry.  I woke up really thirsty, and I still haven’t had any water.  Could you get 
me some, please?”   

Quinn nodded, and went out to the kitchen.  Susan heard cupboards opening, the clink of a glass, the 
faucet running, and Quinn calling out, “Do you have any straws here?”   

Susan, seeing the problem, wished she did have some.  “No.”   

Quinn returned, holding a filled glass.  “We’ll make do, then.”  She gently lifted Susan’s chin so she could 
get the bottom of the glass below it, and carefully tilted the glass so Susan could drink.  Quinn’s hands 
were steady, and very little water spilled out as Susan drank.  Quinn took away the empty glass.  
“More?”   

Susan shook her head.  “I couldn’t hold more right now.”   

Quinn snorted.  “You know you won’t hold that for long either.”  Susan could see that Quinn was looking 
at the still-wet patch of bedsheet between Susan’s legs.   

Susan sighed.  “I know.”  At least the mattress was protected by Suzy’s foresight.   

Susan was suddenly acutely aware something was missing.  The thought of restoring the missing 
ingredients made the tingle intensify between her legs.  “Could you gag me again?  And blindfold me?”   

Quinn frowned.  “Are you sure?”   

Susan nodded.  This wasn’t like the time when she’d left herself blindfolded when she needed to 
retrieve her briefcase out in the woods, failing to think how easy it would be to lose her senses of 
location and direction and be lost permanently, with no hope of releasing herself from bondage.  At 
present, she knew exactly where everything was that she needed for freeing herself, didn’t need to see 
any of it, and being blind, she decided, would make her escape no harder.  And she did so love being 
gagged and blindfolded.  She waited for some sign from Suzy that she was making a serious mistake.  
None was forthcoming.   

Quinn picked up the gag, and Susan opened her mouth for it.  At that moment, Susan suddenly 
remembered the experience of her orgasm earlier tonight.  She remembered what she thought she had 
learned from it.  And she remembered what Quinn did for a living.  (For spare change, not a living.  And 
not even really much spare change...)  

Out of that mixture of thoughts, an idea came to Susan.  A brilliant idea.  Suzy wasn’t the only one who 
could get them.  An idea that scared Susan so much her heart started pounding.  You should just shut up 
and let this go, Susan, she told herself.  But being scared, according to her new theory, was exactly what 
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she needed.  The more the idea scared her, the more necessary it became.  She made herself speak.  
You’ll be rewarded later, she promised herself.  “Wh-What do you use for a whip?”   

Quinn raised her eyebrows at the question that came out of nowhere.  “There’s different kinds.  What I 
use depends on what the client is there for.  Some want symbolic pain, because they find it a turn-on.  
It’s purely sex play.  And some genuinely want to be punished.  Why do you ask?”   

“What do you use that causes the most pain, but without any cuts or permanent damage?”   

Quinn frowned as she thought it over, looking at Susan speculatively.  “I guess I’d go with the paddle.  
I’ve got one with air holes so it moves faster and hits harder, and the holes have rounded, smooth edges 
so they can’t break the skin.  I’ve never cut anybody with it.  It leaves bruises, but they heal.  I know 
you’re going somewhere with this, Susan.  Somebody tied up like you doesn’t go in for idle 
conversation.”   

Susan pushed herself, again, to go on.  “If I don’t get out of this and you have to come back tomorrow, 
bring that.  And paddle me, hard, before you let me go.”  Make it worse, Susan told herself.  Expecting 
just a token slap isn’t enough.  Make the picture totally clear in your mind of how bad it will be.  She 
forced herself still farther onward.  “Fifteen strokes.  Five on the butt, five on each thigh.  Treat me 
exactly like any one of your clients who wants to be punished.”   

With her greatest effort of all, Susan made herself keep looking at Quinn, despite a lifetime habit of 
avoiding eye contact.  You have to look like you’re sure, she told herself.   

Quinn blinked.  “For real?  I was guessing you just wanted some idea how mean I could be in general.  
From what Suzy said about you, you don’t seem like the type to...”   

Susan nodded, still looking Quinn in the eyes, and interrupted her, another novelty for Susan.  “I mean 
it.”  Make sure you can’t back out, she told herself.  “Do it, even if I look scared, or try to tell you no.  
Each time I make any sound, or shake my head, or anything that looks like I’m trying to get you to stop, 
add five more strokes total.”  A practical consideration presented itself.  “Unless it’s just squeaking in 
pain right after the stroke.”   

Susan could barely breathe, thinking about what she was doing.  Quinn continued looking at her.  Susan 
had a sense that Quinn really liked the idea, but that something was holding her back from agreeing to 
it.   

Susan explained, “I’m not expecting it to happen.  But I need to have that looming ahead of me.  It’s my 
motivation to get free on my own.”   

Quinn nodded.  “I can imagine that would really be some motivation.  I don’t have any problem with 
doing it -- I’ve done similar things often -- but you remember what I said about permission.  I can’t 
accept anything you say as a free-will statement when I’m already in a position of power over you.  It 
has to be made clear beforehand.”   

Susan shook her head quickly.  “This is different.  You know there isn’t any way you forced me to ask for 
this.  You didn’t even know I was going to.”   



22 
 

Quinn stood with her right hand against the side of her head, her eyes closed, deciding whether this fit 
in with the rules.  At last she said, “I’ve got the paddle here with me.  Suzy didn’t tell me not to bother 
bringing stuff like that, so I brought it along just in case.  My last reason for not agreeing to this yet is I’m 
not sure you know what you’re asking for.  If you still say yes once you do, I’m in.”   

Maintaining eye contact now might have been the hardest thing Susan had ever done.  She’s saying she 
wants to swat me now! she wailed in horror inside.  Just so I can see what it feels like!  And otherwise 
she won’t do it.  I need her to promise to do it!   

Susan had absolutely no interest in pain and punishment.  None whatsoever.  While reading about 
masochism, she had wondered what made a person want that.   

She was terribly afraid of what she was getting herself into.  She knew she would not enjoy any such 
paddling, at any level.  But that was exactly what made it so important.   

She understood now.  What had been missing from her orgasm tonight had been that element of fear.  
It didn’t, Susan saw now, have to be the fear of discovery.  It could just as well be fear of pain.  Tonight, 
as she was working on freeing herself, she needed to be terrified of the consequences of failing.  Exactly 
as she had been each time Suzy had tied her up and left her outside.   

Susan had wondered, all along, why Suzy, who seemed always to have Susan’s needs at heart, kept 
putting her in such scary situations.  In no way did Susan enjoy thinking of the possibility that she might 
be caught in bondage.   

Yet for some reason Susan couldn’t remotely understand, the threat of it supercharged her orgasms.   

It seemed that there were three basic building blocks to Susan’s sexual response.  One was being in 
bondage, and Susan had always been aware of that.  Another was the consideration of all the time and 
effort that would be required to escape the bondage, and Susan had seen that fairly early on.  And the 
third was fear of the dangers she might potentially fall into while in bondage, and Susan was only just 
now coming to recognize that.  Somehow Suzy had seen the entire picture, long before Susan did.  Suzy 
had always understood, as someone could only if they were inside Susan’s head.   

Exposure was one of those possible dangers, and that probably accounted for Susan’s need to be naked 
while tied up, but that was only one example.  Susan was sure that the situation she was putting herself 
in would serve just as well, as that third building block.   

It wasn’t masochism.  If Quinn paddled her, Susan knew it would be the worst thing she had experienced 
in her life -- being caught in bondage, by anyone other than Quinn, would be far worse, but that had 
never happened yet -- and Susan would absolutely get no positive reaction of any kind from being 
paddled by a professional.  What Susan needed wasn’t the pain.  It was the anticipation of potential 
pain, pain to be avoided at all costs: that is what fed into her sexual responsiveness.  She needed the 
fear of what would happen if she failed to escape bondage.  It was a possible consequence of bondage, 
something that was part of the world of bondage that Susan needed to inhabit fully.   

And now Quinn was proposing to give Susan a taste of that pain right now.  Now that Quinn had brought 
it up, Susan, who absolutely wanted no part of any such demonstration, realized that it was, 
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nevertheless, an important part of the whole effort.  She needed to know how much it would hurt.  If 
Susan, in her ignorance, managed to convince herself that paddling wouldn’t be so bad, that would 
probably defeat the entire purpose.  She wouldn’t fear it anymore.   

Susan looked at Quinn and nodded, unable to make herself say the words.   

Quinn went out to the living room.  Susan could hear her rooting around in her duffle bag.  Susan’s heart 
started pounding harder than ever as Quinn returned, holding the instrument of torment under 
discussion.   

It was beyond Susan’s power to avoid squeezing her eyes shut.  Quinn said, “This’ll be just one, but it’ll 
be the way I’d do them tomorrow.  Just so you know, when I give multiple swats, I give time in between 
for the client to think about it.”  In other words, a detached part of Susan’s mind told her, time between 
to let the pain mature and the dread build for the next one.   

Then, probably because she saw Susan had her eyes closed, Quinn said, “Okay, left buttock, in five, four, 
three, two, one...”   

Susan tensed, and heard a slight hissing sound, and an instant later a flash of stinging pain attacked her 
left buttock, and spread out as a wave of fire -- not the good kind like an orgasm.  The bad, I-don’t-want-
this kind.   

Susan somehow avoided crying out -- with Quinn’s warning, she’d managed to steel herself against 
doing so, knowing she couldn’t afford to make that much noise.  Afterward it was nearly as hard for her 
to clamp down on an automatic plea for Quinn not to hurt her anymore.  Susan breathed in tiny sips of 
air, as the pain slowly faded.  She had to remind herself, forcefully, why she was doing this.  At last, with 
more determination than ever, she looked up at Quinn again.  Not yet able to make herself speak 
voluntarily, she nodded.   

Quinn nodded back, and smiled.  “Good girl.  All right, now you know.  You said you don’t want to be 
able to back out, so I’ll just ask once.  Be sure about your answer, because once you say yes, I’ll consider 
it a done deal.  If I need to come back tomorrow to set you loose, do you want the fifteen swats?”   

A hurricane of conflicting thoughts whirled through Susan’s head.  Three of them dominated.  One of 
them ran: I know why I’m doing this.  I cheated myself out of a super-orgasm before, because I didn’t 
understand what I needed.  I don’t want to be disappointed again.  The second was: The swats aren’t 
going to happen.  I will get out of this.  It will be a lot of work [a quick thrill of arousal ignited between 
Susan’s legs as she visualized the work], but it’s all set up, it’s straightforward and simple, and I will do it, 
like I’ve got myself free every time before, even those times when I didn’t know how I was going to do it.  
I don’t need to think of this as agreeing to all that pain.  That’s not what this is about.  I’m just setting up 
the potential for pain to be held over my head while I’m working on escape.  That’s what I need.   

The third was: Suzy isn’t telling me not to do this.  I’ve got in trouble by ignoring signs before.  There’s 
nothing there this time.   
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Continuing to look at Quinn, repeating to herself, it won’t happen, it won’t happen, Susan said, “If you 
come back, I want the fifteen swats.”  Another burst of excitement buzzed between her legs, in 
anticipation of the explosion of sexual energy she was going to feel later.   

Quinn grinned and nodded.  “Okay.  If I have to come here and get you out of this, be prepared for some 
punishment beforehand.  Treating you like a client.  I always hold up my end of the deal.  Fifteen strokes 
with the paddle.  Like I said, you’ll have bruises, but no permanent marks.”   

Susan, now that she had done it, felt horror bursting into shrapnel inside her mind at what she had done 
-- the arguments in favor had carried the day, but the arguments against the whole idea, augmented by 
the memory of the pain of that one single swat, refused to go away.  She had to renew her inner chant 
of it won’t happen, it won’t happen, until some of the clamor quieted, to some extent.  To Quinn, she 
simply nodded, and said, “Thank you.”  She opened her mouth for the gag again.   

As Quinn strapped on the blindfold afterward, Susan felt her excitement continuing to build, along with 
that horror returning -- the clamor of negative voices couldn’t be stilled entirely.  She reminded herself, 
in another effort to suppress the horror, that the arrangement was made, the deal was done.  Susan 
couldn’t stop what lay ahead of her, except by getting loose before early afternoon tomorrow.  And I will 
get loose, she insisted to herself.   

And she had one more weapon against those disagreeable, worried voices inside: she reminded them 
again about the super-orgasms.  She wanted one so, so, so much.  And she felt sure this was the only 
way to get one.   

Quinn spoke.  “I’ll turn off the light.  I don’t guess it matters one way or another, all things considered, 
but you’ll save some electricity anyway.  And I’ll leave the front door unlocked, because otherwise I can’t 
get back in if I need to.”   

Susan hadn’t thought about that.  It scared her for a moment, before she remembered that being scared 
by the possibilities was the whole point.  Discovery was back on the table, if anyone should hear her and 
decide to check on her well-being.  Susan thrust aside the automatic No, no, no feeling that Quinn 
leaving the door unlocked was giving her.  She knew it was exactly what she needed.  Facing in the 
direction of Quinn’s voice, she said, “Mm-hmm,” and nodded her head.   

Quinn continued, “It was really, really nice meeting you, Susan.  You and Suzy both.  I know I will see you 
again soon, even if it’s not tomorrow.  I’m looking forward to that.”   

A moment later Susan was startled to feel a soft kiss on her cheek, between the straps of the gag and 
the blindfold.   

Susan heard Quinn go into the living room.  There were sounds Susan identified as Quinn getting 

dressed, and closing up her bag.  After a few minutes, Susan heard the front door open, then close.  And 

then the apartment was silent. 
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Chapter 3 

Susan lay stretched out on her bed, as her heart began pounding harder and harder.  Her mind spun so 
out of control she could barely grasp and fasten onto any of the thoughts racing by.   

What did I do what did I do what did I do???  It all made so much sense at the time, and now it seems so 
crazy!   

And at that moment it became worse.  The real significance of Quinn leaving the door unlocked finally 
sank in.   

I didn’t need to set up a paddling, Susan screamed at herself.  For ANY reason!  It was completely 
unnecessary!   

Susan believed strongly that she was correct in her conclusion that she needed to bring the fear factor 
back into the game, that the power of her orgasms depended on it.  But just leaving the door unlocked 
was enough!   

Quinn had not yet said she would do that, at the time Susan had requested her “punishment,” but the 
need to do it was obvious.  It was Quinn who had pointed out that the door had to be unlocked for her 
to get back in, but Susan could easily have realized the same thing on her own.  What else was Quinn 
going to do, take Susan’s only apartment key back to Watney with her, without being sure she was going 
to return tomorrow?  She was only coming back if Susan needed help getting loose.   

If Susan had seen that before Quinn had, she herself could have asked Quinn to leave the door 
unlocked, instead of coming up with that whole idea about the paddling.  As soon as Quinn had said that 
about the door, Susan had instantly felt the fear start coursing through her veins, the fear she needed to 
have.  Ordinarily no one would come barging into Susan’s apartment uninvited, but they would if they 
thought she was in trouble, which they might very well do if they heard her making noises during her 
orgasm that she still felt unsure she could control at will.  That’s why it scared her.  And even without 
that expectation, Susan’s “place of safety” simply didn’t feel safe without the ability to protect it from 
intruders.   

And that would have been all it took.  Quinn would leave the door unlocked, Susan would feel the same 
danger she felt during outdoor bondage, due to the possibility of discovery, her sexual response would 
reach its off-the-scale level, and if she failed to free herself afterward, Quinn would simply walk in 
tomorrow and let her loose.  Painlessly.   

But now it wasn’t going to go like that.   

And then Susan’s thoughts veered off in yet another unwelcome direction.   

The world was as black as ever behind the blindfold.  Susan had been correct in telling herself she didn’t 
really need to see, in order to free herself from her entrapment.   

But she hadn’t anticipated the psychological needs.  Such as the need to know how much time was left.  
She couldn’t see her clock, and as time passed she would not even be able to tell whether it was still 
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nighttime or whether the sun had risen.  She had no access to any visual cues related to time.  Susan, 
after unnecessarily creating, all by herself, the danger of being paddled, had then put herself in a world 
that lacked the one thing most crucial to her mental and emotional well-being under the circumstances: 
knowledge of how much time had gone by and how much remained.  It wasn’t that she thought she 
would require more time than was available.  Fourteen hours should be more than sufficient for what 
she needed to do.  But her ability to judge how much time she had left was purely subjective now, and 
she could easily convince herself she must be close to running out of time when in fact there was plenty 
left -- two hours could easily feel like fourteen.  And then she would panic, would completely lose the 
ability to work calmly and methodically, as she absolutely had to if she wanted to get out of this.   

Susan could feel herself descending towards a loss of bladder control again, and she struggled to put a 
lid on all thoughts, of any kind.  Feel the bed, she told herself.  It’s soft, it’s warm.  Don’t think, just feel.  
With her arms and legs spread wide, it was natural for Susan to imagine herself floating on air.  She 
pictured herself a feather, drifting on a light breeze.   

She tensed up again as memories of her encounter with Quinn returned.  Those thoughts shot her 
ahead to the future once more, the dread of Quinn returning, taking out the paddle that Susan wouldn’t 
see, only feel, again and again.  And again.  The one single stroke had been shockingly painful.  So what 
would fifteen of them be like?  Ten of them on the backs of her thighs, already aching from being so 
widely split.  And Susan would be utterly unable to stop it, not by moving away, not by begging for 
mercy...   

Susan made herself back up, away from the future, to her most recent interaction with Quinn: that soft 
pressing of Quinn’s lips on her cheek.  Susan could still feel the warmth of the place Quinn had kissed.  
Could still feel the softness.   

That reminded Susan of the astonishing fact that Quinn had made love to the very same body that Susan 
was occupying, not more than a few hours ago -- something Susan had not been aware of at the time, 
but now she had the memories of it.  Very nice memories, of the joining of bodies for mutual pleasure.  
It was something Susan would never have thought to seek out with another woman, but she had access 
to Suzy’s experience of it.  And Suzy had liked it very much.   

It worked, for the time being.  Susan reminded herself that she did have a way of freeing herself from 
her bonds, and that there was no reason to believe the paddling would occur.  At length she felt calm 
enough to try to start effecting her escape.  She worked within her mind, with at least temporary 
success, to build a wall against her worries in order to continue maintaining that calm.   

Susan could feel the wooden spoon, at present the one single focus of her effort to escape, lying 
crosswise under her stomach, the bowl of the spoon on her left.  She needed to move it up along her 
body.   

It occurred to her it was not going to be nearly as easy in practice as it seemed in theory.  Lifting the 
weight of her body off the spoon, so that she could brush her stomach against it, was nearly impossible, 
as stretched out as she was.   

Both of her feet were lying on their sides on the bed, toes pointed outward.  Susan pressed the side of 
each foot hard into the bed, while at the same time pressing down with her fingers, keeping her body 
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rigid in between, trying to lift herself from both ends.  With her teeth clamped down hard on the gag, 
and grunting with effort, she kept trying as long as she could, until her arms and legs were shaking, and 
shortly after that they gave out altogether.  To say that she collapsed back onto the bed would make it 
sound as though she had raised herself above it.  She hadn’t.   

Susan whimpered as the fear began billowing inside her once again.  She felt her earlier panic beginning 
to descend on her once more, and fought it off.   

She wondered whether there was any way to break the cuffs.  At least they were leather, rather than 
steel.  She had looked them over earlier, while she could see.  She had already decided, before that, that 
each cuff had a metal strip underneath the leather, to which the D-ring was attached.  There was heavy 
stitching through the leather along both edges, and she strongly suspected it wasn’t just holding the 
upper and lower layers of leather together.  Very likely the steel between the sheets had holes at its 
edges, which the stitching went through.  The cuffs, then, would be as unbreakable as Susan’s metal 
ones.  The metal clearly didn’t completely encircle her wrist, though.  It obviously stopped short of the 
point, on the back side of her wrist, where the leather split into two straps, secured by two buckles.  
Located where they were, there was no possible way for her to unbuckle the straps -- nobody’s fingers 
bent that way.  But if she could pull hard enough, she thought skeptically, the straps might break.   

Gritting her teeth once more on the gag, she pulled her hands back towards her as hard as she could, 
doing the same with her feet at the same time.  Again she kept up the effort until the muscles in her 
arms and legs were quivering with fatigue, the breath bursting out of her in explosive grunts, until she 
couldn’t maintain the effort any longer.  She wondered if focusing all her effort on one hand, her right, 
would work better.  She tried it until, once again, her strength gave out.   

Terror flooded through her.  I can’t do it! she wailed inside.  I can’t move the spoon, I can’t break the 
cuffs!  I have no way out of this!  All I can do is lie here for what will seem like days, in a big stretched-
out X, while I get thirsty and hungry and my legs hurt more and more -- they already hurt now, and over 
so many hours it will get so much worse -- and then at the end Quinn is going come in and paddle me 
and then it’s really going to hurt!   

At no time would she consider calling out for help, any more than she ever would have on either of her 
earlier bondage weekends.  If she were paddled, the pain would eventually end, the strained and 
tormented muscles of her legs would heal, the bruises would fade, and even the feeling of powerless 
humiliation from the paddling would gradually go away.  But the unquenchable shame of being the 
famous Naked Bondage Girl, found by neighbors trapped on her own bed, would stay with her the rest 
of her life.  There was no question that the only choice she could make was to await Quinn’s return 
quietly, swamped by fretting and dread the entire time.  Sleep wouldn’t be possible, knowing what lay 
ahead.   

And the whole point of asking for the paddling, she told herself, was to improve my sexual response, 
and now I’m so scared of it I can’t even think about masturbating!   

Susan moaned as she realized she was about to pee on the bed again.   

She caught herself when a sudden thought burst on her.  Something she had overlooked during her 
failed efforts to break the cuffs.   
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She had been lifting her waist off the bed.   

She could see how she’d done it.  She saw what leverage she needed.   

She took several deep breaths to prepare herself for the effort.  Then she pulled upward as hard as she 
could with her forearms and calf muscles, making her elbows and knees dig downward into the bed.  
Straining until her whole body shook, she kept, as before, everything in between rigid, down her spine 
to her hips.   

Pulling upward with her ankles made the rope tighten hard through her crotch.  She felt the stirring of 
arousal.   

She could feel her hips leave the surface of the bed.  She could still feel the spoon, touched lightly by her 
stomach rather than pressed hard into it.   

She strained to back down the bed the distance she could -- probably not more than a centimeter or 
two, then arched her back, pressing harder against the spoon, and moved her weight back forward 
again.   

She could feel it!  The spoon had slid a tiny distance up the bed!   

Energized by excitement, she repeated the moves again.  And again.  After several more cycles, the 
spoon had moved several inches.  It had been below her navel.  Now it was above it.   

She was out of breath, out of strength.  She could feel a sheen of sweat that had broken out as she 
worked, now starting to roll in droplets down her sides and thighs.  I can do this! she exclaimed to 
herself.  I can get out of this!  It’s just going to take a lot of work.   

She began visualizing that work.  And hardly noticed when the excitement of accomplishment shifted 
direction.   

Her hips began twitching on their own.  She felt the intense tingling, from the rope’s attention to her 
crotch that had been repeated again and again, begin spreading out to the rest of her body.  She 
moaned softly, her hands clenching into fists.   

Contracting muscles made her body ripple in waves.  The tingling became a fire inside her, taking over 
every atom of her conscious mind, pushing all other thoughts out.  Good.  Good.  Better!  Better!  Yes!  
YESSSSS!!!!!....   

As she reminded herself to clamp down on any sounds she might make, the orgasm took over, lifted her, 
glorified her.  Every muscle from her head to her toe wriggled in ecstasy.   

Slowly, slowly, her body was returned to her.  The orgasm let go, and returned her rational mind to her, 
washed and cleaned.   

The entire surface of the bed was wet from sweat now, almost squishy.   
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That was it! she thought triumphantly.  I got there.  I got all the way there.   

She sighed in complete satisfaction.  And didn’t notice when she drifted to sleep.   

*   *   *   *   * 

Susan awoke, feeling blissful.  She believed she knew more about herself now, in an important and 
useful way.   

Apparently she had been right, about what she needed -- about what had been missing earlier, and how 
to restore it.  That last orgasm had been every bit as powerful as any she had experienced.  Bringing 
back the fear element had to be the reason.   

And the fear now descended on her again.  She hadn’t yet eliminated the future threat of an 
excruciating paddling.  She had only confirmed that she should be able to avoid it, that she could set 
herself free on her own.  But she hadn’t yet completed the work of saving herself.  She’d only just 
started, in fact.   

The uncertainty she had dreaded asserted itself.  She’d fallen asleep, which she knew she shouldn’t do.  
She’d known she would do it after the orgasm, yet that fact hadn’t been important during the throes of 
sexual need.  It was now.  She had no way of knowing how long she had been asleep, so she had no idea 
how much time was left.  Her best guess was that she might have slept three hours -- at least she didn’t 
feel as though it was an entire night’s worth.  After the false start in trying to move the spoon, the 
ensuing fretting, the discovery of another way, and the timeless time spent building up to orgasm, she 
thought an hour might have gone by -- she hoped not more than that.  That would make it about 11 
p.m. when she’d fallen asleep.  And then the hypothetical three hours of sleep would bring the time to 2 
a.m.  Plenty of time remaining -- though not really, at the rate she was going.   

She could feel the spoon pressed into her stomach.  It hurt a little, from having rested on it in the same 
position for so long while she slept -- though not as much as her inner thighs, feeling the strain of being 
split so wide apart for so long, and her butt, still hot and pulsing from the impact of the paddle.   

She resumed trying to move the spoon, and found that the muscles in her forearms and calves, so 
heavily used in the process earlier, were already worryingly tired.   

That’s nothing, she told herself, my muscles were a lot more tired than that hopping home from the 
park.  She flexed the muscles again, digging her elbows and knees into the yielding mattress, lifted her 
midsection, brushed against the spoon underneath her, and succeeded in moving it, once more, a little 
farther up her body.   

She rested and examined her progress.  The movement of the spoon so far, she realized now, hadn’t 
quite been straight up along her stomach.  It had shifted a little distance to her left.  The shifting done so 
far had, by now, moved the bowl of the spoon out from underneath her stomach, which was a relief.   

She resumed the labor-intensive process of lifting her body to push the spoon forward.   
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In a few minutes, she was out of breath, her arm and leg muscles shaking from overuse, and the spoon 
had barely moved an inch.  It wasn’t as easy as it had seemed at first.   

She rested again, grudgingly, a few minutes -- as she’d foreseen, her complete ignorance of the amount 
of time remaining built quickly into a fear that very little was -- and resumed the effort once more.   

She was sweating profusely again.  She was also starting to get thirsty again, and hated the idea that her 
body was getting rid of water so quickly.   

The handle of the spoon was just below her breasts, and now she became aware of a problem.  The 
spoon was turning.  It was pivoting slowly around the bowl, which her stomach was no longer in contact 
with.  While the rest of the spoon, its handle, was moving up her body, the bowl had moved a little, but 
not nearly as far.  Worse, the bowl had been pushed still farther to the left -- a couple of inches of the 
handle nearest the bowl had drifted out from under her.  She wanted to move to her left, and drag the 
bowl back underneath her, but she had almost no ability whatever to shift her stomach to either side.  If 
the spoon kept turning, its entire length would eventually be pushed out of her reach.   

Along with that worry, her mind was grappling with the question of what would happen when the spoon 
reached her breasts.  She had no way to lift them completely off the bed, and didn’t see how she could 
move the spoon past them.   

She would have to worry about that later, when the time came.  At present the problem was whether 
she could even get the spoon that far.   

She decided she had to try to pull the spoon back to the right, to get the bowl back underneath her 
again.  As she lifted herself once more, she twisted as much as she could at her hips and shoulders, 
trying to swing her body just a little to the left, let it down on the spoon, and sweep it to the right.   

She tried it five times, and couldn’t detect any movement of the spoon at all.   

She resumed trying to move it upward along her body, hoping that she could somehow get the bowl to 
follow the movement.  But she no longer seemed to be in enough contact with the spoon to move it.  
She thought only about half of the handle was underneath her now.   

She could feel the sweat running down her on all sides now, both from exertion and from returning fear.  
She was having a hard time getting her breath.   

She decided to reverse the entire movement, to get the spoon back where it had been at the beginning, 
hopefully aligned the way it had been, so she could start over and move it more carefully.  She pushed 
backward with her weight on the spoon, trying to turn it clockwise to line up, once again, across her 
body.  Instead, the spoon moved in the direction it was pointed, farther to the left.   

Near panic, Susan tried to throw her body to the left, the tiny distance her bonds allowed.  She tried to 
lift herself as she did it, but her strength gave out in mid-movement.  To her horror, she felt the end of 
the handle pushed still farther left.   
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She tried the same move, again and again, and could feel the tip of the handle touching underneath the 
left side of her rib cage, but she seemed to have completely lost the ability to move it.   

She dropped her head against the bed, sobbing in despair.  She wasn’t at all surprised to feel her bladder 
let go yet again, as it did whenever terror overcame her.  It hardly seemed to matter.  The entire bed 
was soaked with sweat.  What difference did a little more pee make?   

Susan couldn’t stop thinking of Quinn standing over her, holding the paddle.  She wouldn’t see when 
Quinn started the stroke, but she would hear the paddle hissing through the air.  Then sudden, fiery pain 
in her buttock, lingering long after the stroke, only just beginning to subside when the next one came, 
perhaps on one of her thighs.  Unable to escape it, unable to stop it.  Almost certainly reflexively shaking 
her head, earning still more strokes.   

She dug her fingernails into the bedsheet, feeling the pain already, knowing her imagination was a pale 
shadow of what the reality would be like.   

With her fingertips making impressions in the mattress, Susan froze suddenly, sucking in a sharp breath.   

Could that work?   

She knew she couldn’t reach the knife, where it was.  But could she pull the knife towards her?   

Susan and the knife lay on a fitted sheet, it ends sewn together for a snug fit around the corners of the 
mattress.  She probably couldn’t make the sheet release its hold on the front right corner.  But could she 
make it yield just a little?  Pull the fabric between her hand and the corner just a few inches closer?   

The attempt could easily fail.  Susan knew that the knife, as Quinn had pointed out, was only inches 
from the corner.  Any attempt to move it could easily backfire, with the knife sliding over the edge and 
off the bed.   

She would have to be very careful.  But she had nothing to lose.  The spoon was already lost.  Aside from 
this new idea, there was no other way she could retrieve the knife.   

She decided to make absolutely sure that was true.  Had she given up on the spoon too soon?  Pulling 
the knife towards her had to be a last resort, because if she did lose it over the edge of the bed, it would 
be too late to try anything else.   

Once again, pulling upwards with her aching, exhausted forearm muscles and calves, Susan dug her 
elbows and knees into the bed, keeping her body between them rigid, lifting it just slightly off the bed.  
She tried, harder than ever, to shift her weight as far to the left as she could, at most an inch.   

Underneath her rib cage, far to the left, she could feel perhaps the last inch of the handle of the spoon.  
Lowering her weight onto it, relieving the pain in her muscles, she shifted back towards the right, trying 
to pull the spoon with her.  She simply slid off the spoon, failing to move it.   

She was reluctant to give up and switch to her new plan, since it was so final.  Four more tries, she told 
herself.  That’s it.   
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She didn’t make it to the fourth try.  On the second, her waning strength couldn’t get her high enough, 
and she nudged against the spoon while still on the bed, pushing it away.  On the third attempt, 
straining as hard as she could, she wasn’t able to touch the spoon at all.  She had pushed it forever 
beyond the range of her body.   

She lay still, breathing hard, sweating heavily once again.  If my last resort doesn’t work, she thought, I’ll 
have to go through all the pain of the paddling while I’m desperate for water.  On top of all the other 
pain, before it even starts.   

As her breathing returned to normal, her heart rate did not.  She had given up hope earlier, then seen it 
restored.  What would it feel like to lose it again?   

I’m not giving up, though, she told herself.   

At the end of her outstretched arm, she spread out the tips of her thumb and index finger on the cloth 
and slowly closed them, sliding them together along the cloth, trying to pinch some of the cloth 
between them.   

The fingers only slid, without raising up a ridge of cloth.   

She tried again, and again.  The sheet fit the apartment’s queen-sized bed snugly.  It wasn’t easy to warp 
the surface of it.   

On the seventh try she managed to get a little cloth pinched between her fingers, but couldn’t hold on.  
She was excited, though, by the near success.  Frustrated by the failure.   

The same happened on the eighth try.  For the ninth, she dug all her fingers, and her thumb across from 
them, into the mattress as hard as she could, and brought them slowly together, scraping against the 
cloth along the way.  She grunted and wriggled in excitement when she found she had a firm grip on a 
handful of cloth.   

Okay, she warned herself, don’t lift it upward.  That would make a slope that the knife could easily slide 
down, to the corner and off the bed.  Just pull the cloth towards you.  Slowly.  If I pull too hard and the 
end of the cloth loses its hold on the corner of the mattress, it could slingshot the knife past my hand, 
and it might end up where I can’t reach it.  And can’t see it to be sure what to do next.   

Clamping her teeth hard around the gag, she pulled the cloth towards her.  She couldn’t sense any 
movement at first.  Her fingers ached from the effort.  At last the end of the cloth, apparently, must 
have slid partway up the mattress corner.  The wad of cloth gripped in her hand was a few inches closer.   

She let go of it and strained to reach out with her hand as far as she could, patting the cloth, hoping to 
feel the knife.  Nothing.  Not close enough yet.   

It was easy to resume her grip on a fistful of cloth, the way it was bunched up now.  She pulled again, 
until she felt the cloth move slightly nearer again.  She let go once more, patted the cloth.   
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There!  She felt the handle of the knife, barely, with the tip of her finger.  The ring at the end of the 
handle should be to the left...  A little too far left, it turned out.  Out of her reach.  She bunched a fistful 
of cloth in her hand and pulled again.   

The sewn end of the cloth suddenly lost its grip on the corner of the mattress.  Susan squeaked in alarm.  
Desperately she patted the surface, trying to find where the knife had ended up.  When she twisted her 
wrist as far left as it would go, her fingers struck the handle, close enough that she could hook her 
middle finger around it and pull it towards her.   

*   *   *   *   * 

Susan decided she needed to cut through the rope from underneath -- she didn’t want the blade to slice 
through the mattress.  After tapping at the knife edge with her finger to make it was sharp-side-up, she 
started sawing the blade back and forth underneath the rope.   

Occasionally she switched from sawing across the rope to scraping the blade along the rope, then 
resumed sawing.  She had to stop several times to shake out her fingers when they would start to 
cramp.   

She nearly cried out in joy when the rope finally broke.  She spent a little time resting, while inside her 
mind she tore up the mental image of being paddled and threw it away.  Not going to happen!  Not 
going to happen!   

The first thing she wanted to do was get the gag out from between her sore jaws.  She unbuckled it one-
handed, then the blindfold.   

She could see the clock, at last.  It was 4:30 a.m.  Dawn would be in an hour or so.  Quinn would be 
asleep, but she’d said to call anytime and leave a voicemail.   

Susan still couldn’t see much in the darkened room, and her bedside lamp was still out of reach for now, 
but she didn’t really need to see anything.  Rather than take the time to saw through the rope holding 
her left hand, she unbuckled the cuff.  It came naturally to her to want to preserve the rope undamaged 
for some future use, and she felt pretty sure it wasn’t even hers.  Quinn, it seemed, must use the same 
bondage supplier Susan did -- Susan recalled Quinn didn’t seem to have seen Susan’s bondage 
equipment until after Susan was already tied up.   

Preparing herself for pain, Susan pushed her upper body up with her arms and settled back onto her 
widely-spread knees, as her angry thighs screamed protests at her -- they hadn’t liked their immoveable 
position that had been forced on them for hours, but still less did they want to be in a different one.  
Susan told herself it was going to be another rough couple of days standing up in the library.  But at 
least, she thought in relief, my thighs aren’t covered with bruises from the paddle.  She untied the rope 
around her waist and, straining to reach in an awkward position, unbuckled the cuff around her right 
ankle.  The left, of course, was then much easier, and she was free!   

She turned on her lamp, and saw Quinn’s card on the nightstand.  She started to reach for her phone, 
but ran into the bathroom first and turned on the light.  She noticed, to her surprise, that the towel 
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Quinn had used after her shower was now neatly folded on her towel rack rather than tossed on the 
floor.   

She turned her back to the mirror and twisted around to see her butt.  There was a large angry red-
purple blotch on her left buttock.  No cuts, though, as Quinn had promised.  Susan hoped it would heal, 
or at least stop hurting, by next weekend.   

She came back out into her room and picked up her phone at last, along with Quinn’s card, which said 
MISTRESS QUINN, along with a phone number, email, and website address.   

Susan waited nervously after punching in the phone number, waiting for the call to go through.  She was 
not at all surprised when it went to voicemail.   

Susan hated leaving messages almost as much as she hated talking to people live on the phone.  She was 
always sure her message would sound nervous, she’d forget something important, the recipient of the 
message would laugh on hearing it, and worst of all, Susan’s voice would be recorded indefinitely, 
leaving her mark on the world despite her wish that she would never have to.   

When the beep sounded, Susan cleared her throat, wondering why she hadn’t done that before the 
beep.  “Qu...”  Susan lost her focus, as she often did in this situation, and started over.  “Quinn, it’s 
Susan.”  Out of habit she gave her phone number, despite knowing Quinn must already have it and 
knowing it would show up on her phone anyway.  “I got loose.  Obviously.”  She hesitated, as she felt a 
sudden urge to say something more personal, which she nearly always avoided and found nearly 
impossible to do.  She went ahead.  “I...  I really liked meeting you too.  Thank you, so much, for tonight.  
And... I’m looking forward to seeing you again too.”  Susan, to her astonishment, realized that, for 
almost the first time in her life, she actually meant that.   

She punched the hang up button before she could embarrass herself any further.   

To her further amazement, she found herself wishing Quinn had answered the phone.  Susan wasn’t 

sure why she felt this, but she realized she had never in her life met someone she found so easy to talk 

to. 
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Chapter 4 

By Monday, Susan found she could sit down for limited periods at her library job.  Luckily she was able 
to walk around pushing the book cart sufficiently often that her discomfort wasn’t noticeable, or so she 
hoped.  She wondered how she could have got through the day if she’d received the full paddle 
treatment.   

Her hangover was another issue, and it was a little more intense than usual Monday morning.  It was 
compounded by a slight sleep deficit.  Friday night, or actually Saturday morning, she had stripped the 
bed after freeing herself and calling Quinn, and slept through the pre-dawn hours on her couch, getting 
the mattress started drying out.  Following a daytime of fitful naps and TV watching Saturday, she spent 
Saturday night, again, on the couch.  She couldn’t get into a normal sleep on the couch, though she did 
drift off eventually.  Then she had received the drinking signal Sunday morning.  She really wasn’t feeling 
up to getting drunk Sunday night, but she knew Suzy probably wanted to talk to Quinn, and Susan felt 
such a strong obligation to Suzy that she wasn’t about to deny her.  When she returned to self-
awareness Sunday night, she felt more dizzy than usual, considering the length of time since she’d taken 
her last drink.  She fell asleep in her clothes, and woke up in the middle of the night to change to 
pajamas and get under the covers for a normal sleep.   

When Susan’s phone rang Monday night, she was afraid to see who was calling.  She was worried it was 
Mrs.  Corcoran from the library, who, Susan felt suddenly sure, must have noticed something wrong 
with Susan at work after all.  She said “Hello?”  tentatively, as if preparing to be slapped in the face.   

“Hi, Susan.  It’s Quinn,” said the voice over the phone.   

Susan pushed away an instant of pleasure at the idea of talking to Quinn and gave way to confusion as 
to why she might be calling.  Her heart started pounding, and she wasn’t sure exactly why that was 
either.  “Oh, Suzy isn’t...  available right now.”  She’d realized in mid-sentence that a more automatic 
“Suzy isn’t here” wouldn’t be strictly true.   

“I called to talk to you, Susan.”  In repeating Susan’s name, clearly Quinn was emphasizing exactly who it 
was she wanted and that she wasn’t confused about who she was talking to.   

That gave rise to another puzzle in Susan’s mind.  “How did you know it was me?”   

“The two of you talk differently.  It’s not easy to explain.  You both use the exact same voice, but I can 
tell which of you is speaking.  I called because I need to ask you some questions.  Remember about the 
rules?”   

Susan frowned, trying to decide which rules Quinn was talking about, and realized it had to be Quinn’s 
self-imposed requirement that any client had to state clearly what her interests and needs were and 
what she didn’t want Quinn to do.  “You want to know what kinds of things I like?”   

“Exactly.  I’ll tell you why I asked.  Suzy and I are trying to work out some plans for you.  She went into a 
lot of detail about what you like and what you don’t, so I’ve got a better feeling for that than I did Friday.  
But I need to hear it from you.”   
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So that explained what Suzy had been doing last night, thought Susan.  A thrill of excitement ran 
through Susan at the prospect of an adventure, almost surely more elaborate than the one Friday night, 
being concocted by Quinn and Suzy jointly, but it led to an obvious question.  “I’m sorry, don’t get mad...  
I mean...  I understand why Suzy is looking out for me.  But why are you doing so much for me?”   

Susan could hear the smile in Quinn’s voice.  “I like both of you a lot, Susan.  And the two of you 
fascinate me.  I told you I do what I do for fun, and exploring your two personalities is...  Well, obviously, 
I’ve never done anything like it before.  I feel lucky to have the chance.”   

Susan blinked in surprise.  No one in her life had ever implied that they felt lucky to know her.  “Th-
thank you.  I mean really.”  A horrifying thought emerged.  In a tiny voice, Susan pleaded, “You won’t tell 
anyone else, right?”  She knew that what had happened inside her head was unusual.  The attention she 
would draw if the world in general knew about her would be unbearable.   

“Susan, I absolutely swear I will not tell any other person about you and Suzy.  There’s nothing I consider 
worth gaining from telling anyone, there’s no reason I should, and, like I said, I like you.  I’d never want 
to hurt you.”  She laughed briefly.  “Not that way, anyway.  The point is, if I told anybody, I know what it 
would do to you.”   

However lucky Quinn felt to have met Susan and Suzy, it was insignificant compared to Susan’s 
gratitude, right now, for Suzy having brought Quinn into her life.  “Thank you...  Oh!  So what did you 
want to ask me?”   

“I should start by saying I don’t think we can be ready by this Friday.  I know you had your heart set on a 
long weekend.  For one thing, it’s possible we might need some more equipment.  We haven’t decided 
yet.”  Susan felt disappointment, that the opportunity presented by the upcoming three-day weekend 
was lost, but it was overridden by excited speculation about what kind of bondage experience Quinn 
and Suzy might possibly come up with for her.  She almost missed Quinn continuing, “...and I’m having 
to do a lot of reading.”   

Susan thought for a moment that made sense, then realized it didn’t.  “Reading?  Why?”   

For the first time Quinn was a little evasive, but sounded unapologetic for it.  “I can’t tell you right now.”   

Okay, thought Susan, it would spoil the surprise.  She was about to ask what the questions were again, 
but Quinn didn’t need further prodding.  “Tell me what you really like.  What gets you turned on, and 
why?”   

Susan frowned.  “I’ve never figured out anything about why.”   

“I understand.  What I’m really looking for is any thinking you’ve done on it, even if it hasn’t got you 
anywhere.  When I get clients talking about their thinking, pretty often it tells me more about their inner 
desires than just the bare bones of their fantasy.”   

“Okay.”  Susan tried to put her thoughts in order.  The first point was easy.  “I like to be tied up.  Well, 
‘tied’ sounds like rope, but chains are great too.  The harder it is to move or do anything, that’s always 
better.”  Susan marveled at the fact she was telling any of this to another living soul.  But somehow it 
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felt natural telling Quinn.  Obviously it helped that Quinn was a professional familiar with fetishes of all 
types, bondage included, and could be assumed to have a detached, clinical interest in them.  But it 
went farther.  Susan felt a bond with Quinn she had never felt with anyone.  “Oh, and you remember 
this from Friday.  I prefer to be able to get out of it myself, and I like that to be really hard to do.  In the 
end I don’t want it to be like, ‘Okay, now I’ll just untie this knot and be out of here.’ It has to be 
something where there’s a lot of time and effort involved.  Usually I can’t even figure out how to escape 
until Suzy tells me, or gives me a hint.  I like that.  And it might even fail.  I should be able to see that 
there’s a chance I might be stuck, or at least take a lot longer than intended to get free.”  She realized 
being more specific about positions would probably help.  “I love being hogtied, that’s just about the 
best.  Gag and blindfold if possible.  You know that from Friday.  Oh, and that position on Friday.  That 
big, wide X.  You said you hadn’t tied anyone quite that stretched out before, and Suzy told you to do it 
that way.  I could barely, barely move at all.  I loved that.”   

It occurred to Susan that this might be the longest single burst of conversation that had ever come out 
of her mouth.  In her life.   

Quinn prodded her, “There’s still something more, isn’t there?  Something you just figured out Friday?”   

Susan knew what Quinn meant -- it had remained at the back of her mind all weekend, to be dissected 
and wondered over.  It wasn’t surprising Quinn knew about it -- Suzy would have told her.  And Susan 
saw, from the way Quinn had asked the question, how important it was to Quinn that any specifications 
of what Susan’s real, innermost desires were had to come directly from Susan, not by way of Suzy.  
Quinn could have spelled out what she knew and just asked Susan to confirm it.  She hadn’t.  “I...  Okay, 
this is the part I really don’t get, but I know it’s true.  To really get the most...  satisfaction...”  Too much 
euphemism, Susan, she told herself.  Quinn needs to know it all.  “What I mean is, to have the best, most 
huge...  orgasms ever...” Susan knew her face was turning red, a rare reaction to a situation in which no 
one could actually see her, “I need to be scared.  I have to be afraid of what will happen if I don’t get 
loose.  Whatever it is, it’s definitely something I don’t want to happen.  That’s why I’m scared of it.  But I 
need that.”   

“What kinds of things scare you that way?”   

Susan was sure Quinn knew the answer, but again, needed to hear it from Susan.  “When Suzy puts me 
outside, naked, tied up, the whole idea of being found that way, of people seeing me that way...”  Susan 
thought Quinn could probably hear her shiver, through the phone line.  “That might not even bother you 
if it happened to you.  I don’t know.  But for me...  I can’t even think about it, but I do all the time I’m out 
there.  It would be the absolute...  worst...  thing...  that...  could...  possibly...  happen.”   

Quinn said softly, “I get that, Susan.  I understand.  But so you need something like that, then?”   

“Something that scares me at that level, yeah.”  Susan wanted suddenly to take back everything she’d 
said in the last two minutes.  She realized she was asking someone to totally scare the shit out of her, 
someone who was perfectly willing to do it.  Yet Susan felt herself starting to get wet, thinking of those 
orgasms, and what had caused them.  She found herself plunging onward.  “Friday, I was in my own 
bedroom, in a safe place, so that whole thing about being found naked and tied up was missing.”  That 
is, it had been missing until Quinn left the door unlocked.  “That’s why I asked for the thing with the 
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paddle.  I just said it was motivation, at the time.  But it was so I’d be really, really scared of what would 
happen if I didn’t get loose.”   

“I think you just explained it even better than Suzy did.”   

Susan wanted to hug Quinn through the phone for understanding.  “Thank you.”   

“Now I want to figure out about limits.  Some of these might not even apply to anything Suzy and I are 
thinking about, because it’s just my standard list of questions about no-nos that I ask all my clients.  But I 
need you to answer them all, and really, feel free to say no about any of them.  Whatever you say, it’s 
okay.  And stop and think about your answers.  Take all the time you need to figure it out.”   

Susan nodded, as if Quinn could see that, and said, “All right.”   

“Okay.  I’ll start with what’s usually an easy one.  Is anal penetration okay?”   

Susan shuddered.  “No.  I’m sorry.”   

“Don’t be sorry.  Most people say no.  That’s why I start with that -- so they see that it’s perfectly okay to 
say no.  I work with whatever the limitations are.  What about vaginal penetration?”   

Susan realized she needed to think longer about that one.  One obvious point arose.  “You know I’ve 
never...  nothing’s ever...  been in there?”   

“I know.  So is it off limits?”   

Susan bit her lip.  This didn’t disgust her in the same way anal play did.  “No, it’s okay.”   

“All right.  Remember I’m not saying that will even come up.  Like I said, standard questions.  If it does, 
are you giving me permission to break the hymen?”   

Susan was startled.  That complication hadn’t occurred to her.  She thought now about the traditional 
“saving it for marriage” thing, but that seemed to belong to a time long past.  It was her impression no 
one did that these days.  The truth was, Susan didn’t really believe she needed her hymen for anything.  
If she ever were to have sex with penetration -- which in itself seemed very unlikely -- she thought she 
was already at an age where nobody would expect her to have one.  “Yes.”   

“In that case, would you rather I did it when you can feel it, or when Suzy is in control?”   

Susan suddenly laughed, catching herself very much by surprise.  “That last part isn’t on your standard 
list of questions, is it?”   

Quinn laughed.  Susan really liked her laugh.  “You got me there.  No, I can’t say I’ve ever asked anybody 
that before.  But you didn’t answer yet.”   

“If it’s okay with Suzy, do it with her.”   
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“Check.  Now there are a bunch of questions about ropes, handcuffs, bondage, that you’ve already 
answered.  I’ll move on to pain, as in me causing you pain.  I know you’re willing to risk it, and even take 
it -- you did really well when I swatted your butt.  But there might still be some limits.  I’ll start with 
devices.  You’ve already met my paddle.  From what you said earlier, it sounds like that is okay.”   

Susan paused, thinking.  “If there’s something on that list that scares me, I think that will make me say 
yes to it.  So yes.”   

“You already risked your butt and thighs with it.  I might also use it on your calf muscles.  I never hit 
joints, and the lower back and stomach are definitely off limits -- possible organ damage, so I never go 
there.  Still okay?”   

“Yes.  You’re almost making it less scary.  But not really.  I know it hurts.  Anyway, it’s okay.”   

“The riding crop.  That’s a little bit milder, but I can use it more places than the paddle.  It’s what they 
use on horses.  Looks kind of like a fly swatter.  Have you seen one?”   

“Not close up, but I see what you mean.”   

“It can really sting -- and can hurt when I do it, from what my clients tell me.  I can use it in all those 
same places as the paddle, and some more where the paddle is too rough.  Bottom of your feet okay?”   

“Yes.”   

“Breasts?”   

Susan gritted her teeth.  “Yes.”   

“Vaginal lips?”   

Susan shuddered.  That sounded like it would really hurt.  “Yes.  You understand, I’m not asking for you 
to do any of these things.  I don’t want you to do any of them to me.  But you have my permission.  You 
see why, right?  I’m saying I would risk them.  If they’re being held over my head if I can’t manage to get 
out of bondage -- then yes.  And I understand that means they might happen.  If that situation comes 
up, and I fail to escape, I need to know you really will do them, whichever of these things you 
threatened me with.  If I think you might let me off the hook, I won’t be scared anymore.”  Once more, 
Susan felt aghast at what she was agreeing to.  But she wanted Quinn’s and Suzy’s imaginations to roam 
around the possibilities freely.  She didn’t want to miss out on the biggest conceivable orgasm just 
because it required something she had prohibited by reflex.  Susan believed that the more frightened 
she was at the thought of some physical punishment, the greater the reward for adding it to the list of 
potential outcomes.   

The smile was in Quinn’s voice again.  “So you’re giving me some rules of your own.”  Susan laughed 
again, and Quinn went on, “I understand.  I promise to go by your rules, if any of those things come up.  
Again, honestly, I don’t know if they will.  We really just haven’t decided on an approach yet.”  Quinn 
went back to her standard questions.  “I think I’ll leave out questions about slapping you with my hand.  
That’s probably not scary enough, and there’s already plenty to work with.  And I won’t bother asking 
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about verbal abuse.  That would be totally unrelated to what you’re looking for.”  She paused, as if 
reading farther down her list.  “Okay, the rest of the list is about pleasures instead of pain.  Or what 
might be pleasures.  Obviously what one person finds pleasurable, another might find intolerable.  Is 
stimulation by sex toys okay?”   

“Like vibrators and stuff?”   

“Things like that, yes.”   

“I’ve never had one.  I don’t even know what it feels like.”  Her satisfaction with fantasies about 
bondage had come so early that she’d never felt a need to investigate any other means of stimulation.  
“But yes.  Toys are okay.”   

“Erotic touching?  Stroking, fondling, kissing?”   

Susan sucked in her breath.  That one had struck her in a way she hadn’t expected.  “Y-you mean...  
you...  and me?”   

Quinn said quietly, “Remember, I promised, no one but me will ever know about you.  So it would be 
you and me, yes.  Possibly me doing it to you, or possibly requiring you to do it to me.  Those are two 
separate questions.”   

“I...  You know I’m not gay, right?”   

“Of course I know.  Suzy is, but you’re not.  That’s one of the wonders of this whole thing, right?  But 
that didn’t answer my question.  And remember it’s okay to say no.  I’ll respect all of these answers.  
This is how I know how to avoid going past boundaries.  That’s never satisfying, for the client or for me.  
One thing I’ve noticed is that clients who aren’t gay -- or at least say they aren’t -- are often turned on by 
my coming on to them.  Maybe it scares them and they like to be scared.  You’re not alone in finding 
stimulation in being afraid, Susan.”   

Quinn lapsed into silence, and Susan realized she was still waiting for Susan’s answer.   

Susan almost laughed.  Maybe it is scary, she thought.  Maybe I’m as afraid of sexual pleasure with 
another person, of either sex, as I am of pain.   

But that, somehow, didn’t feel as if it was the reason her heart was pounding.  She remembered Quinn’s 
kiss on her cheek as she was leaving, Friday night.  That hadn’t been scary at all.   

“Okay.  Yes, keep all that on the list.  I mean, both questions.”   

“Sorry.  Bad list or good list?”   

“I mean, it’s okay to do...  all of that stuff.”   

“All right.  The last thing we should talk about is a safeword.  That’s where...”   
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Susan interrupted.  “I know what that is.  Something I’d say to make you stop doing what you’re doing.  I 
don’t want one.”   

Quinn sounded surprised, for the first time.  “Susan, you really have to have one.  You know you don’t 
have to use it if you don’t want to.  But for safety, you’ve got to have one.”   

“No.  You see why, don’t you?”   

Quinn was silent for a moment, and finally said, “Ohhhh.  If you had a punishment coming because you 
couldn’t get out of bondage, and if you knew all you had to do to get out of the punishment was say one 
word, or hum one series of tones if you were gagged, then you wouldn’t be scared anymore.”   

“Uh-huh.”   

Quinn was quiet several seconds longer.  At last she said, “I can’t come up with an argument against 
that.  I’ll need to keep thinking about it, and I want you to think about it too.  But for now we’ll say you 
have a good reason for not wanting a safeword.  I wouldn’t do this in any other situation, but I 
understand what you’re saying.”   

Understanding.  Susan felt so drawn to Quinn right now.  There is no one else in the world, she thought, 
who could have got through this entire conversation and understood everything I was telling her.  “I 
promise I’ll think about it.  But I’m pretty sure I won’t change my mind.”   

“I’m done, then.”  Susan heard sounds that might be Quinn shuffling paper.  “I did have one more 
question.  This one is about you and Suzy, specifically.”   

“Okay.”   

“I just want to make sure I see how this works.  I know some of this from Suzy, but she couldn’t answer 
part of it, because only you would know.  Suzy says she always knows what you’re thinking.  And she 
experiences whatever you do, though it’s kind of through a curtain.  She has your memories, remembers 
things you do, though not like she was deciding to do them.  It’s different for you, right?”   

“Not completely.  Like I was telling you, I remember things she’s experienced.  But that’s only if she lets 
me.  That’s the difference.  Otherwise it stays a complete blank.  If it’s performing an action, then it’s like 
you just said for her -- I know what she did, and I experience the actions from inside my body, but it’s 
not like it was me who decided to do them.  But again, that’s only if she lets me remember it.  I guess 
she’s...  more powerful than me.  In a way.”   

“Not in every situation, though.  There are things she can’t do.  She’s only been able to take over when 
you get drunk.  It looks like she can turn over control back to you anytime she wants, as long as she’s still 
a little tipsy.  She says so, and I’ve even seen her do it.  But she can’t keep it indefinitely.  She told me 
that the first time, once she started to sober up, she could feel it slipping away.  She found that pretty 
disconcerting, so since then she’s given control back to you before that happens.  The big thing is, she 
can’t take control.  She has to wait until you lose your hold on it, with alcohol.   
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“Last night when she was talking with me online, she decided to take a few more drinks to see if she 
could prolong her control of your body -- she doesn’t want to take over permanently, I promise.  She 
doesn’t want to take over your life.  She feels like it belongs to you.  It was just something she wanted to 
try out.”  Ah, okay, thought Susan.  That explains the extra-strong hangover this morning.  Quinn 
continued, “Anyway, it didn’t work.  She found herself starting to lose her hold, and signed off real 
quick.  It seems it’s not just a matter of being intoxicated, by itself.  It has to do with the effect of alcohol 
on you specifically, on your degree of control, and it’s not the same if it isn’t you that’s doing the 
drinking.   

“Here’s what she’s not sure about.  Could you give her control, without using alcohol, if you decide you 
want to?  Where you would sort of blank out, like you do when you drink?  But just do it at will?”   

Susan thought about it.  “As far as I can tell, no.”  She stopped and thought some more.  “I suppose it’s 
possible I could, but I don’t know how.  But I see what you mean.  She can give control to me but not 
take it, so in that way, I’m more powerful.  Except...  Well, I can’t take it away when she has it.  I can’t 
imagine how I could, because at those times, it’s like I don’t even exist.”   

Quinn said, as if talking to herself, “So she can give control, and you can’t, or don’t know how.  Neither 
of you can take control -- in your case, never, and in her case, only when you get drunk.  She can’t keep 
it indefinitely, but you can -- as long as you decide not to drink.”   

“Yeah.”  She thought about it.  “She can kind of come through if there’s a real emergency.  Once I was 
going to do something really stupid -- tie myself up in a way that would have kept me getting to work in 
the library, because it would have taken too long to get free.  She stopped me from doing it.”   

“Stopped you?  How?”   

“All I had left to do was to close up a padlock.  She made my fingers cramp so I couldn’t do it.”  Susan 
thought it over.  “That’s not taking control, though.  I stayed me, I didn’t blank out, and I didn’t start 
doing things without knowing why I was doing them, or feeling like she was doing them.  She just kind of 
froze me up long enough for me to change my mind.  Oh, and another time, kind of similar, she tried to 
stop me from doing something, but she couldn’t.  I got lucky that time.  Nothing bad ended up 
happening.”   

“Okay.  I’m seeing a lot of the picture now, but there’s still some uncertainties.  I appreciate you talking 
to me for so long, Susan.”   

“Oh!  No, what you’re doing for me, or trying to -- I can’t even get started saying how grateful I am.”   

“I will talk to you again soon, Susan.  And Suzy -- I know you can hear me -- I’ll talk to you even sooner.  
Both of you take care, now.”   

“I will.  And she will too.”  Susan giggled.  “Good-bye.”   

“Bye.”   
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Susan sighed as she put down the phone.  She was excited, and she realized there was more to it than 
just that someone was going to help plan a bondage weekend for her.  She had a strong feeling that her 
life was completely changing.   

In bed, she visualized how Quinn might tie her up, and in what circumstances.  She rubbed herself to 
one of her mini-orgasms.   

*   *   *   *   * 

Tuesday night, and again Thursday, Susan partook in the requested drinking binges.  When she returned 
to conscious ownership of her body Tuesday, she found, as she’d expected, that her laptop had been 
used.  Thursday night was more surprising: Susan reacquired control in her bedroom, standing by her 
bed in her pajamas, able to tell she had just showered, and saw that her bedsheets had been changed.  
She had a beige set and a yellow set, and she knew which one had been on the bed this morning.  After 
a brief period of puzzlement, she realized Quinn must have come over, and she and Suzy had had sex 
again.  After a moment of pique over the lovers having used her bed, she admitted that the bed 
belonged to Suzy as much as it did to her; she reminded herself that Suzy slept there every night.  At 
least Susan assumed that whenever she was asleep, Suzy was too.   

She went quickly out into the living room to see whether Quinn was still there, but she was gone.  The 
only sign of Quinn was a wrapper for a peppermint candy Susan discovered atop the discards in the 
trash.  Susan felt disappointment wash over her, and realized how much she wanted to see Quinn again.   

*   *   *   *   * 

On Wednesday of the following week, Quinn called again.  “I just wanted to check in with you.  We 
haven’t forgotten you, and we even have some good ideas.  I’ve got one more big thing I want to check 
on in my reading.”   

Susan pushed aside the puzzle of what Quinn might be reading about.  Quinn had already declined to 
tell her once before.  “Do you know when it’s going to be?”   

As she could so often, she could hear the smile in Quinn’s voice.  “You don’t really want to know, do 
you?”   

Susan laughed.  “No, I guess not.”   

“Listen, Suzy told me you know what’s going on with me and her.  I promise -- we both promise, because 
she wanted me to tell you this too -- it’s not something that’s going to get more important than you.  
Even in bed, after we get done with what we want the bed for, we’re still batting plans around, refining 
some ideas, throwing out some.”   

“It’s okay.  I’ve told myself for a long time I trust Suzy.  I trust you too.”  She suddenly realized, almost 
laughing again, that normally she would be much more uncomfortable with the idea that Quinn and 
Suzy were talking about her than she would be about her alter ego and her new friend developing a 
romantic relationship with each other.  Neither fact bothered her, she found now.   
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She didn’t miss hearing Quinn’s quick uptake of breath after her last remark.  “Thank you, Susan.  That’s 

nice to hear.”  Quinn seemed touched by Susan expressing her faith in her.  “Anyway, I’ll get back to you 

soon when I know more.” 
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Chapter 5 

Susan got the drinking signal Friday morning.  She had a momentary flare of excitement, thinking that 
this might be it, but it was tempered by remembering she had got such a signal last Friday as well.  That 
night, she’d returned to herself, sitting in a chair at her kitchen table, dressed in her pajamas.  Her 
disappointment at not finding herself tied up lasted only as long as it took her to see the small bowl 
sitting at the center of the table.  It was filled with Skittles.   

Among all candies, Skittles had been Susan’s favorite as a child, and her mother had used them to pull 
Susan out of her occasional funks in which she was afraid to go to school.  Susan associated Skittles with 
happiness and love, and a moment of excitement when she first saw them.  Through her childhood she 
had somehow resisted requesting them at times when she didn’t need them, instinctively knowing that 
eating them too often would reduce their power.   

Obviously Quinn must have been here.  Suzy would have foreseen Susan’s expectation that this must be 
the weekend of the Big Bondage Adventure, and had known exactly how to manage Susan’s 
disappointment on seeing that it wasn’t.  And she had told Quinn, who had to have brought the candy 
with her, since Quinn and Suzy probably wouldn’t have given up that much of Suzy’s limited time driving 
to the grocery store.  Susan soon confirmed that Quinn had come over by checking the bed.  The sheets 
had been changed again.   

Now, a week later, Susan was pouring tequila into her glass once again, mixing it with orange soda, and 
drinking it, along with a few refills after, with her dinner.  As the liquor warmed and calmed her, she 
reflected that last Friday had probably been Suzy’s way of ensuring that when the big weekend did come 
at last, it would take Susan completely by surprise.  Susan liked that idea.  Suzy had removed drinking-
on-Friday as a cue that it might be happening tonight.  Susan suspected that it wouldn’t be happening 
this night either.   

*   *   *   *   * 

Susan awoke, and a thrill of excitement flashed through her entire being.  It’s happening! she thought 
ecstatically.  It’s this weekend!   

She flexed all of her joints, to determine how she was restrained.  There was one sensation she couldn’t 
identify in the first instant -- it was so unexpected and so far out of the proper context that she couldn’t, 
for a moment, make it fit among the puzzle pieces.  The rest of it she experienced in a flash:  

She was outside.  Nude, of course.  It was a warm night, typical for late July, and Susan didn’t think there 
would be any problem with shivering, if it stayed this way.   

She lay on her back, her arms along her sides, tied next to her hips, each wrist wearing a leather cuff 
that was secured to something beyond her reach farther down beside her leg on that side.  Her legs 
were spread, though not nearly as much as she had become accustomed to lately.  Her ankles were in 
the leather cuffs, each tied to what seemed to be a wooden stake driven into the ground outside the 
ankle.   
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She was blindfolded, not surprisingly, and wore a gag that was very different from those she had used 
before.  It wasn’t one of her ball gags.  It was a full head harness, with one horizontal leather band that 
encircled her head just above her eyes, and another that encircled her head vertically from top to 
bottom, so tight under her chin that it prevented her opening her mouth.  There was a bit in her mouth, 
secured by attachment to that vertical band, a very soft one that allowed her teeth, above and below, to 
sink into soft grooves in what might be foam rubber, thick enough in front and back that her lips 
couldn’t close with each other and her tongue couldn’t touch her teeth.  She could manage to swallow, 
but, unlike with a ball gag, she wasn’t able to produce any remotely intelligible sound, only a hum.  As 
she tried to raise her head, she found she couldn’t: the gag-harness was secured to something, perhaps 
another wooden stake in the ground near the crown of her head.   

Something was missing, and Susan realized what it was.  There was no rope or chain around her waist, 
none running snugly through her crotch.  She needed that physical genital stimulation.  She wasn’t sure 
she could come without it.   

Within a few seconds after completing her instant assessment, she identified that sensation that didn’t 
fit: she was holding someone’s hand.   

It was a lover’s grip: the fingers of her right hand were interlaced with those of someone’s left, and the 
grip was enforced by bondage.  Something -- she suspected it was duct tape, as that was what it felt like 
-- was wrapped tightly around the joined hands, making them into a single immobilized ball, covering 
the hands down to the wrists.  She could do nothing about her immediate instinct to shake her hand 
loose from the other.  Her heart began thundering, her body quivering, she whimpered softly in fear, 
and she could only think: It better be Quinn.  It better be Quinn...   

She calmed slightly when her hope was confirmed.  Quinn’s voice said softly, “Susan, it’s me.  I’ve got 
you.  You’re okay.  Shhh...”  The shushing was issued as if Susan had made more sound than the 
momentary whimper.  Susan suspected it was more directed towards her other fear reflexes.  In any 
case, it worked: Susan began feeling more calm.   

She felt Quinn’s hand give hers a reassuring squeeze.  Another hand, presumably Quinn’s right, stroked 
her hair, where it was available between the bands of the gag harness, and Quinn whispered, “Good 
girl.”   

Quinn continued speaking, quietly, in a tone that somehow projected goodwill.  “We’re pretty safe from 
being found here.  I’m sure you remember the place in the woods where you did your first bondage 
weekend.  We’re about twice that distance into the woods now.  Nobody comes anywhere near here.  
You don’t need to be very quiet, but I still want you not to make any sounds except when I ask you to.  
You understand?”   

This, thought Susan, would qualify as one of those times when she was allowed to respond.  She 
hummed affirmatively, “Mm-hmm.”   

“You like the gag?”   

“Mm-hmm.”   
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“Suzy bought that for you, some time back.  She knew you weren’t completely satisfied with the ball 
gags.  With a ball gag, if you try carefully and slowly enough, you can still manage to speak and be 
understood.”  Susan, as she did so often, heard the smile in Quinn’s voice.  “Doesn’t work with this one, 
does it?”   

Susan gave her head a tiny shake, and responded negatively, “Hmm-mm.”  She was startled to realize 
she finally knew, now, what had been in that box she’d put in her equipment drawer unopened.   

Quinn squeezed her hand again.  “Now remember, no sounds.  I want you to be as quiet as a tiny ant 
crawling across a pillow.”  Susan almost laughed at the image, but managed to stay silent.   

Beside Susan, Quinn shifted slightly.  Seconds later, Susan spasmed as she felt a completely unexpected 
touch between her legs.  It took all of the concentration she had devoted to the task of remaining quiet 
to hold in a squeak of surprise.   

Quinn said, very quietly.  “Good girl.”  And the smile returned.  “And a very aroused one.  There’s not 
enough moonlight to see if you’re flushed, but your nipples look hard as little rocks.  You’ve been 
breathing faster.  Your labia are all puffy down here and...” she passed her fingers along Susan’s sex, 
“...wow that is gooshy.  I think you probably started getting wet as soon as you woke up.”   

Susan told herself, in astonishment, that Quinn had never taken anything like this liberty in touching her 
so intimately.  And she recalled, then, that this was one of the things she had given permission for, when 
she had that first long phone talk with Quinn.   

If Susan had been breathing faster before, it was nothing in compared with the rapid inhaling and 
exhaling she began doing when Quinn began focusing near the top part of Susan’s sex, brushing her 
fingertips across the clitoris.   

As it had at previous times when Susan had felt it necessary to stay quiet during stimulation, the effort 
to hold in any sounds in response to her sensations sent Susan’s arousal spiraling upward.  Her 
breathing grew more erratic.  She was fully conscious of the fact she could do nothing to stop Quinn 
from doing what she was doing.   

Susan held her breath against the making of noise, and worked in a few quick breaths as soon as it felt 
safe, only to hold it again as the tingling took over between her legs and began spreading outward.  She 
clamped down hard in her throat as she spilled over into orgasm, her entire body in spasm, with part of 
her mind observing that her movements were confirming that she was indeed firmly bound, just before 
she lost the ability to form any rational thought.   

As the climax slowly washed away, and she could start thinking once more, Susan evaluated the 
experience and judged it to have been one of those 80% orgasms -- bigger than any in her pre-bondage 
life, but not quite at the top level of which she knew she was capable.   

She wondered what had been missing.  She was outside, naked, in a place where it was possible to be 
seen, talked about and forever shamed.  That should have had its usual effect.   
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The problem, though, was that her feeling of fear was muted, somewhat, by Quinn’s reassuring 
presence.  Quinn, in fact, from the moment Susan had become aware of her being here, had done 
everything she could to make Susan feel safe.  Susan hated the idea of telling Quinn that her 
participation, in the way she was doing it, was causing a problem.  She would have to, though.  Susan 
felt she had lost, for the time being, something she couldn’t bear to give up.   

Those were Susan’s last thoughts as her post-orgasm sleep began clouding her thoughts.  She drifted off 
just as she felt Quinn lying down beside her.   

*   *   *   *   * 

Susan awoke, feeling Quinn pressed against her right side, Quinn’s arm draped across her stomach.   

As she stirred slightly, she heard Quinn ask softly, “You awake, Susan?”   

“Mm-hmm.”   

“You were out for about two hours.  Not wearing my watch right now, but I can tell by how far the moon 
moved.  I’m going to do something a little different now.  I’ll be setting your hands and feet free.  You’ll 
be able to move, but don’t.  Just stay motionless, as if you were still tied.  And still no sounds.  Squeeze 
my hand if you understand.”   

Completely at sea as to where this could be going, Susan gave Quinn’s hand a quick squeeze.   

Beside her, Susan sensed Quinn rising and shifting.  Quinn did something near the hand she was holding, 
Susan’s right, presumably untying the rope securing it to the presumed stake, and leaned across Susan’s 
body to do the same with her left.  She left both leather cuffs in place, but no longer held by anything, 
other than Susan’s right hand still locked in its unbreakable grasp of Quinn’s left.   

It took longer to free Susan’s feet -- Quinn, Susan knew, would find it awkward to reach them while not 
moving her left hand.  But she managed at last, and finished up by releasing Susan’s gag harness from 
whatever was holding it to the ground.   

“Undoing the gag and blindfold now.  But keep your eyes closed after.  Don’t open them for any reason.  
And still no sounds.  You don’t need a gag when you know you won’t make any sounds.  Squeeze if you 
understand.”   

Susan responded by tightening her grip on Quinn’s hand again.  She felt Quinn lift her head from behind 
to unbuckle the strap holding the blindfold, and kept her eyes tightly shut as it fell away.  The elaborate 
gag took longer, with Quinn doing it one-handed, but at last Susan was able to open her mouth, pulling 
her teeth away from the soft grooves of the bit, and felt Quinn pull the entire apparatus away.   

Quinn whispered, “Good girl.  I want you to see you really are free.  Your restraint is all going to be 
voluntary, for now.  Bend your left arm at the elbow so your forearm points straight up in the air, then 
let it back down exactly where it was.”   
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Susan complied.  She was willing to trust Quinn telling her she had the freedom to move, but 
understood that Quinn wanted it based on certainty, not just trust.   

“Now lift your right leg.  Keep it straight, bend from the hips.  Straight up in the air.  Then set it down 
where it was.”  She waited as Susan did so, then said, “Now your left.”  Susan repeated the movement 
with her left leg.   

“And here’s your right hand.”  Quinn lifted it up several inches, and brought it gently back down.   

“Now, here’s what I’m going to do.  I’m going to use my hand again.  No matter how nice it feels, no 
matter how much you want to react to it, you’re not to move, not to open your eyes, not to make a 
sound.  Do you understand?”   

Susan almost said “Yes,” but caught herself, and squeezed Quinn’s hand once more.   

Barely audible, Quinn said again, “Good girl.  Now, because you could move if you wanted to, I’m going 
to make you not want to.  Remember the paddle?”   

Susan shuddered, her heart rate suddenly increasing once more.  She squeezed Quinn’s hand again.   

“I brought the riding crop this time.  If you move, open your eyes, or make a sound, there will be some 
punishment for that.  I’ll tie you up again, and then give you fifteen strokes.  Five on each breast, and 
five right here.”  Quinn softly patted Susan’s labia.   

Susan tensed instantly, and began breathing faster.  Quinn was silent, and Susan realized she was 
waiting for a response.  She squeezed Quinn’s hand again.  Much tightly than she had before, but Susan 
knew Quinn would still take it to be a Yes.   

Susan knew what was coming.   

“Now, just so you know what it feels like, here comes a sample.  Right breast, in five, four, three, two, 
one...”   

Susan held her breath and made her whole body go rigid.  And still she wasn’t quite prepared for the 
stinging slap of the crop against her breast.  Her brow furrowed as she struggled to keep her eyes 
closed, and she let her breath in and out in tiny sips as the pain settled in, took over her consciousness 
for the moment, and slowly faded.   

I do not want fifteen of those, she told herself firmly.  Especially not the ones between my legs...   

Softly, Quinn asked, “You still with me, Susan?”   

Her breathing returning to some version of normal, still feeling the stinging in her breast, Susan 
squeezed Quinn’s hand once more.   

“Okay,” Quinn said, barely audible above the breeze sighing in the trees, “Here we go.”   
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Once again, Susan felt fingers on her that knew exactly where to go.  They stroked her clit, traced circles 
around it, gave attention to the rest of her opening but always came back to the right place.   

Susan was aware that she had a choice, this time.  She could stop Quinn if she wanted to, but couldn’t 
imagine why she would want to.  Quinn knew every part of her body already -- largely because of her 
experience during times when Suzy was in charge of it -- but Susan felt that part of it was instinctive, 
somehow knowing what Susan wanted without Susan ever having told her.  Quinn could read her 
responses exactly, knew exactly how long to stay in one place, to linger or to move on and come back 
later.   

Susan kept her body frozen, her eyes squeezed shut tight, her throat locked down to prevent any sound 
from escaping.  She knew the penalty for violating the rules.  Memory of that slap of the riding crop 
against her breast were vivid.  She couldn’t, mustn’t move, must not make any noise of any kind.   

She couldn’t do anything about her breathing.  Sometimes it was locked up tight as if she would never 
draw breath again; sometimes it escaped her in a rush, to be replaced frantically and lost again as soon 
as it had entered.   

She felt the orgasm coming from a long distance away.  It flew towards her, turned aside playfully, then 
came rushing on again -- and crashed against her, flooding her, pounding her, vibrating her from the 
inside so that her body itself must be humming a note beyond the range any ear could hear.   

It seemed it would never let her go, but slowly, like a balloon with a hole so tiny only a few molecules of 
air could escape at a time, it leaked away and let her rest at last.   

If her earlier orgasm had been 80%, this one, she judged, had to be 120%.  She had never felt anything 
like it before.  She had not thought human experience could encompass so vast an explosion.   

And she hadn’t moved.  She knew she hadn’t.  Hadn’t issued a peep of sound.  No thrashing with a riding 
crop would be forthcoming.   

Quinn gave her hand a squeeze, then lifted it and kissed the back of her wrist, above the leather band 
where she could feel it.  Susan heard Quinn say, in a voice that seemed, for the first time since Susan 
had known her, awestruck, “Very few people could do what you just did, Susan.  I’ve never met one.  
But there’s a reason.  Rest, now.”   

Susan barely had time to begin wondering what the reason was, before the question became too 
remote for her sleepy mind to process.  Everything went away.   

*   *   *   *   * 

Susan awoke again, feeling she had slept longer this time.  The first thing she was aware of was Quinn 
backing away from her and sitting upright, judging from the sounds of motion.   

More light seemed to filter through her eyelids than before.  Surprised, she realized it must be daylight.  
She remembered not to move, not to open her eyes.  She could feel Quinn’s hand still clasped in hers.  
She gave it a squeeze.   
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She heard Quinn’s voice say warmly, and a little sleepily, “Morning, Susan.  You can open your eyes if 
you want.  And sit up.  The restrictions are off.”   

Susan opened her eyes and considered what was in her field of view, moving her eyes but not yet her 
head.  Quinn was sitting cross-legged beside her, resting her chin on her free hand, smiling at Susan.  
She was naked -- it occurred to Susan she had never seen Quinn wearing clothes, other than in the 
memories Suzy had given her.  Quinn seemed perfectly comfortable that way, unlike Susan ever would 
be.   

Cautiously, Susan sat up.  She could see that it was, in fact, duct tape that was keeping her hand joined 
with Quinn’s, with their fingers intertwined.  Above the tape, the leather cuffs they both wore were 
joined by padlocks.  Small padlocks secured the buckles as well.  It seemed odd that, with all her other 
bondage equipment removed and discarded, scattered on the ground around her, there was still this 
one connection between them.  The ends of the tape were tucked in under the connected leather cuffs.  
Without a knife, and a key to unlock the padlocks, there was no way to remove the tape.   

Quinn saw where Susan was looking.  “We can’t get out of this for now.  I don’t know where the keys 
are.  Or our clothes.  Or your apartment key.  Suzy hid all that stuff out of my sight somewhere.  She’ll 
say where to find it all when it’s time.”   

Susan nodded.  She understood: they wouldn’t be able to leave this place until whatever they were to 
do here was done.  Well, not quite true.  They could wander at will around the woods.  For the moment, 
there was nothing to be gained by leaving the spot where they sat.   

Susan wondered just what it was they were supposed to be doing, given that she wasn’t bound to 
anything but Quinn.  This wasn’t anything like Susan’s previous bondage weekends.  In a voice slightly 
raspy from sleep and still not quite certain of its welcome, she asked, “Could...  Could we go get some 
water?  I’m really thirsty.”   

Quinn had time to say, “There’s bottled water behind you, and that trail mix you like...” before Suzy let 
loose a memory that disrupted Susan’s concentration on what Quinn was saying.   

The memory was of a handwritten note, Suzy’s one way of communicating with Susan directly.  The note 
read, in Susan’s handwriting, “Susan: You and Quinn aren’t allowed to feed yourselves.  You feed her, 
and hold the water bottle for her to drink from.  She will do the same for you.  I won’t tell you where the 
keys and clothes are unless you do it that way.”   

Susan blinked, and looked at Quinn.  Quinn smiled back at her.  “Saw the note, did you?  Those are the 
rules for today.”   

Susan stared at Quinn for a moment longer, then nodded.  Suzy and Quinn had obviously worked all this 
out, and there had to be some reason.  Susan had no clue what it might be, but she trusted that there 
was one.  She twisted around, and saw the mound of trail mix and an unbound six-pack of water bottles, 
just as Quinn reached for one of the bottles.  Quinn held it up towards Susan.  “I’ll hold it.  I need you to 
twist the cap off.  I can’t do it one-handed.”   
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Susan smiled.  She saw now what the idea must be.  Part of it, at least.  With the handholding, and each 
helping the other meet her needs, it had to be that Suzy wanted Susan to feel closer to Quinn in a very 
personal way.  As a friend, not just someone who had helped Susan to her most powerful orgasm yet, 
for which Susan was very grateful already.  She twisted the cap off, and Quinn held the bottle up for her 
to drink from.   

After drinking, Susan asked Quinn if she wanted some.  Quinn nodded, and Susan took the bottle and 
held it for her.  Afterwards they took turns grabbing handfuls of trail mix, each holding it for the other to 
eat out of her hand.   

Susan found that, if she was right about what Suzy was going for here, it was definitely working.  To be 
feeding Quinn and be fed by her, while holding her hand, made Susan feel closer to Quinn than she had 
ever thought she could be to another person.  The intimacy somehow went beyond even Quinn 
touching Susan’s most private of all places last night and rubbing her to two orgasms.   

Quinn smiled at her.  “Let’s go for a walk.  Nowhere in particular, and definitely not any closer to people, 
I promise.  It’s just that it’s a really pretty day.  Let’s see more of it.”   

Susan nodded.  Quinn was on her feet first and helped Susan up while brushing dust and grass from her 
own butt.  Susan did the same, and looked around.  In the distance, she could barely hear traffic on what 
was probably Stockhouse Boulevard.  She pointed the opposite way.  “There?”   

Quinn gave her hand a slight squeeze.  “That looks fine.”   

They walked slowly in that direction for a few minutes.  Susan reflected on how friendly it felt to walk 
with Quinn holding her hand, as if Quinn were the boyfriend Susan had never had...  girlfriend...  neither 
word felt quite right, but either one would serve to describe the feeling, Susan decided.  In Susan’s 
world it wasn’t possible for her to forget she was naked, but at least she was conscious of being with 
someone who didn’t care.  When she accidentally brushed the length of her arm against Quinn’s, she let 
it remain touching rather than flinch away.   

Quinn stopped suddenly and pointed.  Susan realized Quinn was calling her attention to a bird in the 
upper branches of a tree that had decided at that time to give an elaborate concert.  They listened for a 
few minutes until the bird, at some unobserved cue, suddenly flew away.   

Quinn looked at her.  “Back?”   

Susan almost didn’t want to stop, but thought that perhaps Quinn had something planned back at the 
original site, and Susan felt eager to know what it was.  “Okay.”  They walked back.   

Quinn sat next to the supplies.  “I got a little thirsty again.  You?”   

Susan, after sitting herself beside Quinn, nodded and reached for a bottle.  She asked if Quinn wanted 
some more of the trail mix.   
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Minutes later, Quinn wiped her mouth with her free hand, licked the remaining salt away, and said, “I 
want you to know more about me.  As much as Suzy knows.  There are people who know parts of this, 
but I’ve never told all of it to anyone but Suzy.  And now you.”   

Susan’s jaw dropped momentarily.  Whatever she’d been expecting, this wasn’t it.  She closed her 
mouth immediately, thinking her reaction rude.  “Sorry.  I’m...  Go ahead.”   

Quinn nodded.  “It was hard to decide where to start, to make a whole story out of this.  I’ll start with 
my mother, because she died when I was three.  That probably has a lot to do with...  everything.  I don’t 
really remember her.  But all the other kids had moms.  So I always thought something had been taken 
away from me.   

“My dad raised me.  And he was great.”  Quinn smiled to herself, and teared up slightly, wiping the 
moisture away with her forearm.  “It wasn’t really his kind of thing, at first, but he did the best he could.  
He eventually got to where he knew what he was doing.”  She frowned slightly.  “He never got married 
again, or had a girlfriend.  Maybe he just didn’t feel the need.  I hope it wasn’t because of me -- like he 
didn’t want anyone coming between us.  I don’t think it was, I think it was just him.  But I worry about it 
sometimes.   

“He had the auto body shop, so he taught me all the things a dad always teaches a daughter -- car 
repair, engines, tools, that kind of thing.”  Quinn gave Susan an ironic smile, and Susan laughed.   

“He gave me the name Quinn, when I was about 15, kind of accidentally.”  Her smile turned rueful now.  
“My real name is Paula.  I always hated it.  I don’t tell anybody that voluntarily now if I can help it.”   

Susan blinked.  She understood what a privilege it was to be told what she was hearing.   

“My dad loves music, especially pop songs from the 1960s.  I think he got that from his parents.  He has 
mix CDs he plays on the auto shop’s sound system through the day.  One day back then, when I was 15, 
just after the shop closed for the day, and the guys had gone home, and dad hadn’t turned the music off 
yet, he had some big boxes of parts he decided he wanted to move.  Right then, the CD was playing ‘The 
Mighty Quinn.’ You know it?”  Quinn started singing, “‘Come all without, come all within, you’ll not see 
nothing like the Mighty Quinn.’” She looked at Susan.  Susan shook her head.  Quinn grinned.  “Dylan.  
Recorded by Manfred Mann in 1968.  I know all that now.  Anyway, dad found the boxes were heavier 
than he thought.  He was always kidding me about how I could lift heavier stuff than most of the guys.  I 
was across the shop putting away some tools I’d been using, and he called out, “Hey, a little help over 
here, Mighty Quinn.”  We both thought that was funny.  He called me Mighty Quinn a few times after 
that, then made it shorter, just Quinn.  I liked it, so when school started up again in the fall, I told all my 
teachers I go by Quinn.  All the kids looked at me like What The Fuck, but I started telling my friends I 
wanted to be Quinn.  The ones who wanted to stay friends used it.”   

Quinn paused to reorganize her thoughts, then went on.  “I love my dad, and never wished I was raised 
by anyone else.  But I guess there was always an empty feeling, not having a mom.  And it made me act 
out.  I got in fights.  I was kind of known for it.  Got a few suspensions.  My dad never liked that, and 
tried to get me to stop.  Got me in kind of an anger management thing for kids, had me talk to people.  
Everybody had a simple answer for why I was doing it, but nothing about what to do about it.   
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“Finally in high school, I got in this big fight.  Two weeks suspension.  The school psychologist told my 
dad, and she was the first person to see this, that it wasn’t so much about anger, though that was part 
of it.  She thought that I liked to hurt people.”  Quinn passed her hand in front of her face, looking a little 
ashamed.  “She was right.  I did.  I don’t know why nobody caught that before, and I wasn’t exactly 
conscious of it myself.  I mean, I’m me.  I’ve never been anyone else.  I didn’t know my internal feelings 
were different from other people.  But she was right.  I would get this...  satisfaction from causing pain.   

“I got angry then, as if I needed more of that.  I was conscious of the feeling now, of wanting to hurt 
people, and that feeling was me, deep inside.  It’s how I was -- how I am.  I didn’t want anyone trying to 
change me, taking what I am away from me.  I’d had enough of that already, about being gay.  Some 
people wanted to change that about me.   

“After we got home, I expected to get a big speech from my dad about how bad it was to want to hurt 
people.  But instead...”  Quinn looked at Susan.  “You know how there’s moments when your whole life 
suddenly changes?  This was that.  My dad said, ‘Quinn, there are people who want pain.  Focus on 
them.  Do them some good.  Help them find what they want.’”  

Quinn closed her eyes, remembering the moment.  “I tried to say something back, but I couldn’t talk.  I 
was just so floored by the way it made everything come together.  I always wanted to be a good person, 
I really did.  And here dad was saying that I could be me, the innermost me, and be a good person at the 
same time.   

“I asked Dad where to find these people, and he couldn’t help on that.  But I’d heard the terms sadism 
and masochism, so I started looking up stuff on that online, and that led me to domination and 
submission.  Online info led me to some books, so I read those too.  There was so much stuff out there!  
I gradually got to know which sources were reliable, which ones had authority, which ones made sense.  
And I studied those, all of those.   

“I got in contact with some dommes, and except in a couple of cases, they let me watch sessions, usually 
through peepholes.  The good ones, the really committed ones, did pre-interviews, like I did with you.  
They told me a lot of dos and don’ts.  A few of them let me assist in sessions -- two of them even let me 
take charge in a few sessions -- so I could learn about using the tools, so I could get a feel for them, and 
learn to match up the amount of strength I was using with what the clients expected or wanted -- that’s 
important.  Paddles and crops, like I’ve used on you, and floggers, whips, all the other stuff.  And they let 
me know afterward if I was doing anything wrong.  They were great teachers.  I did that for two years.  I 
learned a lot.   

“I explained to my dad what I wanted to do, and he let me start turning the basement in our house into 
a dungeon -- I didn’t call it that, with him, but that’s what it is.  I even dug up the dirt to make a private 
entrance outside, poured the concrete for the steps down into it, with the entrance hidden by an arbor, 
so it’s discreet.  I ordered some of the equipment for it, and built some of it myself.  It all took two more 
years.  And I kept reading.   

“All that time, four years altogether, it was kind of like going to S&M college.  And all that time, this 
thing I have, of liking to cause pain -- I kept that in check.  I could do that, because I knew someday I 
would finally have an outlet for it, one that helped other people, like my dad said.  It helps them, 
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because they have something inside them too, that’s the exact complement of what I have, and it needs 
an outlet like I do.   

“That’s why I charge so little money for it.  I want it to be for anyone who needs it, not just rich people 
who can always get whatever they want.  Like I told you once, I even did it for free, at the very start, but 
that wasn’t good.  The clients didn’t take me seriously, and they didn’t take themselves seriously either -
- sometimes it was just a lark, something they could do to tell their friends how adventurous they are.”  
Quinn said this with a curl of her lip.  “But as long as they’ve spent some money on me, they are looking 
for an experience that is worth something to them.   

“So I finally started advertising four years ago, on websites where people might go to find somebody like 
me.  I schedule all sessions on nights and weekends, because I still work for my dad and I will as long as 
he wants me to.  I’ve had a lot of clients.  Some meet me at the dungeon, and as you know, sometimes I 
go to their homes.  Some of them have worked out really well, and some found it wasn’t right for them.  
Or I wasn’t right for them.  But the ones that didn’t work, it wasn’t because of me not trying.”   

Quinn, still holding Susan’s right hand within the grip of the duct tape, turned to face her directly, took 
her other hand as well, and looked intently into Susan’s eyes.  She began speaking again, softly now, 
slowly, distinctly.   

“Susan, there’s a reason I told you all this.  I want you to see I’m a good person, I try to look out for 
people’s needs, and I’m really determined and work very hard to do what needs to be done.   

“Susan, I love Suzy.  I would do anything for her.  She is the one woman I will never hurt.  She is the one 
woman I will never want to hurt.”   

Susan felt a sudden burst of surprised excitement that didn’t seem to be her own.  She knew it must be 
Suzy, coming closer to direct mental contact with Susan than she ever had.  Susan barely gave the event 
a thought.  All her attention was on Quinn.   

Quinn’s voice slowed still more.  The rhythm of her voice was almost hypnotic.  “Susan...”  It struck 
Susan that there was significance in Quinn using her name so often.  In Susan’s body, there was Susan 
and there was Suzy, and Quinn wanted it to be clear whom she was addressing.  “...You don’t have to 
stand guard over Suzy anymore.”   

Susan’s eyes went wide.  Stand guard? she thought in wonder.  What the hell is Quinn talking about?   

“I promise, I will never let anything or anyone hurt her.  You know me now, and you know I can keep her 
safe, and let you rest.  And as long as she lives, she promises that you will never die.  She won’t let you.  
She and I will make sure you have the wonderful life you deserve, after everything you’ve done.  
Remember last night.  I can do that for you.  We both promise that.  Feel that promise inside you.”   

Susan suddenly felt a flood of warmth from inside.  She knew it was coming from Suzy.   

Quinn went on speaking.  “Let us take care of you, the way you took care of her all these years.”   
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Susan couldn’t look away from Quinn’s eyes.  They were so focused on her that they almost seemed to 
shine with their own light.   

“Susan: Let me join you in that wardrobe.  Let Suzy come over to me.  You don’t have to protect her 
anymore.”   

Susan felt a shock flash through her of lightning intensity.  Wardrobe!  She had no idea what Quinn 

could possibly mean.  But it meant something! 

  



57 
 

Chapter 6 

ONE WEEK EARLIER - FRIDAY  

Quinn parked her car at the curb, and walked up the cemented path to the front door, glancing at the 
mailbox for the house number as a final check to make sure she had the right place.   

None of her clients would have recognized her at first glance.  She was in the one dress she owned for 
going to nice places, knee-length, green in a shade that complimented her hair color, in a style that 
would be appropriate for going to church, if she were so inclined.  Her hair was neatly combed, so that, 
short as it was, most of it lay more or less flat, and her makeup was so muted as to be almost 
unnoticeable.  As she walked up the porch, she took a deep breath.  She wasn’t usually nervous in social 
situations, including meeting new people, but this was different.  It wasn’t just that she didn’t want to 
waste a rare day off her father had granted her.  The chance of Quinn’s future happiness in life 
depended on what happened here.  And there was a fair chance she wouldn’t even make it past the 
front door.   

She rang the doorbell, holding, in her other hand behind her, her last-ditch defense against rejection.   

As the door opened, and the middle-aged woman casually dressed in slacks and buttoned shirt said, 
“Yes?”, Quinn put on her most disarming smile.   

“Mrs. Bachman?”  When the woman nodded, Quinn said, “My name is Quinn Burress.  I’m a friend of 
your daughter Susan.”   

Coming on a weekday afternoon had been Suzy’s idea.  Her dad would be at work.  Suzy thought her 
mother might be more open to the conversation Quinn wanted to have with her.   

The woman, now confirmed for Quinn to be Emily Bachman, gave Quinn a puzzled look, as if the words 
“friend of Susan” were a novelty to her.  “How can I help you, Miss Burress?”   

“I like your daughter very much, but there are some things about her I’d like to know more about.  She’s 
not exactly a...  social animal.”  Quinn and Suzy had debated about possible openings.  Suzy was sure 
that her mother -- her mother?  Susan’s mother?  Surely Emily had to be Suzy’s as well, whether Emily 
knew it or not -- was fully aware of Susan’s psychological quirks, and how they registered on other 
people.  Quinn eventually agreed with Suzy that a straightforward approach was best.   

Emily frowned, seeming a little put off.  Quinn felt worried.  Maybe that hadn’t been the right opening 
after all.  “What is it you wanted to know?”   

Quinn decided that there wasn’t time to think up a new, more subtle approach.  She needed to plunge 
right in.  “I believe something must have happened to her as a child.  Some people are very shy from 
birth, and it’s just the way they were always going to be.  But when it passes a certain point, there’s 
usually some... trauma, in their past.  Something that changed their path in life.”   

Quinn and Suzy had decided that this, in fact, had to be the case.  It was partly due to the fact that Suzy 
had absolutely no recollection of any event that happened before she was about five years old.  She was 
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aware that, not long before that, the family had lived in a different part of town: Suzy, or Susan actually, 
had once found an old envelope addressed to her father at a different address, with a date that 
indicated it had been sent when Susan was four years old.  She’d asked her mother about it, and Emily 
had vaguely said “Yes, we used to live there,” then changed the subject, successfully steering the 
conversation away from further questions.  Suzy firmly believed that an event as big as leaving her 
familiar surroundings and moving into a new home was an event sufficiently disruptive that a four-year-
old should remember it, but Suzy did not -- and if Susan remembered it, Suzy would.   

Suzy herself was fairly sure she had existed as far back as Susan’s most distant memories -- Suzy 
experienced those memories through the same gauzy and slightly removed film that colored any of 
Susan’s more recent memories.  Suzy couldn’t recall identifying herself as a person separate from Susan 
until about age twelve or thirteen, but she knew, in retrospect, she had been within Susan for as far 
back as any of Susan’s memories went.  And she was convinced that if any of those memories went back 
farther than about age five, Suzy herself would have access to them.   

There was more evidence than just the move to a new house that Susan should remember but did not.  
One of the earliest memories Suzy did have from Susan was sitting holding her mother’s hand in what 
seemed most likely, in hindsight, to be a doctor’s office, and a man, presumably the doctor, saying 
something about “the incident.”  Suzy didn’t know why that memory had stuck from so far back, other 
than having a sense that little Susan had thought “incident” was a neat word, with an amusing sound to 
it.  Childhood memories require those sorts of hooks.   

Of course, there was one major piece of evidence of trauma, a smoking gun, that Quinn had no intention 
of passing along to Emily: Susan had multiple personalities.  That didn’t just happen for no reason.  
Finding that reason, Quinn knew from her reading, was the first step towards doing something about it.   

As soon as Quinn suggested that something might have happened in Susan’s childhood, Emily began to 
look a little angry.  “Are you a reporter?  Trying to get yourself a byline by dredging up a family’s 
heartbreak?”  She moved as if she was preparing to slam the door shut in Quinn’s face.   

Quinn quickly held up her hand in a making-peace gesture, and spoke fast.  “Please, Mrs.  Bachman, I’m 
not a reporter, I’m not here to hurt anyone in any way.  Susan isn’t easy to get to know, but I know she’s 
worth it.  I met her in the library, when I asked her where I could find the martial arts books.”  Quinn had 
made peace with the fact she was telling a lie by pointing out to herself that at least that was something 
she had done in libraries.  “She told me, and she just seemed so sweet, and when I could tell she didn’t 
want to talk anymore I made the effort.  And I have managed to get her talking about herself -- not that 
day, but I kept trying later.”  She pulled her left hand out from behind her, holding a seed packet and 
offering it to Emily.  “She mentioned you liked gardening.”  That was closer to the truth -- it was Suzy 
who had told her that, but that seemed fair.  “These are cherry tomatoes, a sun gold hybrid.  They’re 
getting really popular now, because of how sweet and tart they taste.  I know it’s a little late in the year 
to get them started, but early next spring would be ideal.”  She handed the packet to a startled Emily.   

Emily stared at Quinn for what seemed to Quinn to be a full fifteen seconds.  “Does she know you’re 
here?”   

Quinn knew how to answer that.  If Susan did know, Emily would wonder why Susan hadn’t come 
herself if she wanted to ask about some traumatic childhood event.  Quinn shook her head.  “No ma’am.  
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I came on my own.  Susan told me her hometown, so I was able to find you.  And I promise, I swear, that 
if you tell me anything that might hurt Susan if she knew it, then I will never pass it on to her.  I care 
about her too much.  I just think the more I know about her, the easier it will be to help her.”  Quinn 
smiled.  “I’m not any kind of doctor or other expert.  And maybe you’ve tried those.  But if that didn’t 
work, it’s because helping Susan was just a job to them.  They didn’t care the way I do.”  She looked 
steadily at Emily.   

Quinn had known that this approach could be dangerous, if Emily Bachman didn’t think there was 
anything wrong with her daughter.  But Suzy felt sure that she did.  Other than that one disconnected 
memory, she couldn’t recall a childhood full of medical and psychological professionals.  But she thought 
there must have been some.   

Emily looked at Quinn for an even longer time.  At last, she backed away from the door, made a 
beckoning gesture, and said in a neutral voice, “Come in.”   

*   *   *   *   * 

Quinn sat quietly on the sofa, holding her tumbler of iced tea.  Emily was across from her in an easy 
chair, perched on its front edge, hunched forward, making it an uneasy chair.  She stared at the floor in 
silence.  Quinn knew better than to break into Emily’s meditations.  She knew Emily was not just 
deciding how to start, but whether.  Prodding wouldn’t help at this point.   

Emily suddenly began speaking, in a low, barely audible voice.  “About sixteen...  no, it’s seventeen years 
ago, we had what they call a home invasion.”   

Quinn sucked in her breath.  She knew this wasn’t going to be easy to listen to.  Seventeen years ago.  
Susan would have been four.   

Emily went on, seeming oblivious to Quinn’s reaction.  “It was in early evening.  The funny thing, if you 
can call it funny, is they had the wrong house.  135 instead of 153.  Our neighbors a few houses down 
had a...  secret that wasn’t secret enough.  Sam, the man who lived there with his wife, didn’t trust 
banks.  He kept his savings in a safe at home.  We didn’t know that, at the time.  But apparently he had 
told some coworkers, and it got to a friend of a friend of a friend, something like that.   

“So this wasn’t any big organized crime operation, just a couple of guys who thought there’d be easy 
money.   

“It was early evening, about 8.  Dark.  I was just getting ready to put Susan to bed, but I hadn’t started 
yet.  She was in the living room, with dolls scattered around the floor, and the TV tuned to a cartoon 
channel.   

“I got up and told her to start putting her toys away and get her jammies on.  When I got up, I saw a car 
come screeching to a stop in front of the house, and two men jumped out.  By the streetlight I could see 
they were wearing masks, and I could see guns.  Shotguns.  They came trotting up the walk.   

“Of course, I was terrified.  Greg was working a swing shift then, and I was home alone with Susan.   
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“The first thing I thought of was Susan.  Of course.  I didn’t think there was time to get her up to her 
room upstairs, so I took her to ours, just off the living room.  I sat her down on the floor of the big 
wardrobe in the bedroom, and said bad men were coming, and told her not to make a sound, not a 
single sound, and I closed the door on her.”  Emily’s lip quivered.  “I don’t know if hiding her in there 
would have worked if she hadn’t seen how scared I was.  She was such an outgoing child.  She would 
have heard people in the house and wanted to make new friends.”  Quinn blinked in surprise, as Emily 
went on.  “I couldn’t help it.  A child seeing a parent frightened can be devastating.  But I just...”   

Quinn said quietly, “I know.  When you’re scared, you’re scared.  And if she’d just thought it was a game, 
you’re probably right, she’d probably have come out to see what was happening.  That might have been 
worse.”   

Emily nodded, and wiped away her first tear.  “I went back out to the living room to lock the front door -
- I know I should have done that first, but instinct just made me get Susan out of there before anything 
else.  I was too late, the men got in.  They started shouting ‘Where’s the safe?’ and waving their guns 
around.   

“I had no idea what they were talking about.  We didn’t own a safe, and I told them that.  They didn’t 
believe me, and one of them hit me.  I started screaming for help, and he hit me again.  Three or four 
times, I think.”   

Quinn was shaking her head.  Children consider their parents the rocks of their life, unshakeable, 
protecting them from all dangers.  Susan hadn’t just seen her mother terrified.  She’d heard her being 
beaten, crying out for help.   

“While the one was hitting me, the other started searching the house.  Starting with the den, the first 
room he came to.  I could hear him turning over furniture, knocking things over.   

“And then he headed towards the bedroom.  I screamed.   

“And then suddenly there were sirens.  Our neighbor across the street had just happened to look out his 
front window when the men arrived.  And called 9-1-1.   

“The men took off when they heard the sirens.  I saw them leave.  I don’t exactly remember what I did 
next.  Everything is kind of hazy.”   

Quinn nodded, though Emily wasn’t looking at her.   

“I do remember the police being in the house with me when I went to the bedroom.  I ran to the 
wardrobe, yanked the door open.   

“I remember I reached down for Susan, to pick her up, saying ‘Hey, baby, it’s okay now,’ or something 
like that.  I could see something was wrong.  She was...”   

Emily stopped and swallowed convulsively.  She ran the side of her glass of iced tea across her forehead.  
After a time she went on.  “She was in a fetal position, with her eyes squeezed shut tight, in a catatonic 
stupor.  You know what that is?”   
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Quinn, shocked to her core, could barely rasp, “Yes.”  A psychiatric state in which the sufferer is frozen 
into immobility, unresponsive to any stimulus, for a prolonged period of time.   

“Caused by post-traumatic stress, the doctor at the hospital said.  She didn’t move for two days.  I 
stayed with her the whole time, in her room -- there was a very sweet nurse, Jenny, who brought meals 
to me -- and Greg was there whenever he could be.   

“After those two days, she kind of unwound.  I woke up from a nap, and she was looking at me.  I 
hugged her and we both started crying.   

“I couldn’t go back to the house, of course.  Ever.  We stayed in a hotel a few days, until Greg found a 
house to rent -- this one.  I wanted to get as far away as possible, but we still needed to be close enough 
to Greg’s work.  My sister and Greg’s brother helped him get all our furniture and stuff moved here.   

“I kept thinking, kids are resilient, Susan will get through this.  But...  she was never the same.  She’d 
been such a happy, active child, and she loved people.  But after...  well, you know.  She was scared of 
anything and everything.  Especially people.  She couldn’t bear to be around them.  It was a major trial 
getting her to go to kindergarten.  She’d come home crying every day.”  Tears were streaming down 
Emily’s face now.   

Quinn had set her glass on the floor, and sat now with her head in her hands, shaking her head without 
really being conscious of it.   

“We thought it was kind of a breakthrough when she moved out and got the library job.  We’ve been 
giving her some space.  We call to check once in a while, but Greg and I are hoping that being 
independent will get her reaching out more to people.  The way she talks about her life, though, it hasn’t 
sounded like much has been different.”  Emily gave Quinn a weak smile.  “There’s you, though.  Just 
interacting with another person, like you, that’s something new.  Though from what you’ve said, you 
could tell all along something was wrong.”   

Quinn looked up and said quietly, “I could, yes.  If it helps, though, I’ve found she’s really sweet.  I guess I 
said that already.  But just... really closed off.”   

Emily just nodded, at that.   

A lot of questions answered, Quinn thought to herself.  Like for example...   

Quinn was startled when she played back in her mind something she had only half-heard Emily saying.  
She looked up at Emily once more.  “I’m sorry, could you say that again?”   

“I was just saying, one of the strange things was the whole issue about her name.  Of course, it’s Susan, 
but all her life we’d always called her Suzy.  Me and Greg both.  After the...  thing...  she suddenly didn’t 
want to be Suzy anymore.  She insisted on wanting to be called Susan.  We never saw a connection -- I 
mean, I hadn’t called her by any name while the whole thing was happening, and the men definitely 
wouldn’t have called her anything.  They wouldn’t have had any idea she even existed.  So it’s not like 
hearing the name ‘Suzy’ could have set off memories.  So it’s just one of those mysteries.”   
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Quinn’s jaw dropped, and she had a minor episode of catatonia herself.  She could not make herself 
move.  At last she collected herself.  “Mystery.  Yes.  Who knows.”  She was shaking her head, feeling as 
if the world was whirling around her.   

Emily hardly noticed Quinn.  She was sitting wiping tears away, sniffling.  She got up and went to the 
kitchen, found a tissue, and blew her nose.  She came back out.  “Does that...  I don’t know what you 
were looking for.  Does that help?”   

Quinn stood.  “I’m not sure, ma’am.  I’ll have to...”  She caught herself just in time.  If she had followed 
“I’ll have to” with “talk it over...” as she nearly had, she would have been in trouble.  Emily would expect 
Quinn to keep this entirely to herself -- and certainly she wouldn’t understand Quinn wanting to talk to 
Suzy, whom she knew nothing about.  “...think about it.  But I can’t tell you how much I appreciate you 
telling me.  I know that wasn’t easy.”   

Emily gave her a shaky smile.  “I’ve never talked about this with anyone but police or doctors.  But I 
somehow...  felt like you were the right person.”   

“I hope so, ma’am.  I’ll try to help any way I can.”   

“Thank you.”  Emily surprised Quinn by hugging her.   

*   *   *   *   * 

THAT NIGHT  

Quinn and Suzy lay facing each other in Susan’s bed, their arms around each other, legs tangled 
together, sheets rumpled around them, their faces inches apart but not kissing.  Their clothes lay 
scattered on the floor in a line from the front door to the bed.  When Quinn had arrived, with Skittles for 
Susan, they both knew they had a lot to talk about, but neither could think with sex hanging over their 
heads.  Now, in the afterglow of lovemaking, Quinn’s arm was draped across Suzy’s waist, her hand idly 
stroking Suzy’s butt.  Suzy’s hand was behind Quinn’s head, fingers lightly playing with her hair.   

Quinn had just finished passing along the story of the home invasion, holding back, for the moment, the 
most important thing she had learned.  She wanted to deal with that as a separate issue.  “Okay,” Suzy 
said, “Let’s see if we can put this all together.  Susan is hidden in the wardrobe.  She’s seen that her 
mom is really frantic with fear, she knows bad men are here.  She can’t see what they’re doing, but she 
hears the shouting, her mom screaming, can probably tell these guys are beating up on Mom.  Mom told 
her to be quiet, don’t move.”  She shuddered.   

Quinn nodded gravely.  “She’s terrified, and she’s doing exactly what Mom said.  She tries as hard as she 
can not to move a muscle, not to make a sound.  She squeezes her eyes closed, thinking if she can’t see 
anything, then nothing can see her.  Little kids think like that.”   

Suzy nodded.  “I think this has to be where the whole bondage thing came from.  The experience left 
Susan with this internal command, an imperative, that she must not move, has to hold absolutely still.  
Bondage helps with that.  When she’s tied up, she can’t move, and she feels so much more comfortable, 
more safe, when she’s not able to move.”   
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“Right!  Remember that first time I tied her up, on the bed?  You told me to do it that way, because you 
knew she’d love it -- tied so stretched out she could barely move at all.  That’s when Susan is happiest -- 
when she’s least able to move.  In her daily life, ever since her catatonic episode ended, she’s known she 
has to move around to live.  But she hates it!  When she’s in bondage, everything is the way it should 
be.”   

“Oh, and of course, it’s why she especially likes the gag and blindfold.  She doesn’t want to make a 
sound, so she feels more comfortable with a gag.  And the blindfold -- when she’s blindfolded she feels 
invisible, like you were saying.  And that’s what she wants.”   

Quinn picked up the thread.  “And it’s why she can’t bear to be around people.  It’s like -- how did you 
put it that time? -- it’s not that she’s afraid OF people.  She’s terrified of being seen BY people.  Of 
having them know she’s there, of having them thinking about her.  Because that’s exactly what she was 
afraid of, in that wardrobe.”   

Suzy bit her lip.  “There’s still one thing I don’t get.  How did it get to be a fetish?  I mean, why the sexual 
component, where the bondage totally turns her on?  I’ve always known how Susan feels about that, 
but I’ve never known why, because she doesn’t know why either.  If this all dates from when we were 
four, there wasn’t anything sexual about it then.  And she was sure as hell too scared to be turned on 
anyway.”   

Quinn frowned.  “Okay, I don’t know.  Anything can get to be a fetish, but I don’t know why this did.  
You’re right, it doesn’t seem like there should be a connection.”  She looked away, thinking.  “But there 
is.  And it takes in everything that was happening to her right then.  Including fear.  When she can’t 
move, can’t make a sound, and when she’s afraid of something -- the more of that there is, the more she 
responds to it sexually.  For some reason.”   

“There’s one other thing I also don’t get.  When she knows the bondage will be really hard to get out of, 
will take a lot of work, that also adds to the arousal.  I can kind of see that, ordinarily, for anyone who 
loves being in bondage, but I don’t see how it matches up with anything she experienced in the 
wardrobe.  Everything else traces back to that, so this should too.”   

Quinn frowned.  “Okay, I don’t see that either.  And I’m not inside her like you are.  You haven’t caught 
anything that explains that?”   

Suzy shook her head.  “I know exactly what she feels, when it’s happening, but no idea why she feels it.  
It just happens.  I can’t catch any thoughts about why, because she doesn’t know.”  They both sat 
silently for a time, thinking, though they both knew Suzy’s time was running out.   

Suzy’s eyes widened suddenly.  “You know, when she was in that wardrobe, she could have moved.  She 
wasn’t tied up or anything like that.  She was just afraid to.  If the whole atmosphere of the wardrobe 
gets her off now, for whatever reason, then there’s a way to get her even higher than bondage would.  
Make it somehow so she’s afraid to move, even though she’s not tied up.  That would be a more 
accurate reflection of the situation.”   

Quinn gasped, and grinned.  “Hey, you’re talking to the right person.  That gave me some ideas.”   



64 
 

Quinn took a deep breath before continuing.  Up to this point, they had purely been puzzle solving, and 
they hadn’t talked much about what the goal would be when the puzzle was finished.  Quinn knew Suzy 
felt her body belonged to Susan, but they had agreed they wanted Susan to be able to turn control over 
to Suzy at will, without having to get drunk to do it, so that Suzy could at least experience the world, on 
occasion, in a non-inebriated state.  But Quinn had one more thing to tell Suzy, and she wasn’t sure 
what the last piece of information would do to Suzy, except that it would upend her entire sense of who 
she was.  So Quinn had been hesitant to bring it up, not knowing quite how to say it or what effect it 
would have.  But Suzy absolutely needed to know.  Just tell her, Quinn ordered herself.  “There’s one 
more thing.”  Quinn hesitated a little longer.   

Suzy could easily sense Quinn’s reluctance to continue.  “What is...  Is everything okay?”   

Okay, thought Quinn.  Here goes.  “The girl your mom put in the wardrobe -- we need to call her Suzy, 
not Susan.  Because it wasn’t her.”  She continued, her voice shaking with the overwhelming awe she 
felt.  “It was you, babe.  You were the terrified little girl in the wardrobe.  Honey...  You’re the original 
personality.  Not her.  You.”   

Suzy stared at her for a period that seemed forever.  “Wh-what do you mean?”   

“Your mom told me that before this all happened, she and your dad always called their daughter Suzy.  
And she was like you, not like Susan.  She was really outgoing, loved meeting people.  Then suddenly this 
whole thing erupts, and afterward...  their daughter started insisting on being Susan.  You didn’t come 
into being in the wardrobe, babe.  SHE did.”   

Suzy goggled at her.  She opened her mouth to speak, but no words came out.   

Quinn continued, “You were SO scared.  You were too afraid you’d mess up, move your foot and knock 
something over, make a little squeaking sound in your throat -- anything you might do could give you 
away, and you couldn’t handle it.  So...  You broke off a piece of yourself.  One that was created for just 
one thing: to stay still.  To stay quiet.  To stay invisible.  A new you who could concentrate on that one 
job, and not be distracted by anything else, to avoid a disaster beyond anything you could imagine.”   

Suzy’s eyes widened.  “It...  it...”  She swallowed convulsively.  “That has to be right.  All this time we’ve 
been talking about the...  the whole thing, the guys with the guns, Mom getting beaten, Susan hiding in 
the wardrobe, I wasn’t making any sense out of why she’d create me in her head.  It didn’t seem to 
accomplish anything.  But...  This, this way, it does fit together.  To create a specialized personality, just 
for doing this one thing.  And that was Susan, and after I made her, she couldn’t figure out how to give 
my body back to me.  Or was just afraid to.”  Suzy began breathing hard, and covered her face with her 
hands.   

Quinn could feel Suzy’s body shaking.  She pulled Suzy against her, wrapping not just her arms but also 
her legs around her.  She held her without speaking for several minutes.   

At last Suzy’s hands fell away from her face.  She looked directly at Quinn.  She tried to speak, and finally 
settled on “Wow!”   

Quinn nodded.  “Yeah, exactly.”  She looked at Suzy closely.  “Does this change anything?”   
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Suzy looked blankly at Quinn, then realized what she meant.  “Yeah.  OH, yeah.  If it’s my body...”  She 
let the sentence trail off.  It was obvious what the end of it was.   

She put her fist to her mouth, and chewed on the nearest knuckle, looking down.  “She still doesn’t 
know how to turn it back over to me.  She wasn’t...  built with a system for doing that.  She never let go, 
in all those years, until the very first time in her life she got drunk.  Like anybody when they get drunk, 
she lost her concentration, her focus.  She’s drunk right now, and that’s why I’m here.  My body is drunk.  
I can think, and I can talk to you, but my head is still kind of spinning.”  She giggled.  “Even more now.”  
Then she frowned.  “But we can’t keep me drunk all the time.  And it doesn’t even work anyway.  Susan 
eventually gathers herself, and gets herself back on the job.  When I’m me and I drink more, it doesn’t 
stop her from doing that.  We saw that.”   

Quinn’s eyes widened.  “Yes, but it still tells us something important.  It proves she doesn’t have a total 
lock on the body!  She has to work at keeping hold on it, and when something interferes, like drinking, 
she loses the ability to stay in front of you, at least temporarily.  So she can give it up, even if it’s been 
accidental and involuntary so far.  What we need is to get her willing to give it up, so she can relax her 
hold on it and let go.  So we have to figure out, what would make her willing?”   

“I don’t know if it’s that easy.  I made her to protect me.  If that’s her whole reason for existing, she’s 
not just going to say, Okay, I’ll stop doing it.”   

Quinn closed her eyes in thought.  “What if she could be convinced you were safe?  That you are safe.  
That her job is done, and she doesn’t have to do it anymore.”   

“How?  She doesn’t even consciously remember why she’s doing it.”   

“I know, but something in her knows.  If I...”  Quinn smiled.  “I’d try to convince her you’ll always be safe 
with me.  That I will never let anybody hurt you.”   

Suzy blinked.  She wasn’t sure how to respond, because Quinn had never, at any time, suggested where 
their relationship was going.  And now they were talking about Suzy reclaiming herself, being the person 
she was meant to be.  Was Quinn now saying she saw their relationship as something permanent?  With 
that thought out in the open, Suzy had to know what it meant.  Now.  “You’d have to mean it.  I’m pretty 
sure she could tell if you’re not sincere.”  She held her breath, waiting for Quinn’s answer.   

Quinn smiled.  “I do mean that.”   

Suzy tightened her arms around Quinn, pulled her tight against her body and kissed her.  And kissed her 
again.  She hurried to roll over onto Quinn before Quinn could take her the other direction.  They had an 
unspoken rule that whoever got on top first could stay there.  Suzy didn’t get there very often.   

Suzy paused suddenly in mid kiss, supporting her weight on her elbows on either side of Quinn as she 
looked down at her.  “Wait!  I just thought!  If we do somehow fix it so I can take over, and always be in 
control of my body...  Susan will be dead!”  She blinked over wide eyes, horrified that she had neglected 
to consider this basic point.  “When I’m out front, I can’t hear her at all, and I know that every time she 
comes back, she’s totally blank on the periods when I’m in charge.  She’s not there now, for example.  If 
I took over forever, she’d be gone forever!”  Tears began leaking from Suzy’s eyes.   
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Quinn looked up at her in surprise.  She obviously hadn’t given it any thought either.  After a few 
seconds she nodded her head slightly, with a look of having made a decision.  “Once she knows she can 
give up control, she’ll see how to do it.  We can set aside time for her to be herself.  Once a week, 
maybe.  And it won’t seem limited, to her.  She’ll perceive her life as continuous -- maybe with little 
jumps, where she’s suddenly somewhere else, but she’s already used to that -- and we can keep setting 
up bondage things for her, like you do now.  She’ll be happy with her life and won’t have a problem with 
giving it back to you, as long as she knows she can keep coming back.”  She smiled, reached up and 
gently brushed the tears off Suzy’s cheeks.   

Suzy, her eyes now alight, said, “Perfect!”, and kissed Quinn again.  She glanced over at the clock and bit 
her lip.  “It’s late, and my head is starting to settle down.  She’ll be back soon.”   

Quinn raised up her head to kiss Suzy lightly.  “I could stay until she gets here.  This isn’t any secret.”   

Suzy nodded.  “I know.  She figured out a long time ago what we do when you come over.  But she’s sure 
that because of the way she is, she’ll never have a boyfriend, as much as she wishes somehow she 
could.  I don’t like to throw this in her face.”  She returned Quinn’s kiss.   

“I understand.  Totally.  Talk to you Sunday night?”  She slid out from under Suzy, out of the bed, and 
started hunting down her clothes.   

Suzy followed her to the door, to give her a hug and goodbye kiss, and said “Sunday sounds good.”  
After Quinn closed the door, Suzy returned to her bedroom, picking up discarded clothing along the 
way, got into her pajamas, knowing how uncomfortable Susan was with being naked, even alone, and 
began stripping the bed.  It was a matter of being polite to Susan, but Suzy was feeling extra warmth 
towards Susan right now, having learned what an important part of her Susan had been.   

She was sitting at the table, in her PJs, staring at the bowl full of the Skittles she’d asked Quinn to bring, 
when she felt herself losing hold.  She relaxed and let Susan come up.   

*   *   *   *   * 

Quinn walked down the hallway to the stairs, still feeling Suzy’s last kiss on her lips.  She felt taut all 
over, in the realization of how very much she needed a plan that would work.  She had never had a live-
in girlfriend, but she suddenly realized how very much she wanted to be able to wake up in the morning 
and feel Suzy’s warmth pressed up against her.  That it wasn’t possible under present circumstances, 
that there was simply no way to be with Suzy for more than a few hours every few days, was the 
greatest frustration she’d ever known.   

*   *   *   *   * 

ONE WEEK LATER  

Okay, thought Quinn, as she finished giving Susan her revealing biography.  Time to see if this all works.  
Still holding Susan’s right hand within the grip of the duct tape, turned to face her directly, took her 
other hand as well, and looked intently into Susan’s eyes.  She began speaking again, softly now, slowly, 
distinctly.   
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“Susan, there’s a reason I told you all this.  I want you to see I’m a good person, I try to look out for 
people’s needs, and I’m really determined and work very hard to do what needs to be done.”   

Quinn’s reading during the past week had led her to this two-part strategy.  Her first goal had been to do 
as much as she could to establish Susan’s complete trust in her, and in particular, for Susan to trust that 
she was completely safe with Quinn.  Quinn had put Susan in a helplessly bound position, where Quinn 
could have taken advantage of her at will, and had instead Quinn had simply gratified Susan’s sexual 
needs and let her go.  She had bound Susan’s hand to hers, and taken Susan on a walk through the 
woods, hoping to make Susan feel she and Quinn were close friends walking along holding hands -- 
doing so by forcing the hand-holding wouldn’t have worked on anyone but Susan, who felt far more at 
home in bondage than freedom.  Quinn had given Susan that biography of herself, revealing some things 
that didn’t especially present her in a good light, hoping Susan would see the trust Quinn was placing in 
her, hoping Susan would reciprocate.   

All of that led into the second part of the strategy.  Quinn wanted to take Susan back to a time before 
bondage, closer to the time when the imperative to stay motionless, quiet, and invisible didn’t yet have 
the crutch of bondage to support it.  That is, closer to Susan’s beginning, before her ownership of the 
body had been locked in as tightly as it was now.  And at that point, the last step was to nudge Susan the 
final distance back into the trauma that had created her, a dangerous thing to do if Susan were alone, 
but the key was to make Susan feel she was not alone.  Quinn, trusted Quinn, with whom Susan felt 
safe, would be there with her.  Quinn had read the report of one therapist who claimed to have had 
success in treating a patient with multiple personalities by following such a strategy.   

Now it was time to take Susan there.   

“Susan, I love Suzy.  I would do anything for her.  She is the one woman I will never hurt.  She is the one 
woman I will never want to hurt.”   

Quinn saw Susan’s surprised reaction to that.  Quinn had never yet told Suzy that she loved her.  The 
reaction in Susan had to be Suzy’s, and it was an indication that Suzy was very likely closer to the surface 
than Susan had ever before allowed her while in control.  It made up Quinn’s mind to take the final step.   

Quinn slowed her voice still more.  “Susan, you don’t have to stand guard over Suzy anymore.”  Quinn 
saw Susan’s eyes go wide.  “I promise, I will never let anything or anyone hurt her.  You know me now, 
and you know I can keep her safe, and let you rest.  And as long as she lives, she promises you will never 
die.  She won’t let you.  She and I will make sure you have the wonderful life you deserve, after 
everything you’ve done.  Remember last night.  I can do that for you.  We both promise that.  Feel that 
promise inside you.”   

Quinn paused to let what she’d said so far have its effect on Susan, then resumed speaking.  “Let us take 
care of you, the way you took care of her all these years.”   

Quinn saw she had Susan’s full, absolutely undivided attention.  Susan’s eyes seemed unable to look 
away from Quinn’s.   

Quinn took a deep breath.  This is it, she thought.  “Susan: Let me join you in that wardrobe.  Let Suzy 
come over to me.  You don’t have to protect her anymore.”   
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Bingo! thought Quinn.  That meant something to her!  It’s not at the conscious level, but something 
down deep in Susan remembers the wardrobe, and what she was created to do.   

Susan’s jaw dropped, and she leaned back, jerking her left hand out of Quinn’s grasp to put it behind 
herself for support, to keep from falling over.  Quinn saw Susan’s eyes go blank for a moment, fixed on 
nothing, but only for an instant.  Expression returned, in those eyes and around them, the whole face 
lighting up in an expression of pure joy.   

“It worked!!!!  I’m here!  And I’m not drunk!”  Quinn recognized the voice as Suzy’s.  Suzy slapped her 
free hand against her other arm, tilted her head in both directions, seeming to be trying to verify that 
she wasn’t imagining it -- that Susan had let her take over.  Suzy had possession of what she now knew 
to be her own body.   

Suzy lunged at Quinn, bowling Quinn over onto her back, raining kisses all over her face as they both 
laughed.   

Suzy stopped suddenly, giving Quinn an intense look.  “Did you mean that?”   

Quinn had to think for only a second to know what Suzy meant.  “That I love you?  Of course I meant it!”   

Suzy laughed with delight.  “I love you too!”  She kissed Quinn hard on the lips, then began babbling, “I 
want to go out with you.  Tonight!  I want to dance with you!  Is there an all-girl bar in town?”   

She gave Quinn just enough time to say, “Here?  I don’t know, but there’s one in Watney...”   

“Can we go?  Tonight?  Can we dance?  Do you know how to dance?  I don’t.”   

Quinn grinned.  “We’ll learn together.”  She pulled Suzy down for another kiss.  Then she turned Suzy’s 
head to whisper in her ear.   

Suzy turned immediately back to her, her eyes and mouth both open wide.  She shouted ecstatically, 
“YES!”, then began another shower of kisses on Quinn’s face.   

Suzy jumped to her feet, pulling Quinn up by their bound hands.  “Let’s go find the scissors to get this 

tape off, and the key for these cuffs.  But I’m not letting go of your hand anytime soon.”  With Suzy 

leading, because only she knew the way to the place she had hidden the keys and their clothes, they ran 

together through the woods. 
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Chapter 7 

Suzy and Quinn held hands as they walked up the path to the house, but by prior agreement they let go 
when Suzy opened the door and introduced Quinn to her waiting parents.  Quinn shook hands with 
Suzy’s father Greg and accepted a hug from Suzy’s mother.   

Quinn was dressed much more casually than when she had met Emily before, though still avoiding any 
provocative styles: she wore one of her few shirts that had sleeves, and pants that were nicer than her 
work jeans.  No leather anywhere other than her shoes.  Her hair, however, had its normal, unruly look.   

Suzy, rather than wearing her hair in its usual bun, had pulled it farther back into what Quinn assured 
her was a very cute ponytail.   

During dinner, Quinn responded to questions about her family and her work at the auto body shop, but 
didn’t hint at having another career.  Suzy volunteered information about how things were going at the 
library, and about some new friends she had met at “a club” she and Quinn had gone to, with some 
amusing anecdotes about them, without giving the “club’s” name, “Pretty Kitty,” or characterizing it as a 
lesbian bar.  The stream of excited talk coming out of Suzy was nothing like either of her parents had 
ever heard from her.   

To the inevitable question from Greg about how the two of them had met, since Quinn didn’t work in 
the library or even live in town, Quinn gave the same answer she’d given Emily before: that she’d been 
in town on an errand and stopped by the library to check on their martial arts books, and had asked 
“Susan” where they were.  Suzy broke in at that point to say, “Yeah, because I looked just like somebody 
who would know,” which brought laughs around the table.   

Suzy and Quinn avoided, during the meal, giving the impression of being more than friends.  They 
wanted to get through dinner, at least, without introducing any of the tension that their later 
announcement was going to stir up.  It was just as dinner was ending that Suzy took a deep breath to 
steady herself, and said, “I wanted to tell you guys something.”  After Emily had responded, “What’s 
that, dear?”, Suzy took Quinn’s hand once more and said, “We’re getting married.”   

Greg dropped his fork, blinked once and asked, “Ummm...  to whom?”   

Quinn, determined to maintain the cordial atmosphere such an announcement would create under 
more normal circumstances, smiled as warmly as a male suitor might and said, “I asked Suzy to marry 
me, and she said yes.”  She leaned towards Suzy and brushed her shoulder against hers.   

Emily sucked in a quick breath, while Greg set his jaw, shaking his head slightly.   

Emily saw her husband’s reaction and quickly said, “Greg, I need some help with dessert,” taking his 
hand and almost jerking him out of the room.   

As soon as the kitchen door swung closed, Emily said to Greg in a tense whisper, “I know what you’ve 
said about the whole gay marriage thing.  I’ve always agreed with you.  But that woman...” she pointed 
at the wall in the direction Quinn would be, “...brought our little girl back to us, after all these years.  
You can see that, can’t you?”  Emily didn’t know any specifics of what Quinn had done, and certainly not 
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exactly where their “little girl” had been these past seventeen years, but she knew no one else could 
possibly be responsible for the change in her daughter.  “As far as I’m concerned, they can do anything 
that makes them happy.  And you’d better figure out how to feel the same way.”   

Greg gulped, and at length nodded.   

Back in the dining room, without remembering, for the moment, to bring any dessert out with her, Emily 
gestured with both hands for Quinn to stand up, gave her a warmer, tighter hug than before, and said, 
“Welcome to our family.”  Greg stood to the side, looking a little uncomfortable, and stammered, “So 
when, ahhh, when is the...  wedding?”   

Suzy, after first mouthing “Thank you!” to her mother, told her father their plans.   

*   *   *   *   * 

Quinn had known there would be no problem with her father.  Philip Burress had long known his 
daughter’s sexual orientation, as well as what her hobby was, and had always firmly believed Quinn 
should be able to do anything that made her happy, as long as it was legal.   

*   *   *   *   * 

With Quinn taking an afternoon off from the shop, and Suzy some leave time from the library, they went 
to be married at City Hall in Watney, under the names Susan Bachman and Paula Burress.  While they 
were there, they filed requests for legal name changes, to Suzy Bachman-Burress and Quinn Bachman-
Burress, Suzy explaining she had been Suzy all her life, which was technically true, and Quinn explaining 
that, outside of official documents, she had been known by everyone as Quinn for a decade.  They later 
received an amended marriage certificate in their new names.   

They held the wedding reception at the Pretty Kitty on a Saturday afternoon -- the bar didn’t open for 
business until five o’clock, and Jo, the owner, was happy to rent the space for a token fee.  Quinn’s 
father and Suzy’s parents split the catering costs.  The music came from a CD player stocked with songs 
from Philip Burress’s collection.   

In addition to the parents from both sides, several friends from the Kitty were there, and, to Suzy’s 
surprise, Mrs.  Corcoran and several of the library employees came -- even a couple of the men, despite 
their knowing, if they were realistic, that a lesbian wedding wasn’t the ideal place for men to meet 
women.   

Suzy and Quinn began the festivities by entering from opposite sides, taking hands, facing the guests, 
and exchanging vows they had written, and no one asked later why the vows weren’t quite symmetrical, 
with Quinn adding the words “outside and inside” to her promise to meet Suzy’s needs.   

After the guests made use of the caterers’ services, Jo announced that the newly married couple would 
have the first dance.  Suzy took Quinn’s hand and led her to the middle of the floor, only to have Quinn 
double over laughing when the CD player’s speakers issued forth the Manfred Mann version of “The 
Mighty Quinn.”  They improvised a dance to the song, and it was Suzy’s turn to laugh when the music 
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switched to Creedence Clearwater’s “Suzie Q.”  Jo had asked each of them separately, beforehand, if 
they had some particular music they wanted played.   

In the general dancing that followed, Suzy’s parents danced with each other, Emily danced with Philip, 
Greg danced with the slightly embarrassed and giggling head librarian Alice Corcoran, and the girls from 
the Kitty danced with each other and the librarians, including the men.   

No one noticed when Suzy and Quinn departed the party to drive to an isolated, scenic hotel, their 
reservation there being Emily’s and Greg’s wedding gift.   

*   *   *   *   * 

Suzy and Quinn found a house to rent in Watney, tiny but clean and nice, and moved Suzy’s meager 
possessions and Quinn’s exercise equipment into it.  Between the two of them they could afford it, with 
help from a thousand dollar wedding gift from Quinn’s father to get them started.  It was a long 
commute to the library for Suzy, but she soon was making more money -- to the surprise of Alice 
Corcoran, Suzy volunteered to give elementary school groups the tour of the library, taking the job off 
Mrs. Corcoran’s hands.  That earned Suzy a raise.   

And one night, Suzy’s direction in life changed again.   

Quinn, a little reluctantly, not quite sure she wanted Suzy to see her in action, gave in to Suzy’s 
persistence and let Suzy watch one of Quinn’s sessions with a client -- Quinn found a spot in the 
shadows of the basement from which Suzy could observe unseen.   

After the session, Quinn found a wide-eyed, almost speechless Suzy, and not for the reason Quinn had 
expected.  Suzy suddenly burst into a torrent of words: “Honey, I want to do what you do!  I want to be 
a domme.  Will you teach me?”   

Quinn gave her an uncertain look.  “Babe, I love you, and I always will.  You don’t have to earn...”   

Suzy shook her head vigorously.  “No, it’s not just because you do it.  It’s not to impress you.  I barely 
even noticed you were you, while it was going on.  I was watching her.  She seemed so scared, and 
humiliated, and I could tell it hurt when the whip hit -- but she was so turned on!  It was so easy to tell 
from that far away.  And you took her all the way to orgasm!  I really understand now -- I thought I did 
before, but now I really get it.  The women you see...  You’re filling a big hole in their lives.  That woman, 
Sarah -- she’s got some authority, right?  I could see it in the way she was standing, before the session 
started.  But she kind of shed the authority with her clothes, and it was like...  that’s exactly what she 
wanted!  Someone she had to please, someone to bow down to, to give her orders that she had to 
follow even if she didn’t want to...  that’s her fantasy, what she daydreams about.”   

Quinn blinked in surprise.  “How do you know all that about her?  She’s the manager of an electronics 
store, so yeah, she gives the orders during the day.  But how...?”   

“I could see it, somehow.  And I know that’s just her, and other clients might have other fantasies for 
other reasons, but for all of them, they come here because there’s something they want that they can’t 
get from anyone but you!  You do that for them, what they want, what they need!”   
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Quinn smiled.  “I’m not the world’s only domme.”   

Suzy smiled back.  “Only one in town.  But I want you to teach me.  Please?”   

Quinn pinched her lip between thumb and forefinger.  “You might find there are some things about it 
that you can’t make yourself do.  But okay, we’ll see that when we get that far.  As of today, you’re my 
first student trainee.”   

Suzy threw her arms around Quinn.   

*   *   *   *   * 

Suzy felt a growing need to make her body her own.  She had been born into it, and as grateful as she 
was to Susan for coming into being when she was desperately needed, Suzy wanted to reclaim what 
belonged to her.   

She also wanted to develop the persona she would bring into sessions, once Quinn decided she was 
ready to interact with clients.  That would be separate from everyday Suzy, but there would obviously 
need to be some overlap.  Suzy was sure that she would need a real-self image that could sustain her 
approach to dealing with clients, not something she faked during the short time of a session.   

She decided to start with her hair, which was easy, because she remembered an actress in a movie 
Susan had watched whose extra-short hairstyle had impressed Suzy.  Suzy went online to print out a 
screenshot of the actress from the movie, and took it with her to show to one of her new friends from 
the Kitty, a hair stylist named Bonnie, who had offered Suzy a first appointment at half-price.  Bonnie 
had looked at the picture and said, “Are you sure, sweetie?  ‘Cause once I cut it off I can’t put it back 
on.”  Suzy had laughed and said she was sure.  So Bonnie cut off nearly all of Suzy’s hair, to a length of 
barely an inch on top, and tapering slightly on the sides, down to wispy points of sideburns that 
somehow maintained a feminine look -- Bonnie was very good.  In contrast with Quinn’s chaotic field of 
red, Suzy’s dark brown hair lay neatly flat, almost not needing a comb, while Quinn’s hair resisted one.  
Suzy loved her new look, and Quinn declared her the “cutest dyke in town.”   

Suzy knew she couldn’t wear her glasses in sessions.  As she saw it, a domme couldn’t show any sign of 
weakness, whether in vision or anything else.  From an optician she obtained contact lenses which not 
only perfected her vision, but turned her irises a striking light blue, in place of her own brown.  She 
decided to wear them to work as well, discarding her glasses permanently.  Her shortened hair, already 
dark brown, she darkened further, and gave it a very slight dark blue tint, an effect so subtle that it 
might be mistaken for a trick of the light.  She darkened her eyebrows to match.   

Susan had never worn makeup, so Suzy had no experience with it.  Using makeup advice she found 
online, Suzy began experimenting with different looks.  Some were obviously wrong, and she washed 
them off immediately.  She wasn’t drawn to eyelash extensions -- a little too girly -- but she did start 
using mascara and some blue eyeshadow in a shade that complimented her new eye color, and the hint 
of blue in her hair.   

She felt lucky Susan had avoided sunlight so much.  Her pale skin seemed to her to go well with the look 
she was developing, so she took to wearing a thin layer of sunscreen on her face, arms, and legs, 
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underneath a light blush on her cheekbones -- it took some experimenting to find sunscreen and blush 
that were chemically compatible.  For lipstick, she chose a pale icy-pink shade, wanting only to make her 
lips more noticeable without being overly dramatic.   

Susan had never worn jewelry either.  Suzy considered various possibilities, and settled on a nose ring, 
through a pierced right nostril, and ear piercings, through which she wore earrings she had fallen 
immediately in love with when she saw them offered online: each earring featured two interlocked 
hearts, about an inch in diameter in a gold color, each heart having a small cross projecting upside down 
from its bottom to make it a Venus symbol.  She gave a pair to Quinn as well, who kissed her and 
immediately replaced the earrings she had been wearing with the new ones.   

Susan had never shaved her legs, since she never showed them bare to anyone anyway, but Suzy began 
using a hair removal cream, on her legs and her mound.  Quinn loved it.   

Suzy continued wearing denim pants to work, as Susan had, but replaced Susan’s loose, long-sleeved all-
covering breast-hiding shirts with t-shirts that were far more form-fitting.   

*   *   *   *   * 

The library didn’t exactly have a dress code for employees.  But as Alice Corcoran watched the 
increasingly attractive Suzy -- Suzy had persuaded Alice and her other coworkers to address her as Suzy -
- moving around the library, with male visitors turning their heads to watch her go by (the male 
employees were well aware she wouldn’t be available even if she wasn’t married), the head librarian 
wondered whether perhaps she should say something.  She was particularly alarmed by the nose ring.  
But when she saw how much the elementary school kids adored Suzy, seemingly in part because Suzy 
was much more interesting than they had expected a librarian to be, because she didn’t look like one, 
Alice decided to let it go.   

Watching Suzy daily, the film “Invasion of the Body Snatchers” came to Alice’s mind more than once.  
But she always came up against the question of why extraterrestrial beings would replace any human’s 
personality with one that was more functional in Earthly society than the original.  She dismissed the 
thought, telling herself, with more insight than she realized, that it seemed more as though the girl she 
had known as Susan had snatched her body back from the aliens.   

*   *   *   *   * 

To Suzy, looking ahead to her partnership with Quinn as a domme, the most important thing was to 
work towards a more powerful body.  It was essential, in sessions, to be physically intimidating.  In the 
evenings, Suzy went to the local gym, except when Quinn had a session with a client, and at home she 
made use of Quinn’s own exercise equipment in the mornings before work.  She knew Quinn had built 
her own body long before finding her calling in life, but Suzy thought Quinn’s muscular build exemplified 
exactly the sort of body a domme should have.  Suzy’s regimen included weight lifting, under Quinn’s 
supervision, and she daily examined herself impatiently in the mirror for signs of muscular development 
similar to Quinn’s.  She took up jogging as well.  At first she was disappointed with the short distance she 
could go before becoming winded, but she reminded herself of the way Susan had pushed herself 
beyond the limits of exhaustion when she’d been trying to get home from the park during her longer 
bondage adventure.  It made Suzy that much more determined to keep going.  She began parking her 
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car at the park, near those tennis courts beside which Susan had encamped during her longer bondage 
weekend, and jogging the half-mile to the library, and then back in the evening.  Eventually she sped up 
the afternoon jog to a near sprint.   

She bought a new set of t-shirts with extra-short sleeves, and wore those to work.  She liked making her 
increasingly toned shoulder and arm muscles more visible.  Mrs. Corcoran stayed quiet about that as 
well.   

Between workouts, Suzy studied the same videos and web materials Quinn had used to learn about 
domination and submission standards and practices.  After each of Quinn’s sessions that she witnessed -
- she occasionally skipped a session if she’d seen Quinn with the client before, and went to the gym 
instead -- she asked questions and accepted Quinn’s advice and pointers.  And she began practicing on 
Quinn with the tools of Quinn’s trade, with Quinn covering the targeted spots on her body with leather 
to avoid pain and markings.  Quinn insisted that Suzy had to hit her hard.  She told Suzy she could always 
dial back the intensity to suit a client’s tastes, but she needed to develop, through rehearsal and habit, a 
sense of the maximum effort.   

They made love every night and again in the morning, snuggled up against each other as they slept. 
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Chapter 8 

Suzy, of course, had not forgotten about Susan.  She could never forget about Susan.   

“You sure you’re okay with doing this tonight?”  Quinn looked at Suzy intently.   

Suzy nodded her head emphatically.  “I’d say we’ve waited too long, but it won’t seem like any time to 
Susan.  You know how important this is to me.  Tonight’s just the experiment, to see how it goes, before 
we get more elaborate.”  She returned Quinn’s look with equal intensity.  “Just make sure I don’t get 
stuck underneath Susan.”   

Quinn put her hands on either side of Suzy’s bare hips, rubbing them fondly -- Suzy had already stripped 
naked, as part of the preparation -- and said, “If nothing else works, I can get her drunk, though that 
might be a temporary fix.  But I don’t think it will be a problem.  I talked her down from control before, 
when I barely knew what I was doing, and couldn’t be sure it would work.  I’ve read more since then, 
and I’ve already established that trust I need from her.”   

Suzy nodded, and lay down on her side on the bed.  “Okay, ready.”  She curled up and put her hands 
behind her back.   

As Quinn began hogtying her, Suzy suddenly thought of an important point she’d overlooked.  “Oh!  
Once I’m gagged, I can’t tell you if I’m me or Susan.  If you start thinking I’m Susan and it’s still me, I’ll 
wave my index finger back and forth, like this.”  She demonstrated.   

“Got it.”  Quinn fastened the elaborate gag in place, and buckled on the blindfold.  She finished up with 
the hogtie cloth -- very short, the way Susan liked it, and running through her crotch for the usual 
stimulation.  They were using cloth rather than rope, to avoid raw scrapes against Susan’s sensitive parts 
that Suzy would have to live with afterward.   

Quinn completed the tie, and patted her wife on the hip.  “Okay, babe.  Ready for you.  Call up Susan.”   

Suzy nodded, took a deep breath, and began the relaxation effort, analogous to letting down for 
urinating, that she had always done to let Susan resume control.   

She grunted softly when it didn’t seem to work.  When Quinn softly inquired “Susan?”, Suzy waved her 
index finger behind her.   

Suzy had never been able to sense Susan’s presence in her mind when she, Suzy, was on top.  Susan, it 
seemed, had no existence at those times.  Yet Susan had always floated upward and taken over when 
Suzy let go.  It wasn’t happening this time.   

A wave of fear swept through Suzy.  Please, she thought, please don’t let her be dead!  I couldn’t bear to 
think I killed her!   

The moment the fear coalesced, a familiar feeling bubbled through Suzy, seemingly from below.  Of 
course! thought Suzy.  My fear helps.  Being afraid is what created Susan to shield me to begin with.   
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Suzy sensed the gauze curtain forming around her perceptions of the world.  And heard Susan’s 
thoughts.  For the first time in weeks, Susan was back!   

Quinn asked again softly, “Susan?”   

*   *   *   *   * 

Susan heard Quinn, while the rest of her senses reacted to the perception she was suddenly back in 
bondage!  She seemed to be indoors, hogtied, blindfolded, and gagged on a soft surface that was most 
likely a bed.  She squirmed, testing her restraints, as excitement shot through her, coupled with 
confusion.  Just an instant before, she had been with Quinn in the woods, her hand holding Quinn’s 
within the duct tape cocoon.  Susan was accustomed to sudden unanticipated shifts, but not from one 
bondage situation to a new one.  And not without drinking.   

She remembered, then, letting Suzy come up.  She wasn’t completely sure how she had done it, but she 
knew she had.  That’s interesting, she thought.  I guess I can do that.   

Quinn said, still more softly, “Susan, I’m here.  Some time has gone by.  You don’t need to worry about 
anything.  I’m here to take care of you and take care of Suzy, and I always will.”   

Susan relaxed.  Something about Quinn’s voice made her feel wrapped in a warm blanket.   

“You’re living here with me and Suzy.  You don’t need to work at the library anymore.  Suzy is doing that.  
All you have to do is be tied up and have fun with it.  Is that okay?”   

Oh, wow, thought Susan.  Can this be for real?  Hoping it was, she said, “Mm-hmm.”   

“The only thing we ask of you is that you always let Suzy come back to me when it’s time.  You know 
how.  You may not think you do, but you did it before.  Do you remember that?”   

Susan nodded her head.  “Mm-hmm.”   

Quinn’s voice, as it had been that night -- just moments ago to Susan -- was slow, deliberate, and almost 
hypnotic.  “I’m going to leave you alone in just a minute.  After I do, you just need to do whatever feels 
good.  Just remember one thing, and you can tuck this in at the bottom of your mind, out of the way 
until you need to remember it.  I know that after your orgasm, you usually fall asleep.  When you feel 
yourself drifting off, that’s the time to let Suzy come back up.  You know how to do it,” Quinn repeated, 
“Even if you think you don’t.  Just let go when the time comes so my Suzy can come back to me.  You can 
hold off the orgasm for as long as you want, if you want to.  There’s no worries, no hurries.  Tonight is 
for you.  Okay?”   

“Mm-hmm.”   

“After you let go for Suzy, you’ll always come right back, and it won’t seem like any time has gone by.  
Tonight we’re just testing, to make sure everything goes okay.  Next time you might find yourself in the 
woods alone, not knowing where you are or how to free yourself.”   
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A burst of excitement whipped through Susan.   

“When it’s time to let Suzy come back, don’t worry that you’re giving up anything, or not doing your job.  
You don’t have to protect her anymore.  I promised you I’ll protect her, and I always will.  And we’ll 
always let you come back again.”   

There it is again, thought Susan.  Quinn said before that I was protecting Suzy somehow.  I still don’t 
know from what.   

But she felt the sense of warmth from Quinn.  The feeling of safety.   

Her voice now sinking to a whisper, Quinn said, “I’m leaving now.  Do anything your body wants you to 
do.  Just remember what to do at the end.”   

I promise, thought Susan.  Whatever it takes to do that, I’ll do it.   

She heard a door close.   

She resumed testing her bonds, trying not to arouse herself too much.  She believed Quinn when she’d 
said she’d let her do this again, and again -- and not as a periodic treat, but as one continuous, if 
somewhat choppy, experience.  But she did want some time to really feel the restraint before her body 
took her over the edge to climax.   

She felt her hands, securely fastened behind her back.  Felt her feet joined, inseparable.  Felt her heels 
touching her butt, was unable to pull them away, to straighten her legs.   

Her hips started wriggling on their own.  Her breath came faster, and faster still.   

She lost the battle to stretch out her time.  Her body wriggled, spasmed, strained, and she felt every 
bond, every movement thwarted, every muscle flexing in vain.   

The orgasm came on fast and burst over her, vibrating every part of her as if her entire body was violin 
strings, playing higher notes, and higher...  then slowly quieting, losing strength, fading to silence.   

It had been one of those not-quite-maximal climaxes, one of the 80% kind.  Susan wasn’t worried, 
though.  She was happy with it, and knew bigger ones would come later.   

Susan felt herself drifting, floating towards sleep.  And the drift began having, without her thinking of it, 
a slight downward component.  She encouraged the movement in that direction, let herself move 
farther downward, downward...   

*   *   *   *   * 

Quinn rose to her feet silently after Susan’s orgasm.  She hadn’t really left the room.  She stood still, 
biting her lip, until the bound girl before her shook her index finger back and forth.   

With a shout of joy, Quinn moved quickly to the bed and unbuckled the gag.   
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As soon as she had spat out the mouthpiece, Suzy shouted, “Honey, it worked!  And she loved it!  She’s 
so excited about what kinds of things we’re going to get her into later!  Or she was, I mean.  I can’t sense 
her now, she’s gone.”   

Quinn bent down and kissed her.  “Well, we better figure out what those things are.  I love you, babe.”   

“I love you too.”  She giggled.  “Now get me out of this.”   

*   *   *   *   * 

Suzy closed the front door behind her and plopped her keys down on the table in the entryway.  She had 
stopped using a purse.  She didn’t really have that much she needed to carry around with her, and now 
used a wallet for the various cards she needed on her person, a small leather case that held her keys, 
and another small pocket-sized makeup restoration kit in case of decorative emergencies.  “I’m home, 
hon.  Kitty tonight?”  They usually went to the Pretty Kitty two nights a week for drinks and meeting up 
with friends.  Suzy’s drinks were always non-alcoholic, just in case.   

Quinn came out of the living room and kissed her, her eyes alight.  Suzy could read in them that 
something was up.  “Jill Seward just called and made an appointment for tomorrow night at eight.  Want 
to assist?”   

Suzy’s eyes shot wide open.  She had been getting a feeling Quinn thought she was ready, but Quinn 
hadn’t said anything.  “For real?”   

Quinn grinned at her.  “There’s no way to find out if you’re really up for it without just doing it.  Tell me 
about Jill.  What does she come here for?”   

Quinn’s clients required a variety of different services.  Some came purely for pain -- in some sense pain 
aroused them, or in some other way satisfied them.  They might have an orgasm during the session, or 
they might masturbate later at home, remembering their experiences with Quinn.  Some preferred 
Quinn’s various implements of torment, or one of them in particular, while some only wanted to be 
slapped.  Some had fantasies they had longed to act out in roleplay, which might or might not involve 
varying degrees of pain.  Some had no interest in pain, but did become aroused by verbal abuse, or by 
being given orders they must follow or risk punishment.  These clients might enjoy nothing more than 
the act of submission itself, others the humiliation.  No two of Quinn’s clients were quite exactly alike -- 
even when their preferences were identical, their limitations might not be.   

Suzy had watched Quinn in sessions with Jill three times, and read the notes from Quinn’s initial 
interview with her.  Jill was 35, a bank clerk, divorced.  She had broken her arm a decade earlier, while 
out bike riding with friends, and had experienced a reaction to the pain that she hadn’t expected -- as 
she put it, it made her feel “more alive,” to an extent she’d never before felt.  She had, over the 
intervening years, developed a fantasy, within which she liked to lose herself while she masturbated.  
And then she had discovered Quinn.  Suzy recalled the details of Jill’s preferences, and recited them to 
Quinn.  “Roleplay with corporal punishment.  She likes to imagine she’s been arrested, by something like 
Nazis except they speak English.  Accused falsely of being a spy.  She’s punished when she denies the 
accusations.  She gets off on the helplessness and hopelessness of the situation.  And the pain.”  Suzy 
smiled at Quinn.  “I always thought Jill was probably really fun, because you can make stuff up in your 
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head on the spot, to accuse her of it, and it doesn’t matter what it is, so you’ve got a lot of creative 
freedom.”  Suzy frowned, summoning more particulars into her memory.  “She wears panties in session, 
but nothing else.  She’ll take the whip or the paddle, or slaps with the hand, as long as you don’t mark 
her legs below where shorts would cover them, or face, or hit her in the vaginal area.  But you can touch 
her anywhere, in ways as erotic as you want.  Any amount of verbal abuse, fitting the context of the 
fantasy.”  She paused for more thought.  Just as Quinn opened her mouth, Suzy continued, “Oh, yeah.  
She doesn’t have any kids, but for the roleplay she has an invented son you can threaten, so you don’t 
have to fight her to get her to strip or take a position.”   

Quinn blinked at her, and smiled.  “That’s exactly what I was about to say.  Oh, what’s her safeword?”   

Suzy closed her eyes.  It came to her.  “Crocodile.  She’s always free to say it, because she’s never 
gagged.  A gag wouldn’t fit with the fantasy.”   

Quinn nodded.  “What I’ll do tomorrow is start the session, then you come in.  I’ll introduce you to her 
beforehand, so she knows what’s coming.  When you come in, you could, say, have some new 
information I wasn’t aware of.”   

Suzy’s eyes lit up.  “I just make it up, right?”   

“Of course.  So how does that sound?”   

Suzy threw her arms around Quinn and hugged her tight.  “Sounds wonderful.  I’m ready, coach.”  She 
backed away.  “Instead of the Kitty, let’s order pizza.  I want to spend some time alone and think over 
what I want to do.  Okay?”   

Quinn kissed her.  “Sausage pepperoni?”  When Suzy nodded, Quinn said, “I’ll make the call.”   

*   *   *   *   * 

THE NEXT DAY  

Suzy spent a full hour on her makeup.  She was more excited than nervous, but either way it was hard 
for her to hold her hand steady.   

For sessions, she had worked out a look that was more dramatic than anything she would wear to the 
library.   

She wore a very short black leather skirt -- it stopped just below the bottom of her buttocks -- and for 
sessions had decided to wear no panties underneath, in case it seemed appropriate during a session to 
have the client pleasure her sexually.  Above, she wore a black leather strapless bra that left the tops of 
her breasts visible while pushing them up, to give her more pronounced cleavage than usual.  Around 
her neck was a black cloth choker, because she had always loved that look.   

On her feet she wore her most expensive purchase, black leather boots that zipped up the side and 
came to mid-calf, with four-inch stiletto heels that she had spent three weeks practicing walking around 
in for a half-hour at a time.  The boots were essential, contributing to the intimidation factor in two 
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ways: beyond the purely stylistic, they took Suzy’s height from a near-average 5 feet 5 inches, up to a 
tall 5’ 9”.  In this session in particular, Suzy would tower over the 5’ 1” Jill, who would be barefoot.   

Other than the boots, skirt, bra, and choker, the rest of her skin was bare.  She was actually glad Quinn 
had made her wait this long -- by now her work with the weights had paid off in a preliminary way: the 
muscles in her shoulders and upper arms had gained definition and bulk in a satisfying way.  Her abs 
were more taut by the week.  Her legs were toned.   

To make her eyes more penetrating, Suzy had used a little more mascara than usual, and used black 
eyeliner below the eyes.  She used a darker blue eyeshadow, that suggested storm clouds gathering over 
a wind-tossed ocean.  She replaced her usual soft-colored lipstick with black.  As a final touch, she had 
combed her boy-short hair towards the middle from both sides, held in place with the help of a small 
amount of mousse, making a short ridge from front to back.   

Suzy had gone to the Kitty in this outfit and makeup once, to the fascination of their friends, adding 
black thong panties under the skirt to avoid possible hassles about exposure in public.  She loved the 
looks she got from passers-by as she walked with Quinn from the parking lot to the front door -- for the 
first time she could remember, their eyes were more on her than on Quinn.  Among her friends, who 
knew the context it was meant for, none of them had any improvement to suggest.  Jodie said in awe, 
“You look like you just got kicked out of a biker gang for having a bad attitude.”  Everyone laughed.   

Suzy beamed at her.  “That’s what I’m going for.”   

*   *   *   *   * 

Quinn’s dungeon was an enclosed, appropriately decorated space within the basement at her father’s 
house.  The dungeon itself took up most of the space; outside it there was a small reception area 
between the entry door and the dungeon.  The outer walls and ceiling of the basement were effectively 
soundproofed, making the inner chamber a world of its own.  As the session with Jill started, Suzy stood 
outside the door to the inner chamber, watching through a new peephole Quinn had made in the door.  
Suzy had waited with Quinn for Jill to arrive.  Quinn had introduced Suzy as “Mistress Suzerain,” who 
would be assisting in tonight’s session at no extra charge.  Suzy had taken Jill’s hand in both of hers and 
reassured her that she had read over the specifications Jill had given and knew what the rules were.  She 
gave Jill her best smile, hoping Jill would carry the memory with her into the session because while it 
was in progress, Suzy intended to be pretty scary.  After the introduction, Quinn took Jill’s cash payment 
and led her into the inner chamber, the dungeon.   

Suzy loved her nom-de-domme.  Obviously “Mistress Suzy” didn’t have the necessary heft, but as soon 
as Quinn suggested “Suzerain,” Suzy had nearly fallen on the floor laughing, and had told Quinn there 
was no need to bother thinking of any other alternatives.  Suzy recalled that in the Middle Ages, a 
suzerain was a feudal lord who exerted control over the lives of the vassals in the surrounding area, 
usually requiring regular payments in tribute -- in short, a dominant among submissives.   

Suzy gave Quinn a few minutes to establish the flow of the scene.  She looked on, through the peephole, 
as Quinn, now in character, ordered Jill to strip down to her panties, and to stand against the St.  
Andrews cross -- an upright X made of wood, nine feet tall, to which the client’s wrists and ankles were 
bound at the extremities in a standing spread-eagle.  Quinn, as usual with Jill, made veiled threats to the 
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safety of Jill’s non-existent son in order to establish compliance, after accusing her of espionage against 
the state.  Once Jill was bound to the cross, Quinn began badgering her for a confession and information 
about her mission and contacts.  Since Jill was, in the roleplay, an innocent woman, she had no 
information to give, and could only insist on mistaken identity and beg for mercy.   

After Jill had yelped in pain several times, from Quinn’s use of the riding crop, Suzy took a deep breath, 
told herself I know what to do, I can do this, I can do this, and yanked the door open and stalked in.  
After a few paces she stopped short and gave Quinn a military-style salute.  “Major Quinn.”   

Quinn, still holding the crop in a menacing way, looked at Suzy.  “Captain Suzerain?”   

“Major, we have just received new information on the spy’s activities.”  She looked at Jill, curling her lip 
in distaste, and spat out, “If I may question the disloyal bitch?”  She approached Jill immediately, as if 
certain of gaining permission.   

Suzy took in Jill’s situation at a glance.  She was standing with her back to the cross, with arms raised 
and legs spread.  Aside from her panties, her clothes were discarded carelessly off to the side.  The cross 
had wooden pegs projecting from its arms, each thrust through one of several holes in the arms of the 
cross and anchored with a clip from behind, so that it couldn’t be pulled out of the hole while clipped.  
Before a session, any of the pegs could be moved to different holes, to accommodate clients of different 
heights.  Jill’s wrists and ankles were each tied, using cloth, directly to one of the pegs.   

Jill was sweating already, her cheeks red though she hadn’t been struck there, and amid the streaks of 
sweat it was possible to distinguish tears beginning to stream from her eyes.  She said in a weak, whiny 
voice, “Please, I haven’t done anything!  I’m not a spy, or anything like that!”   

Despite the obvious signs of fear and distress, there were other signs Suzy, after Quinn’s instruction, 
could easily pick up.  The reddened cheeks were one, as was the rapid breathing, and the way she was 
licking her lips.  Suzy had no way to tell whether Jill’s breasts were swollen, never having seen them 
under normal circumstances, but her nipples were prominent and hard.  It wasn’t from cold.  And even 
wearing panties, the fabric was thin enough that Suzy could see her labia were puffy.   

The woman was very, very sexually aroused.   

Suzy stepped forward and stood in front of Jill.  “Miss Seward,” she began, in a mockingly polite way, 
“Last Thursday at your teller window you served a Mr.  Harold Grant.  Didn’t you?”   

Jill gave her a blank look.  Suzy knew that due to Jill’s experience in previous sessions, she would know 
to play along.  “I...  I serve lots of customers, every day.  I can’t remember all of them.  If he’s the spy...  
Please, I could look him up for you, find his home address.  Anything you want!”   

Suzy glared at Jill, then turned and walked towards the left-hand wall, where various instruments of 
punishment were hung over hooks.  She took down one of the whips, and heard Jill’s frightened 
whimper.  Jill had been whipped before in previous sessions, so this would be nothing new.  Quinn, for 
tonight, had told Suzy she would be using the crop, a slightly less fearsome device, and would leave the 
whip to Suzy.   
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Jill, no doubt, was surely a little more afraid than usual -- Suzy, or “Mistress Suzerain,” was an unknown 
factor.  But as always, in sadomasochistic play, it came down to trust.  Jill wouldn’t have come back, to 
session after session, if she hadn’t come to trust Quinn to observe her boundaries.  If “Mistress 
Suzerain” was someone Quinn trusted, then Jill’s trust in Quinn transferred to Suzy.  At least 
provisionally.   

Suzy held the whip, stroked its leather strips -- there were six of them, each nine inches long, attached 
to a handle of that same length easily held in one hand.  Still stroking the leather, she turned and 
approached Jill, with a slightly meaner look on her face than before.  Jill was wordlessly shaking her 
head, looking more afraid than Suzy had seen her so far.  Yet still showing the signs of excitement.   

Stopping directly in front of Jill, looking down at her from her boot-assisted height, Suzy pushed the end 
of the handle of the whip underneath Jill’s chin to make Jill look up at her face.  “Did you serve Mr. 
Grant or not?”   

“I -- I -- I guess I must have.  If you say I did, then I did.  Please, that’s all, I don’t know anything about 
him.”   

With a flourish she had practiced, Suzy swung the whip around and to the left, and landed a backhanded 
stroke on Jill’s right hip.  Jill squeaked and tried to bend her body away after the blow had already 
landed.  Suzy hadn’t swung especially hard.  She would build up to it gradually.  She snapped at Jill, “Did 
that help you remember any better?”   

Her voice shaking, Jill stammered, “Please, it’s not -- I don’t -- I’m not trying to hide anything.  I really 
don’t remember AIEEE!!”  The last was in response to Suzy slapping the whip against her left breast, 
harder than her first stroke.   

“So you don’t remember entering an elevator with Mr.  Grant during your lunch break the very next 
day?  We have that in footage from a security camera.”   

“Is -- you can’t -- is this just because of somebody I rode in an elevator with?”   

“After serving him at the bank the day before?  We should think that was a coincidence?”   

“It had to be!  I don’t know any...  AIEEE!!”  Suzy had taken a full swing at her left hip.  The leather strips 
followed the curve of Jill’s hip and slapped their ends stingingly against her buttock, just missing being 
stopped by the side of the cross, which would have blunted the blow considerably.  As it was, the sting 
of the whip had obviously hurt.   

“You stood very close to him.  So you could pass something to him.”   

Jill shook her head violently.  “I didn’t have anything...”   

“So you do remember!”  She raised the whip, as if preparing to strike again.   

“I mean I couldn’t have had anything to pass to him, because I’m not AIEEE!!!”  Suzy had struck her 
other breast, backhanded but hard.   
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“Please!”  Jill’s eyes begged Suzy to stop.  But no safeword.  Nothing counted without that.  Her lower lip 
was quivering.  “If you’ll tell me what you want me to say, I’ll say it.  I’ll sign it.  Anything.”   

Suzy leaned in, her face just inches from Jill’s.  “We don’t want you to tell us what we already know.  We 
want you to tell us what you know.”   

Quinn was standing to Jill’s right, and slightly behind, out of Jill’s field of vision.  Out of the corner of her 
eye, Suzy saw Quinn move in slight startlement.  Suzy was proud of that line she’d just used.  She’d 
anticipated Jill’s plea for a chance at signing a confession that could end her torment -- Jill had said 
something similar in an earlier session Suzy had watched -- and had her response ready.   

Still glaring at Jill from inches away, Suzy reached down with the whip, put the end of the handle 
between Jill’s spread legs and tapped it very lightly against her swollen labia, protected by only a thin 
layer of fabric and nothing more.  After the first few taps, she made the taps just a little harder.  
Whipping Jill there was out of bounds.  But touching her was not.  In peripheral vision, Suzy saw Quinn 
momentarily raise an arm, then subside.  She thought about stopping me, thought Suzy.  She’s decided 
to wait and see.   

Suddenly Jill’s entire body tensed and began quivering, and a gargling cry escape her lips.  She breathed 
rapidly, whimpering with each exhalation.  The spasms intensified, she let out an inarticulate high-
pitched shout, and then she slumped in her bonds.   

Suzy backed away and grinned at Quinn.  Jill’s fainting was feigned.  It was the signal she used to indicate 
she’d had an orgasm, as if it wasn’t obvious, and that the session could end now.   

She didn’t reach climax every time.  Suzy had seen her do it once with Quinn.  More often her sessions 
ended on reaching an agreed-on time limit, after which she went home and, presumably, gave herself 
sexual release on her own.   

Quinn untied Jill’s ankles, and Jill brought her feet together and stood, shakily, as Quinn freed her wrists.  
As soon as she was released, she lunged forward and threw her arms around Suzy for a hug and said 
“Thank you so much!  That was wonderful!”  She backed away, and hugged Quinn as well, saying, “Could 
Mistress...”  She paused, seeking the name in memory.  “...Suzerain come back next time?”   

Quinn looked at Suzy.  “Up to her.”   

Suzy smiled at Jill.  “I’ll be there.”   

*   *   *   *   * 

Quinn closed the door behind Jill’s departing figure, and turned to look at Suzy.  She seemed at a loss for 
words.  Finally she said, a little hesitantly, “Do you have...  maybe a little of the same thing I’ve got?  I 
wasn’t expecting you to hit her that hard.  I mean, it was just right, it was like I would have done.  But do 
you get some enjoyment out of causing pain?  You’ve never said so.”   
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Suzy shook her head.  “It wasn’t like that.  I was focused on her.  As soon as I could tell, from up close, 
that she really was getting off on it...  See, that’s what I like.  I enjoy...  causing orgasm.  It’s such a 
powerful feeling, being able to do that.”   

“But that didn’t come...”  Quinn stopped and laughed.  “SHE didn’t come, until the end.  What was going 
on before that?”   

“I could tell she was getting there, that it was building up.  I could tell whipping her was helping, so that 
encouraged me to hit her as hard as you do.  And I had a feeling that last thing was what would send her 
over the edge.”   

“Yeah, at the end...  I almost stopped you.  You knew you weren’t supposed to go there.  You’re saying 
you knew that would work?”   

Suzy nodded her head.  “I was never going to whip her there.  But I wanted her to be afraid I would.”   

“Afraid?  You mean like...”   

“Like with Susan, yeah.  I feel like I know more than anybody about what fear can add to arousal, give it 
more intensity, like a spice.  It wasn’t the same as with Susan.  With Susan, the fear by itself is an 
aphrodisiac.  She doesn’t like pain, but she gets off on fearing it, or fearing discovery, or fearing anything 
else.  With Jill, it’s the pain that she wants, so I gave her that, and I thought if I could add fear of even 
worse future pain on top of that, anticipation of pain coming, mixed with manipulation of an erogenous 
area, both of those things together, I thought that would do it for her.”   

Quinn gaped at her.  Almost to herself, she said, “I never looked at it that way.  I never thought to do 
that.  I...  You...”  She stopped and smiled.  “I don’t know what I thought I could teach you about this.  
You already know more than I do.”   

Suddenly tears started running from Quinn’s eyes.  Her lip was quivering.   

Suzy had never seen Quinn cry before, had never imagined it happening.  She moved closer, worried.  
“Honey, what’s wrong?”   

Quinn gave her a shaky smile, sniffled, and brushed the tears away with her forearm.  “This...”  She 
made a sweeping gesture to indicate the dungeon.  “This has been such an important part of my life for 
so long.  It’s not just what I do, it’s what I am.  It’s my place in the world.  And I love it, and feel so happy 
I found it.  But I never thought I was going to be able to share it with anybody, because people don’t 
really understand what it’s about, what it’s for.  But you...”  She took a deep breath, and wiped new 
tears away.   

She sniffled again and went on, “Here’s what I feel like, right now.  That when I met you, months ago, it’s 
like I picked up a stone.”  She took Suzy’s hand, and looked directly into her eyes.  “The earth had 
swallowed that stone up years before, and crusted it with gunk over all that time.  I saw it, and picked it 
up, and didn’t know what I had.  But I brushed a little of the gunk away, and a saw a little light 
underneath.  And I didn’t have to do anything else.  The stone itself finished shaking off all the rest of its 
gunk, and I saw it was a perfect, beautiful gemstone, worth more than all the treasures on Earth.  And it 
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gave off such a light, it brightened my life more than I thought it could ever be.”  She sniffled harder, the 
tears flowing again.  “And I just want that light in my life forever.”   

Suzy stood stunned.  Her own tears started flowing.  Finally she managed to say, in a choked voice, 
“There’s nothing I could ever want more than to be in your life forever.  So that you can be in mine.”   

She wasn’t even sure, seconds later, how she and Quinn had moved together and put their arms around 

each other, the sides of their heads pressed together with their chins resting on the other’s shoulder, 

their arms tightening. 
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Chapter 9 

Suzy and Quinn walked into the woods, hand in hand.  Quinn carried the digital music player and its 
remote in her free hand, and her fingers were hooked through the handle of a bag containing some 
snacks for herself, while Suzy carried a bag containing several short ropes, some lengths of string, 
blindfold, and gag, as well as a hammer and several wooden stakes.  Quinn had parked on the shoulder 
of a little-used two-lane road several miles out of town, and they had walked about fifteen minutes from 
there.  They were far from anyplace they were likely to run across another person.   

Quinn asked, “Kitty tonight?”   

Suzy shook her head.  “Let’s pick up sandwiches from Nate’s.  I want to spend the evening planning for 
Rebecca tomorrow.”   

Quinn nodded.  “Sorry, I should have realized.  I want to start planning more for sessions myself.  I’ve 
always kind of gone spontaneous, on instinct, but I saw what planning ahead did for you with Jill.”   

Suzy’s first session with a client of her own would be tomorrow evening.  Quinn had revised the ads on 
the Web to say that “Mistress Quinn and Mistress Suzerain” would provide services to female 
submissives requiring domination, bondage and/or discipline.  Yesterday the printed business cards had 
arrived, listing both their names.  They had agreed that once Suzy had a few clients, they would 
alternate taking on any new clients after that unless the client requested one of them specifically.   

Suzy had already met Rebecca, an office manager for a small company, for her initial interview.  Suzy 
had worn what she and Quinn had come to call her “biker gang outcast” outfit and hairstyle.  Quinn 
similarly usually wore her own session costume for in-person interviews, and Suzy saw how that made 
sense: if the client was made uncomfortable by the outfit to the point that she had a harder time 
becoming sexually aroused, the time to find out was before any sessions began.   

Rebecca wanted to be a personal slave.  She had watched a soft-core porn movie on that theme with 
her boyfriend, and had unexpectedly found herself fascinated by the plight of a girl taken captive and 
enslaved by a desert potentate.  She’d begun fantasizing about it.  She’d vaguely thought for some time 
about making it happen for real, but her boyfriend wasn’t up to the task, and she didn’t want to get 
mixed up with any other men.  When she’d seen the ad online for Mistresses Quinn and Suzerain, she’d 
decided that the idea of roleplay in which her owner was female felt more acceptable.   

Suzy, seeking Rebecca’s boundaries during the interview, had come up against only one hard limitation 
in what Rebecca was willing to be ordered to do: she drew the line at hurting another person.  She had 
read stories about slaves being forced to fight each other.  Suzy had assured her no one would be 
participating in the session other than herself and Rebecca.   

As for punishment, Rebecca didn’t feel drawn to suffering real pain, but when Suzy had showed her the 
riding crop, and demonstrated how it felt to be slapped on the butt with it, Rebecca had nodded, with 
an embarrassed smile.  She didn’t want to be struck anywhere that would leave marks visible the next 
day, but said buttocks and, after some thought about it, breasts, would be okay.  Not the vagina.  She 
was willing to be slapped on the face, breasts, or butt with open palm, as long as it wouldn’t leave 
bruises or draw blood -- obviously a split lip wouldn’t be acceptable, and certainly not a black eye.  It 
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was more a matter of giving her a feeling of humiliation than pain.  Suzy had said neither she nor Quinn 
would ever consider targeting the eyes in any case, and made a mental note to dial back the force of any 
slaps.   

It was not the possibility of pain that Rebecca was interested in, and the idea of ropes, chains, and 
handcuffs did nothing for her.  Within her fantasy, it was the feeling of helplessness and the potential 
for extreme humiliation that made her quiver.  She volunteered to Suzy, blushing, that she was getting 
wet right at that moment, thinking about it.  She wanted to lose herself in the feeling of being owned, of 
her personal choices being taken away, of the shame of being powerless.  She would endure any verbal 
abuse, and subject to the irrelevant limitation of not hurting anyone, was willing to be ordered to do 
anything.  Painless erotic touching of any kind, given or received, was okay.  Suzy pressed her on what 
she remembered of the movie -- exactly what was happening at the time she found herself getting 
aroused?   

Gradually Suzy began outlining segments of the session in her head, built around Rebecca’s reactions to 
the movie and what conclusions Suzy could draw from them.  Tonight Suzy wanted to review her 
thoughts and possibly write down a plan.  She would start, she thought, by having Rebecca enter the 
dungeon alone, strip naked and don a slave collar Suzy would provide for her, and stand at attention, 
her hands grasped behind her, to await Suzy’s entrance.  Suzy, on entering with her riding crop, would 
address Rebecca as her “new slave,” tell her that she was not allowed to speak except to answer 
questions, and the only permitted responses were “Yes, Mistress Suzerain” and “No, Mistress Suzerain.”  
Any failures to follow that rule or to obey an order would result in gradually increasing punishments.  
Suzy would then give Rebecca’s body a very close, embarrassingly intimate hands-on inspection, to 
assess the value of Mistress Suzerain’s new “property.”  Beyond that, Suzy had several tentative ideas.  
Quinn had some cube-shaped blocks Suzy could scatter on the floor, ordering Rebecca to stack them in a 
single column, to assess Rebecca’s “manual dexterity and work ethic,” which Mistress Suzerain 
considered very important in a slave -- a near impossible task, because the cubes were designed slightly 
unevenly and any stack would fall over before it was finished.  Verbal abuse over Rebecca’s 
“incompetence” would follow, and severe punishments would be threatened.  Suzy suspected, based on 
things Rebecca had said about her fantasy, that as Rebecca mentally entered into the world Suzy would 
create for her, and she realized that the task with the blocks was far harder than it looked, and that 
punishment was inevitable, the unfairness and hopelessness of her servitude would become real to her, 
and Rebecca would be getting very wet.   

Suzy hoped the session would end with an orgasm for Rebecca, which Rebecca might be ordered to 
bring about on her own, by masturbating in front of Suzy.  Judging from what Rebecca had told her, by 
that point it probably wouldn’t take much.  Suzy would talk it over tonight with Quinn to flesh out her 
ideas, drawing on Quinn’s experience.   

But this afternoon was set aside for Susan.   

*   *   *   *   * 

They had been exploring Susan’s sexual response for weeks, setting up bondage situations for her on 
alternate Saturday afternoons.  Following the first experiment, which had been meant only to make sure 
Susan could give control back to Suzy at will, they had soon after let Susan awaken in a tight hogtie, in 
the woods, naked, blindfolded and gagged, with no idea where she was, how she had come to be there, 
or how close to any observers she might be -- that is, Quinn had tied Suzy that way, and Suzy had then 
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allowed Susan to surface.  Susan, left alone over the course of several hours, had become both more 
terrified and more sexually aroused, but because Quinn had left the crotch rope out of the arrangement, 
Susan had no way to bring herself all the way to climax -- until Quinn had revealed her presence, 
terrifying Susan that much more until she identified herself.  Quinn reminded Susan to let Suzy come up 
as she drifted towards sleep, and then used her fingers to bring Susan to the long awaited and much 
needed orgasm.   

Suzy had excitedly told Quinn two things before Quinn could finish untying her: that Susan’s orgasm had 
been as intense as any she’d ever experienced, and that, afterward, Susan had known how to let herself 
go so that Suzy could return, having learned the mental relaxation that allowed it to happen, and Suzy 
had felt no resistance within Susan towards giving Suzy back her body.  Suzy could feel within Susan, not 
expressed as a thought but as a very clear emotion, that Susan was happy and satisfied with a life in 
which she went from one bondage scene to the next, each ending with an explosion of her entire being 
followed by a drift downward toward nothingness, never having to deal with the realities of day to day 
life she had always found unbearable.   

Two weeks later, Susan had returned to consciousness -- though for her only an instant had gone by -- 
tied naked, gagged, and blindfolded to the St.  Andrews cross in Quinn’s dungeon.  She had never seen 
it, but she knew what it was -- she had run across such crosses during her online bondage searches, and 
since then they had often been an element of her fantasies, in the days before the fantasies became 
real.   

Her arms and legs were stretched outward and apart, though not completely taut, conforming to the X-
shape of the cross, held by ropes that connected her leather cuffs to the pegs in the arms of the cross.  
Unknown to her, she was actually standing on boxes in front of the lower arms of the cross, to raise her 
up just the distance needed so that one more well-placed peg could be inserted into one of the available 
holes in the cross -- this one situated high up between her legs, pressing up into her crotch.   

After a few minutes, in which she tugged at her bonds to determine exactly how she was restrained, and 
the usual rush of tingling excitement began within her, encouraged by the peg between her legs, she 
was slightly startled when Quinn spoke, though she’d known to expect Quinn’s voice.   

“I’m glad you’re back, Susan.  I’m going to leave you here for a while.  An hour.  When I come back, I’m 
going to whip you five times on each breast and five between the legs.  Unless you can get out of this, or 
else if Suzy is back.  She knows how to signal me that it’s her.”  Susan jumped at the feeling of Quinn’s 
fingers between her legs.  “I think I got this up too high.  Let me set it lower.”   

Quinn pulled out the peg that Susan’s crotch was rubbing against.  Susan whimpered an objection -- she 
badly wanted the peg where it was, it felt so nice there -- and reinserted it farther down.  Susan, letting 
herself down lower as her arms were stretched to the maximum, found she could barely brush against 
the peg now.   

*   *   *   *   * 

Quinn and Suzy had spent half an hour trying to measure everything just right -- where her hands and 
feet were when tied, how tall the boxes needed to be for Suzy to stand on so that the peg could be 
placed between her legs, making sure she could still reach it after it was lowered -- with Suzy tied to the 
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cross but not yet gagged, so she could exchange information with Quinn about adjustments that needed 
to be made.  Once Suzy decided everything was just right, Quinn had silenced her with the harness gag 
and buckled on the blindfold, and Suzy had allowed Susan to come up.   

*   *   *   *   * 

Less expected to Susan than Quinn’s voice, as she stood tied to the cross, was feeling Quinn’s lips briefly 
on her cheek.  Then she heard Quinn walking away.   

Adrenaline rushed through Susan as she mmmmmmed to call Quinn back.  She hadn’t sensed any 
obvious way of freeing herself yet.  All she knew was that somehow she had to get loose within the next 
hour, or face a very painful whipping.  She tugged hard, pulling against the ropes holding her arms 
stretched upward, and tried in increasing desperation to try to raise her feet and somehow get them 
free.  I’m stuck here! she thought.  I’m going to get whipped!   

No!  She remembered Quinn had said there was another way out.  Somehow she hadn’t focused on the 
second option, turning her body back over to Suzy.  She had been thinking that Quinn was simply telling 
her “Of course I wouldn’t whip Suzy.”  But that had to be Susan’s escape hatch.   

Susan tried to relax and let herself drift downward.  She gradually became more tense as she realized 
nothing was happening.  Come on, she shouted at herself angrily, I’ve done this before!   

It sank into her that letting Suzy come up required a relaxed state of mind, and she couldn’t possibly 
achieve it without releasing her sexual tension first.  Telling herself to relax, at this point, was almost 
laughable.  She was in bondage, she was excited, she was tingling everywhere, her need for release was 
growing by the second, and the rational part of her mind couldn’t come close to subduing that need.   

I have to get myself to orgasm first, she told herself.  It’s not going to work without that.   

She bent her legs and let her arms stretch to their limits, trying to reach the peg underneath her crotch 
so she could rub her sex against it.  There, she thought, there it is.  I can touch it, but it’s not pressing up 
into me hard enough, and not quite in the right place.   

Whimpering in frustration, she turned to the option of escape again.  She tried to free her hands and 
feet once more.  She rotated her hands at the wrists, to see whether her fingers might locate a string 
tied to her wrist, that might have a knife at its other end she could reel in to cut the rope.   

Whimpering again, her fear growing, desperately needing either escape or sexual release, she returned 
her attention to the peg.   

She tried to let her hips down still farther.  With her arms holding nearly all her weight, she could hardly 
breathe -- hanging from the arms puts such stress on the diaphragm that it can’t function properly -- but 
now she could feel the peg digging up into her crotch.  Still not quite the right place.  She rotated her 
hips...  there!  Right there!   
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She straightened her legs, standing on them once more to relieve her arms, and took several deep 
breaths.  Then she let herself down again, holding her breath so that the difficulty in drawing air into her 
lungs wouldn’t panic her, and began rubbing herself on the peg again.  Almost there, almost...   

Squealing in frustration, she had to stop.  She needed to breathe again.   

She stood still several minutes, waiting for her breath to catch up, then, determined to make it work this 
time, she tried again.   

Almost there, she thought again.  Almost...  coming...  coming...  THERE!!  YES!!!!!   

Her entire body spasmed, waving like a windblown flag hanging from a pole, as the orgasm ripped 
through her body.  After what seemed a long, long, yet not long enough time, the wind at last died 
down.   

She reminded herself to let her mind sink downward and found that she was already doing it -- turning 
her body over to Suzy was still something new, yet in these circumstances it was already becoming a 
habit.  That’s good, she decided, in her last conscious thought on the way down.   

*   *   *   *   * 

Suzy barely had time to fit her consciousness back into her body, like fingers into a glove, before she 
fainted from oxygen debt.   

She became aware that Quinn was lifting her upward, arms tight around her waist.  She heard Quinn 
saying, “Time’s up, Susan.”  Suzy quickly pointed her right index finger and waved it in the air.   

She heard Quinn sigh in profound relief.  “I’m so glad it’s you, babe!  I hope it never comes to having to 
whip Susan.  But she’s a resourceful girl.  I’m pretty sure she’ll always find a way.”  Quinn was unbuckling 
the gag harness as she spoke.  As soon as she had it off, she kissed Suzy passionately.   

Suzy grinned.  “That was SO good!  And Susan really wants to turn it over to me, now, when these things 
end.  She wants this to keep happening.”   

“That’s great!”  Quinn kissed Suzy again, and started untying the ropes.   

*   *   *   *   * 

That was two weeks ago.  Now it was noon on Saturday -- Susan Time again.   

Quinn swept her arm to indicate the small clearing they had encountered.  “How about here?”   

Suzy smiled.  “Looks very nice.”  She pointed.  “Under that tree.  The sun’s going that way,” she 
gestured, “So I’ll stay in the shade.”   

Quinn nodded.  She and Suzy carried their bags to the chosen spot.  Suzy dumped the contents of her 
bag, and she and Quinn began pounding stakes into the ground.   
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*   *   *   *   * 

Susan returned from the depths.  She still felt the aftereffects of that orgasm on the cross.  She wasn’t 
startled to find herself suddenly elsewhere.  She was used to it now.   

She was lying on her back on grassy soil.  At least, that was what it felt like.  Naked, as always.  
Blindfolded, with the soft bit of the gag harness in her mouth.   

Her arms and legs were stretched out in an X, wider than on the cross.  Trying to close her legs, she 
found, with no surprise, that she couldn’t.  Nor could she move her arms.  She seemed to have the 
leather cuffs on her wrists and ankles, and they were tied to something.   

There was no crotch rope, nor anything, such as the peg between her legs on the cross, to rub against.  
It was slightly annoying -- just finding herself tied was, as always, arousing, and she’d like to be able to 
take care of her quickly-growing need.  But she understood that Quinn would be along shortly.  She 
might already be standing there, waiting for the movements Susan was now making, and about to speak 
up any second now.   

There were no man-made sounds that she could hear.  There was only the rustling of leaves in the slight 
breeze, the chirping of a few birds, and some scampering noises that she took to be squirrels.   

The instant tension that had run through her on finding herself outside gradually dissipated.  Her best 
guess was that she was likely in or near the place where her very first bondage adventure had taken 
place -- no, she decided.  Farther into the woods.  That time, she’d been able to make out distant traffic 
sounds, from Stockhouse Boulevard.  Here, there were none.  She tentatively decided she might be 
relatively safe.   

The tingling, in reaction to being in bondage, continued.  There was nothing she could do about either 
problem -- being tied or being aroused -- so she tried to push the sexual excitement aside, with some 
slight success.   

Still no Quinn.  It was okay.  Susan was sure she would speak eventually.  Obviously only Quinn could 
have tied her like this, so she had to be around.   

In Quinn’s absence, Susan had time to think.  For really the first time, she realized, since the Big Change 
in her life.  She’d been alone for a while that first time in the woods after the Change, before Quinn 
made her presence known, but Susan had been too confused, and too scared, with no idea where she 
was or what was happening, to be able to think calmly.   

It was nice that, since the Change, she didn’t wake up hung over anymore.  At the moment she actually 
felt very good.   

It was strange to have no sense at all of how much time had gone by.  She was used to the blackouts 
after drinking, but those had only been a couple of hours at most, each time.  Susan had a feeling, now, 
that the lost time, passing unnoticed between what she perceived as sudden jumps from one bondage 
situation to another, might be several days at a time.  Suzy had clearly taken over full-time control of the 
body, because Susan was noticing things that had changed, things that would require some time.  
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Obviously, for one thing, Suzy had cut her hair very short.  She hadn’t shaved her head -- Susan could 
feel some cushion of hair on the back of her head where it was touching the ground -- but there wasn’t 
much.  It was an odd feeling.   

Suzy obviously had shaved elsewhere, though.  Susan had noticed it most clearly on the cross, while 
rubbing her sex against the peg.  There was no hair down there anymore.  Susan found that she liked the 
feeling of bare skin in that area.  It seemed to make the rubbing sensation more intense.   

There was another strange sensation in, of all places, her nostril.  Susan wondered if Suzy had possibly 
put some jewelry there.  She’d probably be able to see it now, if she wasn’t blindfolded.   

The biggest change was hard to describe, but clearly would have taken much more time.  Her body felt 
different, as if it was somehow...  more fit.  More powerful.  It occurred to Susan that when she’d been 
on the cross, and she’d been hanging from her arms trying to get low enough to rub against the peg, it 
felt as though supporting her weight that way was almost effortless.  Susan didn’t think she should have 
been able to do it as easily as she did, with no ache in her arms from strain.  Of course, there was no 
avoiding the strain on her diaphragm, making it very hard to breathe, but there was no mistaking the 
feeling that she could have done dozens of pullups without getting tired.   

Susan realized that she didn’t care that Suzy had taken over their shared body, and obviously had taken 
over their shared life as well.  Quinn had said Suzy had taken on the library job.  Suzy must be spending 
the resulting income on all the necessities as well.  All of the things Susan had found herself required to 
do -- working among people, shopping in stores -- which had brought her into contact with people, 
sometimes in crowds...  Susan had always found those things barely tolerable, and had to force herself 
to do them.  Now she didn’t need to.  Susan didn’t feel anything had been taken from her except 
onerous and uncomfortable tasks she didn’t want.   

She didn’t need to do a number of other things as well.  She never felt hungry anymore, though the total 
time she had spent in a succession of bondage situations was definitely more than enough to work up an 
appetite.  And she always felt fully alert, other than when her post-orgasm haze overtook her.  Susan 
thought she should have needed a full night’s sleep by now, but somehow she didn’t.   

Susan sighed in contentment.  All I have to do, she told herself, is what I’ve always dreamed of doing.  Be 
tied up.  Be restrained.  Feel the excitement inside build while devices hold me at all my extremities.   

The breeze wafting across her bare skin was soft and warm.  Though she didn’t need sleep, she felt 
herself drawn to it anyway.   

*   *   *   *   * 

Quinn, sitting on a blanket, finished up a sandwich and checked on Susan through binoculars.  As she 
watched, Susan remained completely motionless.  Quinn could see no muscles flexing anywhere.  If 
Susan were awake, she would constantly be testing her bonds, or twitching from the mental effort to 
stop herself from doing so.  Suzy had predicted correctly: Susan had clearly fallen asleep.   

Quinn picked up the remote and thumbed a button.  The digital music player, about five feet in front of 
Susan’s splayed legs, began broadcasting a recording Suzy had made last weekend at the park, near the 
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end of the day.  For about two hours, Susan would be hearing the sounds with which she was familiar 
from her time hiding out within earshot of the tennis courts.  The sounds would gradually die down as 
park visitors departed for home, before the battery ran down.   

Quinn took one more look at Susan, then stood and began walking towards her, as quietly as she could.  
It’s just amazing, she thought.  That’s my wife lying there, the love of my life, the woman I make love 
with every night -- except it’s not her.  It’s a different person in the same body.  One whom Suzy and I 
both love.   

The most amazing thing of all, Quinn told herself, is that as bizarre as it is, I’m used to it now.   

*   *   *   *   * 

Susan, awakening, stiffened.  She clearly wasn’t alone.  There were people all around her!   

Have they seen me??  Are they looking at me??  These were the questions that had to be answered.  
Susan was fully aware of how she would look, displaying her body, and all of its most private parts, more 
obscenely than she ever had before.   

They’re not looking, she told herself after a moment, in tentative relief, knowing that things would 
sound really different if she had been spotted by anyone.  She could hear the casual sounds of tennis, of 
joggers passing by, sometimes in pairs engaged in casual, if slightly breathless, conversation.  All of the 
sounds suggested no one was seeing anything noteworthy or unusual.  There was none of the 
astonishment and shock that seeing Susan would inspire.   

I know exactly where I am, she told herself.  I spent an entire day hiding out once, right here.  There 
have to be bushes hiding me, maybe those same ones I used as a shelter before.   

Though her stomach was tight, she could just manage to start breathing again.  But she was fully aware 
that whatever safe place she was hidden in offered no permanent guarantee.  She could still be found at 
any moment...  footsteps!  She heard soft steps padding towards her, only a few feet away.   

Her entire body convulsed when a whispered voice, just inches from her ear whispered, “Susan, it’s 
Quinn.”   

Once again, Susan had to wait for her body to unfreeze to the extent of allowing her to breathe.  She 
gave a tiny nod in acknowledgment.   

*   *   *   *   * 

Quinn nodded to herself.  Suzy had been right again.  Quinn had said that if Susan fell asleep, then when 
she awoke she wouldn’t be Susan anymore.  Suzy wasn’t positive, but she had a feeling that Susan’s 
release of her body to Suzy, something she did at a barely conscious level as she was fading out, was 
now a habit associated with post-orgasm sleepiness in particular, and that if she simply fell into a snooze 
because her environment was so pleasant and relaxing, that would be different.   
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Sure enough, when Quinn addressed Susan, there was no Suzy-signal in response.  She was still Susan, 
and Quinn could continue with the plan.   

*   *   *   *   * 

Susan listened as the whispered voice went on, “Nobody can see you here.  I’m going to tie some strings 
to your fingers and toes, and then untie the ropes.  You’ll be physically able to move, but don’t.  All of 
the strings are connected to a switch that will power on a speaker that will put out a really loud sound, 
like a burglar alarm siren.  Everybody will run over here to see what’s going on.”   

Susan managed to hold back the whimper that tried to escape her throat.  No, she thought, trying to 
signal Quinn telepathically, please just use your fingers on me and let me get out of this.  You know I 
don’t want to be seen like this!   

Telepathy, she found as usual, didn’t work worth a damn.  She could feel Quinn tying the strings, picking 
out a finger on each hand and a toe on each foot, then untying the ropes holding her.  Quinn then 
unfastened the gag harness, replacing it with what felt like headphones, though her ears weren’t 
covered by them.  She heard, in horror, Quinn telling her, “Now there’s a microphone in front of your 
mouth that will pick up any sounds you make and amplify them, so work hard not to make any.  I’m 
going to leave for a while.  Don’t make a sound, don’t make a move.”   

Susan tried again, desperately, to broadcast her thoughts: Please, no, don’t leave me here!  She could 
feel her heart pounding, her breath tightening, her whole body shaking.   

Another telepathy fail.  She could hear Quinn’s soft footsteps retreating.   

*   *   *   *   * 

Quinn resumed her position watching from a distance.  She could see, even without the binoculars, that 
the tension in Susan’s body was making Suzy’s newly-improved musculature stand out clearly defined.  
She shook her head in awe, marveling again at Susan’s ability to do something almost not humanly 
possible: to remain motionless and silent in the face of overwhelming fear.   

It had been Quinn’s idea, to which Suzy immediately agreed, that the best way to give Susan’s sexual 
response yet another boost would be to put her closer to the situation in which she had been created to 
begin with -- Susan should be aware that she could move, and could make sounds, but must not do so, 
and additionally the threat should be the same as it had been then: that she might be discovered.  That 
first time when Quinn had persuaded Susan to hand over her body voluntarily to Suzy, Susan had also 
been in fear of moving, but the fear had been based on anticipated pain rather than discovery.  Now she 
was in a situation with closer resemblance to the original trauma.  Being outdoors, instead of shut away 
in a wardrobe, was different, and should keep her grounded, not allowing a repeat of the psychotic 
break.   

*   *   *   *   * 

Susan’s fear mounted to a peak each time joggers passed by, seemingly within twenty or thirty feet of 
where she lay.  The sounds of tennis were farther away, but the ponking sound of racquet against ball, 
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and of courtside conversations punctuated by shouts from players, never stopped.  There was no time 
during which Susan felt safe.  The worst was when the joggers were talking to each other.  The sounds 
seemed so close.  Susan shivered whenever they passed by, her heart thundering.   

Yet somehow she felt a buildup of...  something.  An excitement, suffused with a kind of joy, an 
exultation.  It was something new, yet somehow not.  There was a sense that she had known the feeling 
before.  There was no word for it.  “Glow” came closest.  It was warm.  It was bright, though not with 
visible light.  She tried the adjective “sexual” in front of “glow,” and knew that wasn’t right.  The Glow 
filled her entire body uniformly, not emanating from between her legs.  She gave up trying to identify it 
or isolate the cause of it.  She just wanted it to continue.  The fear of her surroundings remained, at a 
level as intense as it had ever been, and her conscious mind remained desperately focused on remaining 
still and quiet, to do everything in her power to avoid being seen.  But the fear and the focus together 
were somehow blanketed and surrounded by that...  Glow.   

Suddenly Susan had an even stranger feeling, a dislocation in her sense of where her body was and what 
it was doing.  She knew she was still splayed nude in a wide X on her back, outdoors, on the edge of the 
park -- she knew, with absolute certainty, that she was outside, not just from the sounds but from the 
feel of the air, the touch of the breeze across her bare skin.  Yet she was also curled up in a small 
enclosed place, the air musty, hearing different sounds, terrifying sounds, muffled by the walls of her 
enclosure.  And that same fear, and that same focus on lying still and quiet at an intensity that felt 
almost infinite, yet with all of it wrapped and insulated within a feeling for which “glow” was the nearest 
word -- all of that was present here too.  She didn’t think it could be a memory.  It didn’t connect with 
anything she could ever recall happening in her life.   

She tried to focus on the Glow and ignore the fear, but they were too tightly connected.  It was the fear 
that fueled the Glow.  She had been right, she saw now, on that night she’d met Quinn, in recognizing 
the power of the fear, right to conclude that she needed it.  She had seen that need without knowing 
why, but now it seemed so simple.  It was all a unit, the Glow and the fear, it was a single thing.   

It wasn’t an ordinary fear.  It wasn’t the fear of failing a test at school, it wasn’t the fear of a moving car 
that passes too near when you’re crossing the street.  It was the fear of ultimate vulnerability, of being 
exposed to a danger that you can do nothing to evade, except by not moving, by not making a sound.  
And that was somehow, in a mystifying but certain way, the kind of fear connected with the Glow.   

*   *   *   *   * 

After a time, the surroundings began to seem quieter.  Was the day ending, with people going home?  
Or was it just wishful thinking?   

Okay, yes, it was quieter.  Susan couldn’t hear picnickers in the distance.  The latest group of tennis 
players, laughing as they departed, hadn’t been replaced with another.  Joggers were coming along 
farther apart in time.  Now several minutes had gone by with no sounds from the park at all.   

Yet the need to stay quiet and motionless still ruled.  And not only because remaining so would protect 
her from what she feared.  Her silence and stillness would allow the Glow to continue filling her being.   

*   *   *   *   * 
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Once Quinn and Suzy had worked out the details, Quinn had pointed out that they would need to leave 
the blindfold, because without it, Susan would be able to tell, even with closed eyes, that it wasn’t the 
right time of day for what was supposedly happening -- the park becoming quieter as visitors left for 
home.  It was midafternoon, now, not nighttime.   

When the digital music player had been quiet several minutes, now playing back the sounds of a time 
when the park had become nearly deserted, Quinn thumbed the button on the remote to stop playback.  
The batteries should be just about drained now, but it didn’t matter.  The device had finished serving its 
purpose.   

Quinn put down her soda can, rose to her feet, and started walking towards Susan.   

*   *   *   *   * 

Susan heard the footsteps.  They were coming from behind her, so she didn’t panic.  She knew it must 
be Quinn.   

With Quinn’s return, the dislocation was gone, nearly forgotten.  Susan was in one place, not two.  The 
fear began fading, slowly.  But so did the Glow.  Susan tried desperately to hold onto the Glow, but it 
was slipping away.   

From the sound as Quinn arrived, Susan believed Quinn must have knelt beside her.  Susan thought she 
might be allowed to move now, but it was still possible someone might be within earshot of the noises 
that would be broadcast if she did move.   

She heard Quinn’s whisper.  “It’s me, Susan.  You did really well.  Now I still don’t want you to move, or 
make a sound.  I’ve got my paddle with me.  Any sound or movement will get you five on each breast.  
Wiggle your right thumb, if you understand.  Only your thumb.”   

No, thought Susan, please don’t paddle me!  I’ll be good, I promise!   

The fear intensified again, seeming to reach a level even higher than before.  The Glow returned, but it 
hovered on the periphery, not surrounding her.   

She made a tiny wiggle with her thumb.   

“Now you’ll feel my fingers between your legs.  Keep remembering, no sounds, no moves.”   

YES! thought Susan.  I promise I’ll be good!   

She held her body rigid, and succeeded, by focus of will, in preventing even the startle reflex when 
Quinn touched her lightly.  She suppressed a sigh as Quinn began stroking.   

The Glow shifted, changing its nature.  NOW it was between her legs, and no longer unidentifiable.  Now 
there was no question it was sexual.   

*   *   *   *   * 
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Quinn, working her fingers on Susan, marveled again.  She could see Susan’s jaw grow taut, her stomach 
ripple with tension, every muscle in her body flexing.  Yet no movements from where she lay, despite 
nothing preventing them, no sounds from her throat, despite nothing stopping them.  Nobody could do 
this but her, Quinn thought in admiration.  Not even Suzy.  They’d tried it once.  Nobody but Susan.   

The flexing of Susan’s muscles became more rhythmic, moving in waves outward from her midsection, 
rippling down her legs and up her chest.  I think she’s in orgasm now, thought Quinn, amazed.  She 
continued stroking.   

Moments later, Susan relaxed.  Everywhere.   

And then took a deep breath, and shook her head, not in negation but in seeming astonishment.  She 
seemed to Quinn to be unable to speak for a moment.  Then she burst out, “I’m back, honey.  And I’ve 
got the last pieces of the puzzle!”  It was Suzy.   

“What?  What do you mean?”   

“Get me loose first.  Please.”  She wriggled her right index finger.  The string around it was tied to the 
nearby stake, with some slack, so that Susan would have felt some appropriate resistance if she had 
moved more than a minimal amount.   

Quinn slid the string off Suzy’s finger, leaned across her and slipped the similar string off her left index.  
Suzy sat upright and unbuckled the blindfold while Quinn dealt with the strings around her toes.   

Suzy, sitting on the ground, pulled Quinn towards her and kissed her, then sat back, her eyes shining, 
and wrapped her arms around her shins.  “Remember how we never figured out how bondage 
translated into sex for Susan?  I get it now!  Oh!  And she remembered the wardrobe!  And I remember 
it now too!”   

Quinn’s jaw dropped, and she pulled it back up.  “Slow down a little, babe.  Start from...  Well, the 
beginning, or whatever works.  Get me caught up.”   

Suzy nodded.  “Okay.  I don’t mean I remember everything.  And I don’t really remember being me in the 
wardrobe, exactly.  I could only pick up on Susan’s memories, so I still don’t remember the split 
happening or anything before that.  But I remember being there with her.  Behind her.   

“She was totally petrified with fear, of course.  And I mean, really kind of literally.  Petrified, like turned 
to stone.  But with the fear, there was like a...  satisfaction.  A feeling of accomplishment.  It grew as 
time went by.  Because she was succeeding in doing the one thing she was made to do!  It was...  self-
realization!  That was it.  Her entire reason for being was to keep still and quiet so she, so I, wouldn’t be 
found.  To save me.  To save us both.  And she was doing it, doing what I made her to do.  As long as she 
kept doing it, she got more and more...  like, excited.  I mean, anybody who’s ever had a sense of 
purpose, and if they manage to carry out that purpose, they get excited about that.  Susan had an 
absolutely, no-questions-asked sense of purpose, and she felt satisfaction, excitement, about 
succeeding.  She’s calling it the ‘Glow’ now.  She didn’t have a word for it then.”   

“This...  Glow.  You’re saying it’s not sexual, right?”   
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“Right, nothing like that.  It’s like we were saying when we were talking about her fixation on bondage 
being related to her need to lie still in the wardrobe.  We couldn’t figure out any reason it would be 
connected to any type of sexual response.  But this ‘Glow’ isn’t sexual!  Just a pure, I’m-succeeding-in-
what-I-was-made-for kind of thing.”   

“Somehow it changed later?”   

“Years later.  I’ve got some ideas on why.  But back to the wardrobe...  She was rescued, of course, but 
by then she was diagnosed as catatonic.  And it’s so ironic!  Catatonia happens for a lot of different 
reasons, associated with a lot of different types of psychotic breaks.  But with Susan, it wasn’t that, 
really, it was just her keeping up with what she was supposed to be doing: lying still and silent!  It didn’t 
matter that she was out of danger, in a hospital, with Mom trying to talk to her, and so on.  She still felt 
that Glow, and she wanted to hold onto it!   

“And that’s another puzzle piece!  Remember we couldn’t understand why Susan gets off on thinking 
how hard it will be to get loose?  How much work it’s going to be?  It’s because she doesn’t want it to 
end, and that’s a holdover from the original event!  The feeling she had that first time, the Glow, she 
wanted it to last forever, and it’s totally natural that she would want that.   

“She experiences something like the Glow, just a shadow of it, as long as she’s in bondage.  But over the 
years, she substituted sexual arousal for the general excitement, and as long as she’s in bondage the 
arousal is always there, so she wants to know that the bondage can continue a long time so she can hold 
onto the feeling.   

“You know how my mom told you I was, or Susan was, in that catatonic state for two days?  I remember 
it now, and I know we didn’t sleep that whole time!  Susan wasn’t exactly aware of the world around 
her, so I wasn’t either.  The Glow was that powerful, it was everything to her.  But finally it faded.  I think 
it finally sank in to her conscious awareness that she was in an open, safe place, that Mom was there, 
that she didn’t need to be motionless, and quiet, and invisible anymore -- well, obviously she wasn’t 
invisible -- and she lost her grasp on the Glow.  She started crying, and moving, doing those things she’d 
been trying to hard not to do, and because of that, the Glow couldn’t come back.  She’d lost...  well, 
everything.  Years later she found bondage, as a way of recovering just a little of it.”   

Quinn’s eyes went wide.  “I get it now.  We’ve all got a built-in system for sexual response, that we’re 
not aware of until we start to mature.  When that system kicked in for Susan, it was the closest thing to 
that feeling she’d had and lost years ago.  So it was assigned the job of replacing that feeling.  Anything 
that was associated with the original experience -- being afraid to move, being afraid to make a sound, 
because something terrible would happen if she did, set off an intense sexual thing.  And like we were 
saying, the idea of bondage, once she learned about it -- probably from some character getting tied up 
on TV -- that got connected with the whole thing too, so that brought out the sexual response.  Bondage 
kept her motionless, and being motionless became sexual because the sexual response system was 
substituting for the Glow she was trying to get back!  The more she could get in a situation that 
resembled the original trauma -- bondage so she couldn’t move, a gag so she couldn’t speak, blindfold to 
be ‘invisible,’ that all helped, but add on a reason to fear the consequences of moving or making noise, 
and that really topped it off.  Being nude adds to the fear that much more -- of course she wasn’t naked 
for the original trauma, just like she wasn’t tied up either, but just like bondage, nudity was a crutch.  
Bondage helped her stay immobile, and being nude helped her be more afraid.”   
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“Exactly!  And look: That night in the woods, when you untied her, and then said you’d paddle her if she 
moved, that orgasm was way more intense than any she’d had before, because the situation you put 
her in came closer to what she’d been through in the original trauma, where she didn’t have bondage to 
help her: she had to will herself not to move, rather than being physically prevented from moving.  And I 
didn’t notice it consciously at the time, because she didn’t, but a little of that original excitement, the 
kind that wasn’t sexual and was somehow way more intense than sexual -- the Glow -- she felt some of 
it then, that night.  I remember it now.  That’s why the orgasm was so big.   

“Today, it was even bigger.  It was like those cartoons where the weather is so hot the thermometer 
blows up.  And it was because the situation came even closer to the wardrobe.  Not only was she afraid 
to move even though she could, but the thing she was afraid of was discovery, not pain.  Being that 
much more like the original trauma made the Glow stronger, so much that she couldn’t miss being 
aware of it.  She could tell it wasn’t sexual, that it was something beyond that.  And then she 
remembered the wardrobe!  It reminded her that strongly.  Though she couldn’t tell what it was she was 
remembering.  Remembering didn’t help her, because she didn’t know that’s what she was doing, but it 
helps us!  Honey, I know what we need to do for her now!   

“When we were talking about what to do today, we said it needed to be outside.  We knew we were 
going to be bringing her closer than ever to the experience of the wardrobe, and we were afraid to get 
too close, because she would totally freak, so we decided we had to avoid closing her in.  We were 
wrong!  What we need to do is reproduce the wardrobe exactly.  It’s how we can bring the Glow all the 
way back!  And that’s what she wants!  It’s what she’s always wanted!”   

Suzy’s eyes were glowing.  “And we need to do it so that she never loses it!  As long as I’m alive, 
anyway.”   

Quinn nodded, understanding what Suzy was saying, but then gave Suzy a hold-on-a-minute look.  “Are 
you sure that’s what she wants?  Is it enough of a life for her?  Nothing but that?”   

Suzy took both of Quinn’s hands.  “She had a life for seventeen years, and the only time she wasn’t 
miserable was with bondage.”  Her eyes filled with tears.  “Honey, I just experienced it.  It was through 
the curtain, but I know what she had, I know what she lost, and I know how devastating it was to lose 
it.”   

Quinn nodded.  “Let’s go home and figure out how to set it up.” 
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Chapter 10 

SIX MONTHS LATER  

Suzy lay on her side on the floor of the special closet she had helped Quinn build in a corner of the 
dungeon.  She curled herself into a ball, backing her butt up against the back wall of the closet, putting 
her hands behind her against the wall, and seeking out the raised markers on the floor that indicated the 
appropriate positions of her head and her feet.  The goal was that Suzy should be lying, as nearly as 
possible, in the exact same position she had occupied the last time, and the time before that, and the 
time before.  She waited patiently as Quinn tied strings to her fingers and toes, and situated the 
headphones-without-earpieces on her head.   

With everything ready, Quinn knelt down and gave Suzy a quick kiss, receiving a smile and a murmured 
“Love you” in return.  Quinn kissed her again, with a little more passion, while fingering Suzy’s sex the 
way she really liked.  Suzy, parting her legs a little wider for the moment, quickly grew wet, enough so 
that the vibrator, quiet for now, slid in easily.  The cord for the vibrator exited the closet through a hole 
in the wall.  Outside, it connected to its power source, with a switch to turn it on and off.  Two hours 
from now, Quinn would flip the switch that would power on the vibrator.   

Months ago, Quinn had tied Suzy’s wrists and ankles in place the very first time they had used to closet, 
and after Suzy had allowed Susan to surface within her, Quinn had told Susan that she was in a storage 
room at the auto body shop of Quinn’s father, that Quinn would untie her in a moment but that she 
must not move, that the strings tied to her fingers would trip an alarm and that the microphone held in 
place by the headphones would magnify any sound she made.   

No such explanation was needed any longer.  From Susan’s point of view, the experience in the “storage 
room” was continuous and unending, interrupted on occasion by orgasms and sleep, after which she 
would awaken refreshed but still in the storage room, unaware that two weeks had passed.   

Suzy and Quinn had used the closet a dozen times in the last six months.   

Quinn closed the door, leaving Suzy in total darkness.  Just outside the door, she turned on the digital 
music player, which would, for the next two hours, play back the sounds recorded in Dad’s auto body 
shop a few days ago.   

Suzy relaxed and let herself drift downward, feeling Susan coalesce within her.   

*   *   *   *   * 

Susan awoke.  Immediately she remembered: I must not move.  I must not make a sound.  She could 
hear the voices in conversations right outside the door, the pinging of tools against metal, the clanking 
of parts being moved.  The fear within her grew, billowing into terror, in response to the sounds she was 
hearing, sounds of people, only a few feet away, who must not be allowed to find her.  But the fear was 
contained.  The Glow held it in check, not allowing it to touch Susan.  All the Glow required in return, all 
that was needed to sustain it and power it, was that Susan remain still and silent.  She always did so.  
She always would.   
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She no longer gave any thought to the length of time she had been here.  Any past life, before this 
closet, was out of the conscious reach of her memory.  If her concentration on the here-and-now, her 
focus on her need to lie still, were to lapse, disaster would follow.  But she was up to the task.  The Glow 
rewarded her.   

She existed in a universe of glory, bathed in the Glow, which the fear couldn’t penetrate, though she 
remained fully aware of the fear’s presence.   

After a timeless time, there was a sudden buzzing between her legs, deep inside her.  The Glow, which 
had enveloped her entire being, now contracted, concentrating itself in that one place, and flowed 
outward from it.  All of her being, her awareness of self, was between her legs now, and intensifying, 
impossible to contain.   

The orgasm exploded within her, pulsing throughout her body, from its source between her legs out to 
the tips of her toes and fingers.  Yet she never moved.   

It faded at last.  She didn’t try to hold onto it, because she knew it would return.  It always did.  The cycle 
had been going on forever.  It was eternal.   

As always at this point in the cycle, post-orgasm, she felt herself drifting downward as sleep came over 
her, the bliss of her recent orgasm enfolding her in warmth.  To begin the cycle again when she awoke. 

   

END 


