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Chapter
One: The Code

 


Kai Chandler closed his eyes and tried to
tune out all the soft chattering around him. He was the only one
lingering over his plate in the corner of the ballroom. He should
have been up on his feet, swilling wine, working the room, but he
couldn't get in the mood. Across the white-and-silver-gilt
decorated space, a small orchestral ensemble played Barber's
Adagio for Strings, a song that used to move him to tears.
Now he listened in a kind of anesthetized stupor. He appreciated
the wistful beauty of the piece, but seemed unable to feel anything
deeper.

He was here at least. His movie-star friends
Mason and Jessamine had managed, after much hounding, to drag him
out. Oh, he'd never stopped his patronage of the L.A. Philharmonic,
but he hadn't felt any joy in it for a while. He hadn't felt much
joy in anything, but that was his own fault. For God's sake, it had
been a year now since his marriage disintegrated.

As Barber's piece reached its maudlin climax,
Kai stared down at the gourmet chocolate cake on his plate and
started smashing it to shreds. Why couldn't he climb out of this
funk? He was wealthy and healthy. He owned a thriving tech company
which allowed him to throw money at causes he believed in, like the
Philharmonic and their inner city music mentoring program. He ought
to be happy. He ought to be ecstatic.

Ah, Fauré's
Pavane. Much more bearable, if still somewhat mournful. Was
this a charity bash or a wake? Kai looked from under dark lashes at
Caressa Gallo, the visiting cellist who elevated the
already-glittering gala to the must-attend charity event of the
season. He had noticed earlier that she was heavily pregnant.
Pregnant bellies taunted him, made him wonder what his own children
might have looked like, with his dark half-Indian coloring and
Veronica's blonde-haired, blue-eyed perfection. He would never know
now.

"Kaivalyan, you whore!" Kai cringed as Mason
Cooke, one of his oldest and closest friends, leaned down and
slapped him none too gently on the back. Kai's fork went skittering
from his plate, sending splotches of hundred-dollar cake across the
pristine tablecloth.

"Hi, Mace," Kai said, glancing up with a
grimace. Mason was tall, rugged, all-American beefcake, with dark,
perfectly tousled hair and blue eyes that had melted a million
women's hearts--on screen and off. Kai never really thought of his
friend as a celebrity, but at these events Mason truly played the
part, as did the striking woman beside him--Jessamine Jackson, the
other half of Hollywood's premier uber-couple.

Mason pulled up a chair. "What are you doing
lurking back here in the corner? You're the organizer of this
gala."

"They don't want to see me." Kai gestured to
Jessamine in her glittering scarlet gown. "Plenty of luminaries
here for the star-gazing crowd."

"Ah, but you're the chairperson for the
foundation." Jessamine, sex starlet extraordinaire, seated her
curvaceous frame squarely in his lap. "And you might not be a
celebrity, but you're certainly the sexiest bachelor in the
room."

Kai rolled his eyes and exchanged a glance
with Mason, who was all too used to his wife hitting on other men.
Mason was badass enough to be amused by it, rather than
threatened.

"Success is an aphrodisiac," Jess purred,
running her fingers through Kai's hair. "And I think you are the
hottest fucking man on the planet. Aside from Mason, of
course."

Kai laughed despite his mood. It was
impossible to feel down with Jessamine cooing in your ear. "Are you
going to let your wife seduce me?" he asked Mason.

"Yep. Anything for the cause."

Kai dumped Jess off his lap, more for
self-preservation than any comedic purpose. With her glossy
honey-colored hair, luminous eyes, and banging body, she was
irresistible in normal circumstances. In close quarters she was
excruciating, especially considering she wasn't his.

Kai stood and took Jessamine's hand, bringing
it to his lips. "You're a vision, Ms. Jackson. I can't tell you how
much I appreciate you being here. You and Mason both."

"It was our pleasure to attend," said Mason.
"And it was great to hear Caressa Gallo play. She's something."

"I'll say." Jess, an unrepentant bisexual,
gave the pretty cellist a lascivious look.

"Jesus," teased her husband. "Give it up.
She's not available."

"How do you know?" Jess pouted.

"Well, the first hint is the big pregnant
stomach she's sporting behind that cello. I also happen to know
she's married to Jeremy's former assistant."

"Really?" Jessamine looked shocked.

As if on cue, the string ensemble took a
break and a tall, handsome man materialized at Caressa's side. The
couple exchanged sickeningly infatuated looks, resulting in a snort
of derision from Jessamine. "Well, would you look at that. She
is taken. God, why does everyone hook up with everyone else
in our little circle? It's like...inbreeding."

Mason rolled his eyes and headed to the bar
as Jessamine sashayed over to join the cellist and her husband,
along with movie star Jeremy Gray and his wife. Kai tried to place
her name. Belle or Nell or something. He had seen the Grays now and
again at LoveSlave, the highly private and exclusive BDSM club
hidden away under the streets of West Hollywood, and they
undoubtedly had seen him too. What Jessamine said was true. Los
Angeles was a huge town, but their wealthy, often hedonistic clique
was small. Small enough that all of them knew his business. Knew
that Veronica had used him and left him feeling like a fool. As
much as he would have enjoyed speaking with the talented cellist
and his other acquaintances, he still felt compelled to hang on the
outskirts and hide. The group was laughing, probably over something
Jess had blurted out. Caressa's lovestruck husband placed one hand
casually on his wife's bulging waistline.

Kai scrutinized her face. Did she love him?
They seemed so easy together, and so disgustingly in love. But was
she acting? Was he? The man used to work as a personal assistant.
It stood to reason that Caressa Gallo was the wealthier of the
two.

Did they have a prenuptial agreement?

It was none of his business. It really didn't
matter how lovingly and happily they interacted, or how much that
reminded him of his own glaring mistakes. From the start, his
marriage had gone downhill. Like a chump, he'd continued to work at
things. He'd blamed himself. He felt guilty for working long hours.
He analyzed his personality for flaws and constantly worried about
what he was doing wrong in the relationship. When Veronica asked
for a divorce, Kai had felt it like a physical blow. Failure, after
everything he'd tried to do to save them. It was his lawyer who
pointed out that she'd filed for divorce on the exact day she
became eligible for full benefits under the prenuptial agreement.
Their fifth wedding anniversary, to be exact.

His lawyer had built in the five-year
requirement to discourage gold digging, but Kai supposed five years
wasn't much time to put in for a 35 million dollar payout. He'd
advised Kai to hire an investigator to look for evidence of
adultery, which would have negated the agreement. They didn't find
any evidence of adultery, only three secret abortions his wife had
undergone. He was father to three ghost children who haunted him
even now, years after they'd ceased to exist at his wife's hand.
He'd been so stupid, so stupid. He dreamed of them
sometimes. In his dreams, his non-children gazed at him accusingly,
as if to say, this is your fault.

Mason returned from the bar with a couple
drinks and collapsed into the seat beside Kai. He glanced across
the room, following Kai's gaze. "Yikes. Happy couple alert. How are
you holding up?"

Kai grimaced and made some vague,
noncommittal noise. Mason kept staring at him, a technique Kai knew
was intended to draw him out, but there was really nothing to
say.

Mason's face registered disappointment. "So,
reconciliation with Veronica is totally out? There's nothing left?
Nothing you can build on?"

Kai stabbed at the cake congealing on his
plate. "Reconciliation would be fucking impossible. As far as my
feelings for her, she can burn in eternal agony and hellfire and it
still won't be enough."

Mason raised one dark brow. "Okay."

His friend didn't know about the ghost
babies, or the vicious things Kai and Veronica had said to one
another at the very end. Kai and Mason generally talked about
everything. They'd come from the same quiet lower-class suburb
south of the city, and had been through a lot together as they
clawed and fought to make better lives for themselves. But Kai
found himself unable--or unwilling--to share the darkest events of
the breakup of his marriage. He didn't believe anyone else could
ever understand all the guilt and loss he felt.

"Anyway," Kai said with a dismissive wave,
"she's already seeing someone else."

Mason frowned. "You pretend you're over her."
He imitated Kai's careless gesture. "But you're really not. What's
happened to you?"

I lost faith in love. I lost faith in
trust. I lost faith in...faith. "Nothing happened to me. I'm
here, aren't I?"

"Yeah, but you look like you'd rather be
anywhere else. You used to live for this shit. For the arts, for
making a difference. You used to glow at these shindigs."

Kai gave him a raw smile. "What? I'm not
rah-rah-save-the-world chipper enough for your liking? I'm more
into the cancer charity this month."

Mason shook his head. "You have a great job,
a great life, these causes you believe in. You've improved a lot of
people's lives. On top of that, every single woman in the room is
checking you out, wondering how to get into your pants."

"Or my wallet."

"So one woman took you for a ride. Live and
learn. Look around at what you've done. A lot of kids have a
chance, a lot of musicians have a livelihood thanks to you. So your
marriage didn't work out. My first marriage didn't work out either.
It might be time to move on."

Kai momentarily considered clocking Mason
right between his famous blue eyes with his fist, or maybe with the
plate of mashed-up chocolate cake. It was easy for Mason to talk
about moving on. He couldn't walk five steps without bumping into a
woman who wanted to fuck him, and he was married to the sexiest
female in the world.

"You know, I don't feel like I'm in a good
place to start a new relationship. When things calm down..."

"But are you happy? You should be happy.
You're a fucking cinema tech mogul, for fuck's sake. You should be
living the high life."

"Let it drop," Kai muttered. "I appreciate
your concern, but I can handle my life just fine. I'm a big
boy."

"So I hear." Jessamine returned, trailing a
swath of expensive perfume. She sized up Kai's surly expression and
leaned down to take her husband's arm. "Mason, I just had the most
wonderful idea. Why don't we invite Kai to come along with us to
the sheik's house? It might cheer him up."

Mason looked like that was the least
wonderful idea he'd ever heard. Kai looked between him and
Jessamine.

"The 'sheik'? Is he really a sheik?"

"Oh God, no." Jessamine laughed. "We just
call him the sheik because--"

"Jessamine." Mason's voice was a warning. Kai
had never seen Mason try to rein Jessamine in, and as expected,
Jessamine didn't fall into line. She waved a hand at her husband
and leaned closer to whisper in Kai's ear.

"We call him the sheik because he recently
purchased an odalisque. Can you believe it? So
depraved."

"What the hell is an odalisque?"

Mason tugged on a lock of her hair. "Jess,
that's supposed to be a secret."

"I won't tell him the guy's real name." She
turned back to Kai. "He's nobody you'd know anyway. Some
spectacularly rich textile magnate. He bought a se--"

Mason pulled his wife down into his lap and
clapped a hand over her mouth. "I think you've had a little too
much to drink, darling."

Jess wriggled, pressing back against her
husband, and whispered something behind her hand. Whatever she
said, it must have been potent. Only Jessamine could make a
hardened playboy like Mason Cooke blush.

"So, you never answered my question," said
Kai. "What's an odalisque?"

Jessamine exploded in ribald peals of
laughter. Mason pushed her to her feet and steered her toward the
door.

"Google it!" she yelled over her shoulder.
"Odalisque. O-D-A--" Again, Mason muffled her voice and waved
farewell to Kai with his other hand.

Kai watched them go, jotting a note on his
napkin as the string ensemble sat down to play another set.

 


* * * * *

 


It was almost a week before Mason was free to
meet for lunch. Kai glowered at him over Mexican and
margaritas.

"I searched for the word 'odalisque' and all
that came up was a bunch of crap about slaves and harems. Tell me
you and Jess haven't entered the slave trade. This 'sheik' friend
of yours isn't involved in human trafficking, is he?"

Mason made a face. "I knew you'd suspect
that."

"My sister works for Amnesty International,
for God's sake. You don't want her in your face about it. If this
'sheik' friend of yours is holding a human being against his or her
will--"

His friend silenced him with a look. "Do you
really think we'd get involved in human trafficking? Really? Jess
is a thoughtless and maniacal pervert, but I doubt even she would
stoop so low." Mason almost said more, then busied himself
rearranging the nachos in front of him.

"Spill it," Kai ordered.

Mason swirled a broken chip in a bowl of
salsa, thought a moment, then started to talk.

"Okay, you know my wife somehow finds the
weirdest, most freakass people in Hollywood. Without fail."

Kai nodded in agreement.

"So a couple weeks ago she got invited to
this guy's house for a party. We'll continue to call him the sheik,
shall we?"

"Why not?"

"So this 'sheik' is a single guy, dirty dirty
rich. More money than he knows what to do with, but lonely as the
day is long. He's not a sheik at all, he's from Indonesia. He owns
a company that manufactures luxury fabric for designers and fashion
houses. Velvet, silk, cashmere, high quality wool for gentlemen's
bespoke suits. This is all he does. No social skills, no polish. No
skills at picking up girls or protecting himself from women who are
out to take advantage of him. But he wants someone, you know, to
fulfill his...needs."

"Of course he does."

"So he took his fistfuls of money to France
and acquired something called an odalisque." Mason paused,
frowning. "Not something. Someone. A woman."

"Like a mail-order bride?"

"No. Nothing like a mail-order bride. Not a
wife or girlfriend or escort or whore, not anything like that. He
told Jess about this Code d'Odalisque, this lifestyle these
women adhere to, which basically amounts to being a sexual slave to
a man. Not for play scenes or kink. As a divine calling type of
thing."

Kai snorted. "A divine calling? I see."

"Yeah, I know. I showed up expecting some
brassy fake-boobed slut from the Valley, you know, some kooky kinky
sex thing. But it was..."

Mason stopped and looked away, took a drink
from his margarita and put it down, then leaned closer, suddenly
animated.

"Kai, I can't even explain this shit to you.
We got to the party. There were maybe five other people there
besides me and Jess. All guys. And there was this girl, this
odalisque. I don't even know her name, but I will tell you, my
friend--she knocked me dead."

"Beautiful?"

"Beautiful doesn't cover it." Mason waved a
hand. "Beautiful, graceful, all that, but so much more. She was
like some...otherworldly creature. When you touched her, she
reacted, and if it was acting, it was really, really good acting.
She took on the whole room, all the men and Jess too." He stopped
and looked around, lowering his voice. "I'm talking blowjobs, ass,
pussy, face shots, double and triple teaming. She was fucked and
fucked and then fucking fucked again and she took all of it with
this incredible sensual poise. I can't explain it. It was like...we
were the ones doing the fucking, but she was the one in control. We
all left that night completely in love with her. No, not in love.
We were in adoration."

Kai watched Mason, surprised. His friend
wasn't normally given to exaggeration and flowery speech. The
odalisque must really have been something. "I'm sorry now you
didn't invite me along."

"You know, if I'd known, I would have. But I
expected a typical gangbang scene."

"A typical gangbang scene? Jesus, what
do you and Jess get up to after hours? I've never participated in
any gangbang scenes, typical or not."

"Are you judging us, Mr. Whips-and-Chains?
Because everyone knows you're heavy into the kinky stuff."

Kai choked on a mouthful of refried beans.
"Everyone who?"

"Jessamine knows. Which means everyone knows.
But who cares? This is L.A."

"Well, there's kinky stuff, and then there's
gangbang scenes with a sheik and his exotic French sex slave. So
you said there's some code?"

"Yeah, the Code d'Odalisque. You can
find it online. It's pages and pages long and so fucking hot it'll
burn you. I got halfway through and had to stop because I was
getting lightheaded from nonstop jacking off."

"Too much information."

"Sorry. But seriously, it's fucking hot.
These women literally exist to accommodate cock. They live for it.
They do whatever their owner desires sexually. Whatever. Nothing of
a sexual nature is off limits."

Kai was going to start masturbating himself
in a moment. "Really? Nothing? What about stuff like..."

Mason smirked knowingly. "Your kinky stuff?
Hell yeah. Whatever you like. They are purely sexual. They shimmer
with it. Like Jess, only submissive and open to whatever you
wanted. This girl at the sheik's...she was there to be used, and
she wanted to be used. She craved to be used. That
was the hottest thing. They're pleasure slaves.
They're...specialized." Mason imbued the word specialized
with so much lewd, lascivious emphasis that Kai started to
laugh.

"So when do you and Jess get your own
odalisque?"

"Oh, Jesus Christ. She'd already booked the
fucking tickets to France when they told her odalisques only served
men. They said I would have to be the one to acquire one, and I
don't particularly care to. Oh, Jess was spitting nails, but I
don't want the responsibility. I already have Jess to wrangle, you
know? I told her she had to be content playing with the sheik's
odalisque." He smiled at Kai. "And yours, when you've picked her
out."

Kai shook his head. "I don't think so."

"Didn't the whole thing start in your part of
the world? Didn't they have slaves and harems in India?"

"They had slaves and harems everywhere once
upon a time. And I'm only half-Indian."

"You're Indian enough, you handsome
motherfucker. And rich enough too."

Kai held up a hand. "Don't try to talk me
into it. I'll fucking do it, and I shouldn't."

"Why not?"

"First of all, this is not legal or
realistic. People cannot actually own sex slaves--"

"No, it's an arrangement. A rental.
Year-to-year, in the sheik's case."

"Literally? Year-to-year?"

"Apparently, half the money goes to an
account for the odalisque to utilize upon her retirement, a quarter
goes to the agency that places them, and a quarter goes to
charities dedicated to the obliteration of human sex
trafficking."

"Okay, now you're making this shit up."

"I'm not making it up. This is all on the
level. Consensual, monitored, legitimized, more or less. Sort of
like taking on an au pair or a foreign exchange student."

"Except you don't use your au pair or foreign
exchange student as a no-holes-barred gangbang sex slave."

Mason got a glazed look in his eyes. "I've
always wanted an au pair."

"You don't have kids."

"Yeah, that's the problem."

Kai pushed his plate away. "Well, thanks for
the most arousing and utterly ridiculous conversation of my life.
If nothing else, this would make a great movie plot, this whole
odalisque thing. You should pitch it to your director friends."

"You want the guy's card? The odalisque
agent? I forcibly removed it from Jess."

"No, I really don't."

"It's right in my wallet." Mason reached for
his back pocket and somehow Kai couldn't summon the impulse to
shake his head. Mason fished out the embossed ivory rectangle and
held it across the table.

"I'm not taking it."

"Take it. I don't want to argue with Jess
about it anymore."

Kai swiped it from his fingers and looked
down at the card's tasteful, subtle design. Maison
Odalisque, Agt. Sebastien Gaudet, and a phone number.
"He doesn't have email? A website?"

Mason chuckled. "These kinds of arrangements
don't take place over the Internet. If you aren't rich enough to
get on your personal jet and fly to see Monsieur Gaudet
face-to-face, you aren't rich enough for one of these
odalisques."

Kai tried to bite his tongue, but the
question burst forth anyway. "How much? How much did your sheik
pay?"

"The math is straightforward, my friend. One
flat mil a year. One million for a willing, horny, erotically
trained cockslave at your beck and call for three hundred and
sixty-five days."

Kai smiled. "A bargain."

"I think so," said Mason, looking down at his
phone. Kai could see his friend's sex-siren wife on the phone's
display background. "I happen to think there's no price too high to
pay for sexual contentment. Sexual adventure, even." Mason looked
back up with a grin. "Life is short, don't you think?"


Chapter Two: Maison Odalisque

 


Kai didn't take a private jet. He didn't
actually have a private jet, but he did have a lot of money, enough
to manage a million if it came to that. If. He was on a
fact-finding mission, though, that was all. He'd phoned Sebastien
Gaudet and found him personable and well-spoken. The man had
reassured Kai that it was perfectly fine to fly over just to look
around and ask questions.

And Kai had a lot of questions. First and
foremost, what the hell he was doing flying to the French
countryside to visit a manor where they trained odalisques.

Odalisques. The unfamiliar,
grandiloquent word sounded almost as silly as the idea of buying a
woman's favors for a year. He didn't know whether to be alarmed or
excited by the fact that he was pretty much living out the plot of
some contrived porn novel.

He hadn't told Mason anything about this
trip. Or Jessamine, or Satya, his women's-rights-crusading sister
who would bite off his head and chew it to pieces if she knew he
was even considering acquiring a sex slave.

No, Kai hadn't told anyone the specifics,
only that he was taking a much-needed vacation to France for a
week. God, he had shitloads of work to do. Why was he doing
this?

Because all you do is work. And you're
lonely. Your wife gutted you and you're not capable of surviving
another relationship anytime soon. Why let a woman in, why try
to get to know her when it would inevitably end up where his
marriage had ended up? Betrayal, bitter accusations,
humiliation.

An odalisque might be the answer to all his
problems. If things worked out, what a wonderful lifestyle it would
be. Sex--hot, willing sex-- whenever he wanted it. However he
wanted it. Quick, slow, raunchy, affectionate, nasty, endless,
kinky or vanilla, upside down or up in a tree or rolling down the
side of the mountain he lived on. Kai would lead and she would
follow obediently, because that was her code, according to what
he'd read. Submissive, available, enslaved to his cock by
choice.

He would buy--or rent--her services, and bask
in her loyalty and patience, her subservience and admiration, all
sandwiched in between marathon sessions of depraved sex. Best of
all, there wouldn't be a lot of emotional minefields to tiptoe
across to get to what he wanted. He could lay her down and lose
himself and not waste what little free time he had on relationship
issues.

By the time he got in his rental car in Paris
and started on the hour-long trip to Maison Odalisque, he'd gone
from feeling embarrassed and skeptical to feeling almost jubilant.
He'd made an embarrassing amount of money for someone in his
mid-thirties, and in this one thing, he would spoil himself. If he
found the right girl, if he found the whole odalisque thing to his
liking, he would plunk down a cool million without a second
thought. If even half his lustful daydreams came true, a million
would be a small price to pay.

In this state of hopeful elation, Kai arrived
at the Maison. He shook off creeping jet lag and produced his
passport in order to be buzzed through an arching iron gate by a
stone-faced security goon. The house certainly gave an appearance
of respectability. He'd half expected to arrive at a ramshackle
dive and be robbed and left for dead, but the impressive edifice of
Maison Odalisque communicated wealth and fastidiousness, not
danger.

It was more than a house, actually, but not
quite a mansion. There were twenty or so windows just on the front,
and six imposing columns. Around him, rural fields and forests
glowed with the gold of a late winter sunset. A long cobblestone
drive circled to the front of the house.

A valet took his rental car and luggage and
directed him politely up the stairs to the massive front door. He
undoubtedly knew why Kai was here, but his expression gave away no
opinion. He had the deferent manner of someone accustomed to
serving the rich. It was something Kai was only starting to get
used to in the years since he'd started his digital technology firm
as a poor, ambitious twenty-something with visionary dreams.

But none of those dreams had ever involved
French manors and odalisques.

As soon as Kai dropped the ornate brass
knocker onto its base, the door swung open. He was guided into a
soaring foyer by another impeccably proper employee. The third one
now, and all three were nearly as wide as they were tall. Their
strength was emphasized by the fitted, understated suits they wore.
It occurred to him that a country house full of sex slaves would
require some pretty heavy security.

As polite as the man was, Kai had no doubt
the giant could have him in a headlock on the floor at the first
threatening word or gesture. That didn't worry him at all. It was
one more sign that this Monsieur Gaudet had his shit together. One
more sign that this crazy stuff was for real.

As if on cue, a well-dressed man strode
around the corner, his hand already extended in a gesture of
greeting. "Mr. Kaivalyan Chandler, I presume? I am Sebastien
Gaudet."

Kai sized up the man. He was impressed that
he'd pronounced his full Indian name without tripping over the
syllables. That Gaudet was Indian himself was not remotely
possible. Kai had never seen such a pale, white-blond man. His
short hair framed an aristocratically angular face, and his eyes
were a piercing blue. His smile was warmly disarming as he shook
Kai's hand. Kai immediately felt at ease in his company. "Hello. My
friends call me Kai."

"Well, let's not stand on formalities. My
friends call me Bastien. It's very nice to meet you. I trust your
trip went well?" Mr. Gaudet's--Bastien's--English was flawless. Kai
nodded in response.

"It's gone smoothly thus far."

"And hopefully will continue on so. Would you
like to take some time upstairs to rest before dinner? Or perhaps
there are some questions you would like answered first?"

Kai looked around the foyer, to the winding
marble staircase, to the gleaming tile floor. More chateau than
dungeon, really. The building was welcoming and cheerfully lit.
Artwork and sculpture covered many of the surfaces. He smiled at
his host.

"I'm kind of relieved you aren't in black
leather, holding a whip."

Bastien laughed. "I assure you, the feeling
is mutual. Fortunately, we manage to head off most of those types
before they make the trip."

"Am I the only, uh, gentleman here at the
moment?"

"The only one seeking, yes. A few friends may
come and go during your stay, but only because I deem them utterly
discreet and trustworthy. On that count, you must feel at ease. We
are a respectful society here, and we value discretion above
all."

Kai got the message loud and clear, although
Bastien never lost his easy, genial tone. It was the same easy tone
he remembered from chatting on the phone, the same easy tone that
convinced him to fly over just to chat, just to have a tour and ask
some questions about the Code d'Odalisque. Kai looked around
once more, as if he might glimpse one of the mysterious odalisques
he'd come to see. But no, they were kept in occlusion,
Bastien had explained. Odalisques were trained to live in
confinement, wet and waiting for Master and whomever Master chose
to share them with.

"I think I will take a few minutes to rest
before dinner," said Kai, clasping his hands in front of his pants
to hide his burgeoning arousal. A few minutes to rest, or
masturbate furiously. Probably the latter.

"As you wish." Sebastien Gaudet inclined his
head with a smile.

Kai was shown to his second-floor room by the
same gentleman who'd let him in the door. He found his luggage
neatly arranged beside the bed. Kai reached in his pocket for a tip
and was waved off with a low, obsequious bow. "I am at your
service, monsieur," said the servant with a pronounced French
accent. "If you need anything, simply call." He indicated a red
button beside the light switch, and then melted out the door.

Kai lay back on the full size bed. The ivory
padded headboard was silk and absolutely pristine. The whole room
oozed propriety, from the crisply pleated drapes to the dark,
heavy, polished wood furniture. There was no way in hell he could
possibly jack off in this stately space.

If not for Bastien's easy, relaxed manner,
Kai might have felt threatened by the strangeness of the whole
situation, but instead he was able to lay back and close his eyes.
His mind drifted to thoughts of undulating sex goddesses and
willing, wanton women. Was there one in the room above him? One on
either side?

Next thing he knew, a sharp knock awakened
him. The manservant had brought a dinner jacket in the event he
needed one, but Kai had his own after being told it was customary
at the Maison to dress for dinner. Less than an hour later, Kai was
escorted downstairs to a cavernous dining room.

Even with Bastien's considerable social
skills, Kai found the formal dinner uncomfortable. As wealthy as he
was, he didn't usually dine on bone china with real silver
utensils, at a twenty-foot table lit by shimmering candelabra. Each
course was brought in by yet another grimly respectable and
all-too-masculine servant. For a house that boasted scores of
submissive slave women, men did a lot of the work around here.
Bastien caught him looking around the dining room after the third
course, and grinned at him.

"You are wondering when you will see one of
the lovely ladies of our house."

Kai raised an eyebrow. "Perhaps they'll bring
the dessert course..."

His host chuckled. "I'm afraid not.
Odalisques are not servants, not in a household sense. This is what
separates them from their BDSM-lifestyle sisters. A slave in a
Master and slave relationship might be expected to perform any
manner of drudge tasks or chores in the name of 'service.' The
Master perhaps sees this as a way to test her devotion and
submission, or exert power over her. With an odalisque no such
tests are needed. A lifestyle slave might endure humiliation,
degradation, even contempt at the foot of her Master, but an
odalisque is treasured, never tested. She is a slave of sensuality,
not drudgery."

"So I understand. But what if they enjoy
being degraded or set to unpleasant tasks? None of them are
masochists?"

"That surprises you?"

"I just thought a woman willing to give up
everything to live for the pleasure of a man--"

"Would have masochistic tendencies? Many do.
But they are trained to pair self-respect with submission. The
owner of an odalisque desires a beautiful, admirable woman, not a
cringing vessel to be defiled and abused. When a masochistic woman
wants to live as an odalisque, we encourage those tendencies to be
satisfied in the course of sexual interactions. For instance, a
woman may like to be whipped as foreplay, or have her nipples
tortured to reach orgasm. This type of masochism relates directly
to sensuality and sexual craving, and excites both Master and
odalisque. But if a woman wishes to live as an abject creature,
humiliated and hurt and denied pleasure, she does not really have
the air of erotic majesty we seek."

"Erotic majesty. I like that. But
doesn't that make the slave pretty much an equal to her Master? Or
perhaps even more powerful?"

"Not at all. The odalisque submits--always.
But only sexually. She submits her body to her Master's use. Her
mind, her self-respect, her personality remain her own. I assure
you, many men find it more alluring than the self-effacement of the
typical BDSM slave. You get all of the sexual submission you
desire, with none of the need to micromanage your slave or develop
tedious protocols. You may enact all the sexual protocols
you wish, but afterward, you can walk away knowing your slave is
self-possessed enough to manage herself until you wish to make use
of her again."

"And you can take her out, right? You don't
have to keep an odalisque hidden?"

"Yes, you can take her out as a companion, or
share her favors with discreet friends. You can take her to work if
you might have sexual need of her there."

Kai grinned. "Time to tint the office
windows."

"Precisely," said Bastien. "But of course, an
odalisque must never be compelled to make money in the outside
world. When you acquire an odalisque, you sign an agreement to keep
her in comfort, and to not require any work above and beyond that
of sexual service. It goes without saying you would not accept
money from others for her use."

"That would make her a whore."

Bastien nodded curtly. "Exactly so. That is
not a word we like here. People often misunderstand. We are not in
the business of exploiting or degrading women. If that is your
desire, I hope you will choose not to take an odalisque into your
care."

"I don't want a woman to abuse, I can assure
you of that. I just want a woman who can give me sex without all
the extra baggage. I don't have time to deal with the baggage."

Bastien smiled, then gestured to the servant
at the door to bring the final course. His gaze returned to Kai.
"You have no idea how common that is among those of your set. Some
rich, powerful men enjoy lives of leisure, but most work remarkably
long and grueling hours, hours that preclude deep interpersonal
relationships. At the same time, they do not wish to forego the
pleasures of the flesh. If anyone is deserving of endless pleasure,
it is a man who works as hard as you."

"Ah, endless pleasure." Kai accepted a
sinful-looking torte from the servant's tray and grinned at his
host. "You know all the right words to say."

"Let's be honest. The modern woman is
expected to be strong and fiercely independent. The modern male, by
contrast, is expected to be much more submissive than men in eras
past. Dominant male sexuality is criticized as inappropriate and
exploitative. Code d'Odalisque rejects these modern values
and celebrates, rather than despises, the intensity of male
sexuality. The code invites a woman--without shame or coercion--to
live as a submissive servant to a man's voracious sexual desire. Of
course, the man she serves must be deemed worthy of this
submission."

Bastien paused for a sip of his after-dinner
coffee, then continued in a franker tone. "The odalisques
understand their fortune in fulfilling that need for gentlemen such
as you. Most of these women could not afford the luxuries their
owners provide them. It is pleasure given for pleasure. In fact,
many develop almost worshipful feelings for their Master."

Kai frowned. "But then...what happens when
the year is up?"

"Odalisques can be in service to the same man
for up to six years, if both parties wish it."

"No, what I mean is, what happens at the end
of the term, if the odalisque has become emotionally attached?"

"I never said anything about emotion,"
Bastien corrected him. "I meant worshipful in a sense of sexual
worship. Craving, desire. We have a word for it, a coarse word
perhaps: cockslavery. It is a state to which all odalisques aspire.
But for an odalisque to make emotional demands on her Master--this
would be an utter desecration of the code. They are trained to
sublimate such feelings, funnel them into a more heightened
sexuality, for the fulfillment of Master, of course. But I go on
and on. Perhaps it would be best if we paid a visit to the
odalisques' quarters. I'm sure you will find that much more
illuminating than my words."

Kai pushed his plate away. "I would very much
love to visit the odalisques' quarters." God, he hoped he hadn't
sounded as horny and eager as he felt.


Chapter Three: The Tour

 


Bastien led Kai down a long, silent corridor.
On either side, erotic sculptures graced Italianate grottos. Kai
looked down at the black and gold diamond-patterned tile beneath
his feet and imagined a girl writhing beneath him as he took her
there on the spotless floor. He was feeling ridiculously worked up.
Perhaps that was Bastien's aim--to have him whipping out the
checkbook before he even retired for the night.

His own home was nearly as large as the
Maison, but decorated in a modern style. If he acquired an
odalisque--which seemed more and more likely by the moment--he
would be expected to provide her with "quarters." He'd read that
online, in the code, and had immediately started imagining the love
nest he would create. He would buy all the velvet pillows in L.A.,
all the filmy curtains and overstuffed sofas that could be had.
Endless pleasure. Cockslavery. He barely suppressed the
groan that rose in his throat. When was the last time he'd enjoyed
a woman without anxiety? Without guilt? Just sunk between a woman's
legs and lost himself? He couldn't remember.

"This way." Bastien's hushed voice drew him
back from his thoughts.

They turned left at the end of the corridor
to find a winding set of carpeted backstairs. As they passed to the
second floor, the comfortable warmth of the house became even
cozier. Bastien took off his dinner jacket and invited Kai to do
the same, leaving them with an attendant stationed at the top of
the stairs.

"Serge will return it to your room. We keep
the upper floors warmer year round," Bastien explained. "The
odalisques are kept naked. A great part of their training is
teaching them to feel natural without clothes. You'll find they are
charmingly uncomfortable when they're dressed and taken out amongst
humanity. And charmingly eager to shed their clothes when you bring
them home again."

Bastien stopped in front of the first room on
the right. "None of the doors are locked. Ever. It will be the same
in your house. An odalisque has no need for privacy." He pushed
open the door, revealing a mid-sized, neat, uncluttered room. In
the center of the room, a girl with short chestnut hair was reading
on her bed. She was, as Bastien had led him to expect, quite naked.
Still, it was a shock. She made no movement to cover herself, nor
did she look the least bit embarrassed. She simply regarded both
men through assessing, trusting eyes over the top of her book.

"Good evening, Fiona," Bastien said, nodding
to her. "I am showing Monsieur Chandler around."

"Hello, Monsieur Chandler," Fiona replied
with a flirtatious smile. Her twanging Southern accent sounded
strangely out of place in the posh surroundings.

"Fiona came to us from Georgia," Bastien
explained. "A peach in every sense of the word. We presently have
girls from eleven different countries here at the Maison. Sometimes
more, sometimes less. The desire to serve has no nationality. The
visas and paperwork keep our lawyer busy, but it all works
out."

He shut the door on Fiona and took Kai to the
next room, this one on the left. Again, the lovely occupant was
sprawled on the bed naked; however, she was not reading. Her legs
were splayed open and she was masturbating with one hand and
squeezing her breasts with the other. Again, not the slightest hint
of embarrassment. Kai, however, was glad his skin tone hid the
flush in his cheeks.

"Good girl, Cecile," murmured Bastien, before
backing out and closing the door. He turned to Kai. "We teach them
nothing sexual is shameful. It requires deprogramming in some
cases, where women have been taught from a young age that sexuality
is sinful or shameful. We use every method at our disposal to
reverse that belief." Bastien smiled. "As you can see, girls like
Cecile have learned to embrace their sexual urges without any
modicum of reserve."

Kai could see all right. He'd wanted to fall
on Cecile, with her bountiful breasts and her glistening pussy.
Bastien, however, continued down the hall. "Something you may want
to consider, Kai, is what type of woman would best be a match for
you. Here at Maison Odalisque, we have all body types, all hair and
eye colors, and a great many ethnicities. And while language is not
a necessity between Master and odalisque, you may prefer one with a
good command of English. Or--pardon me--Hindi?"

Kai shook his head. "I'm afraid I'm totally
Americanized. My mother tried to teach me, but..." But I was a
bad son. I had no time for her wants, her needs. He could have
conquered the Bollywood digital film industry if he'd made half an
effort to pick up the language and culture. His father hadn't been
any help, encouraging him to embrace everything American while
belittling his mother's Indian habits and customs. Only once had
they flown to India to meet his mother's family. It was a short,
overwhelming experience in culture shock. When Kai lost his mother,
he realized too late that he'd lost all chance of knowing that side
of himself. "It would probably be better to choose an American
girl," Kai said. "I'll be keeping her in Malibu."

Bastien took him to three or four more rooms.
All the girls were friendly and as openly assessing of Kai as he
was of them. "Do they have a choice?" Kai asked. "I mean, in who
acquires them? Veto power?"

"Of course. Everything here is one hundred
percent consensual. If a woman has misgivings about a man who wants
to take her, we work with both parties to find consensus. If, after
a period of consideration, it's still a no--for whatever reason--we
respect that. It would be a disaster to send a woman off to
sexually serve a man she feels antipathy for."

"But what if she gets where she's going and
realizes afterward they're not compatible? Or what if the man
decides he doesn't want her after all?"

"Good questions. I suppose I must start by
explaining that the odalisque is protected by someone called an
overmistress. We don't send them off to the far corners of the
world without a safety net. For the first month, the overmistress
meets with the odalisque weekly. After that, she meets with her
once a month, or sooner if an issue presents itself. The
overmistress is empowered to remove any odalisque who is in
emotional distress over her situation. In that case, the owner is
reimbursed for the cost of the odalisque and, if the issue was not
caused by his mistreatment, permitted to choose a replacement at
the Maison."

"That sounds smart. And fair."

"In the second case--if the man changes his
mind--he is permitted to return the odalisque to the Maison and
choose a new one. However, only one exchange per year is permitted.
We are not a short term rental service, if you catch my
meaning."

"I catch it completely."

"The best outcome is for the odalisque and
Master to bond into a cohesive, satisfying sexual unit. This can
only be done with interaction and use. A Master who neglects or
ignores his odalisque is likely to find himself alone. Or, to put
it more directly, a cockslave must have cock." Bastien paused. "In
some cases, a secondary relationship develops with a favored friend
of the Master, one with whom he frequently shares. This is
permissible, particularly if the Master is traveling or busy at
certain times of the year. I have even known Masters to hire 'toys'
for their odalisques to play with in their absence." He smiled. "I
suppose it all depends on how possessive or magnanimous you
are."

Kai fiddled with one of his shirt cuffs,
remembering Mason holding out an ivory card. "I can think of a few
friends who wouldn't be averse to helping me out. One of whom is a
woman."

Bastien shrugged. "A woman now and again can
be a welcome adventure for an odalisque. But they are only trained
for the pleasuring of males."

Only trained for cock. So refined, and yet so
nasty. Kai's cock throbbed, bursting for release. It was actually
getting kind of hard to walk. They looked in on another girl with
gorgeous auburn curls, lazily primping in front of a mirror.

"Some of them are very intellectual," Bastien
said with a grin as he closed the door. "Some of them are rather
more...shallow. Airheads, even. Is that not what you Americans say?
Again, this is a personal preference. Some gentlemen prefer an
empty head."

Kai grimaced. "I'm not one of them."

"What type of woman do you like?"

Kai felt put on the spot, so he just came out
with the basics. "I like longish hair. I like creative women. I
like nice tits but nothing fake. I like large features--big mouths,
big noses. Expressive eyes. I like normal bodies, not too thin, not
too fat. Maybe a little fat. I like curves. I love curves," he
amended a moment later. "I love curves a lot."

"Come then." Bastien led him up another
stairwell to the top floor, to the last door on the left. The room
was slightly smaller, but no less comfortable. The ceiling slanted
down, with a window seat set back in the wall. A woman was curled
up there on tufted cushions. She was in her early to mid-20s, if
Kai had to guess, and she scribbled in a notebook with great
concentration. As Bastien approached, she abruptly left off. "Good
evening, Constance. This is Mr. Chandler."

Constance was a fair approximation of
everything Kai had just spouted off. She had long curly hair--tons
of hair. Magnificent. It was hard to tell the color of her eyes in
the soft light, but she had the same openness and relaxation in her
face and mouth that he recognized in the other girls. But this one
was too exotic looking to be pretty. She did have a big nose, and
gorgeous big lips. She exuded as much sweetness as sex. She put her
notebook and pen to the side, still gazing at him.

She didn't speak. She seemed shy. She was so
beautiful, so mysteriously beautiful. Why? Because of the way she
looked at him in that shy, curious way? Kai forgot Bastien was even
standing there until the man shifted and gestured toward her.

"If you wish it, Constance will be happy to
grant you relief."

Kai turned the words over in his head a few
times before he caught the meaning. Relief. Of course, his
raging hard-on wouldn't go unnoticed in a house like this,
especially as it now strained toward the top of his waistband.
Dress pants hid some things, but not a cock like his. Constance
crossed the room and knelt before him expectantly, her hands in her
lap. Cockslavery. Without another thought Kai's hands were
at his pants, working at button and zipper, releasing himself.

Bastien handed him a condom, as if the scene
taking place was expected and normal, and Kai rolled on the condom
as if it was. It didn't bother him that Bastien obviously had no
intention of leaving. With all the security around, it stood to
reason that an odalisque would never be surrendered to a stranger.
And Kai was a stranger to this world, this amazing world where
beautiful, shy women came to kneel before him and suck him off on a
word. But Bastien's silent presence communicated that she was only
being lent, under her protector's careful supervision.

Constance reached for his cock, cupping its
length and weight, kissing the tip through flavored latex. Her lips
were red, not garish, but lovely soft red contrasted with her pale
complexion. He imagined her clasped against his darker skin, a
silhouette of womanly desire. He twisted a hand in her curls,
marveling at their softness, just as she opened her mouth wide.

It was torture to let her guide him. He
wanted to take over, thrust into her throat so the lust and
excitement that had been building over the entire evening could
finally explode. But he regained his control. Her skill was such
that he had to pause and appreciate it. She wasn't sloppy, but
focused and mindful of his reactions.

He guided her with the pressure of his
fingers against her scalp, and shudders and moans when he was most
pleased with her. She licked up the front of his glans, flicking,
teasing, and then around the crown, then she took him so deep he
almost lost it again. She hummed softly as she sucked him, so the
sensation of it resonated down his cock to his balls. His fingers
tightened in her hair, pulling her closer, not wanting to be too
rough, but needing her closer, closer...

She took him deep until her lovely nose was
pressed against the wiry kinks of his thatch. "Oh, God--" he
gasped. It was as much hysteria as it was prayer. He tried to hold
off, tried to make the blowjob last, but her avid skill, her focus
on pleasing him--it was a completely new experience. This was no
grudging, lackluster blowjob. This was cock worship. He finally
understood that term.

She was taking him deep now, over and over,
adding pressure and teasing with her tongue, sending tremors down
the backs of his thighs. The orgasm, when it came, nearly brought
him to his knees. He still held her hair, grasped and fisted it,
trying not to pull. Only that concentration, that warning bell that
he might hurt her, kept him from collapsing where he stood. He
hunched over her as his balls contracted and waves of release swept
his entire core.

She gripped him with her lips as he rode out
the climax, then went still when he untensed, and waited. He didn't
want to leave her mouth--ever--but after a moment or two he eased
back, caressing her face as she slid her tongue across the barrier
between them.

He'd learned one thing for sure. This was for
real. These women really did have a hunger to please sexually.
Constance smiled up at him from her knees. It wasn't a brassy
smile, or a vixenish one. Just a pleased, content smile that
touched some primal part of him, the part that wanted to be
wanted. To be desired. Unconditionally and totally.

"Thank you," he said. It sounded silly, to
thank her so formally, but he would have been embarrassed to yell
out what he really wanted to say: That was the best fucking
blowjob of my life!

"There's a bathroom over there," Sebastien
said. Kai took the hint to go dispose of the condom and put himself
to rights. He looked in the mirror, wondering if Constance had
truly enjoyed sucking his cock as much as she'd seemed to. He felt
himself changed in some way. He felt more masculine, having availed
himself of the erotic majesty of an odalisque.

And yet, her little bathroom was reassuringly
normal. An old fashioned wooden hairbrush lay beside neatly
arranged baskets of cosmetics. He could imagine her pulling the
brush through her long hair as she stood naked and damp from the
shower. He could also imagine bending her over the counter and
spanking her with it on her heart-shaped ass just before he eased
forward and positioned himself at her hot, wet entrance-- Down,
boy. Reel it in.

When he returned to the room, Bastien and
Constance were sitting on the edge of her bed, deep in
conversation. At Kai's reappearance, Bastien patted Constance's
knee and stood. "I'm afraid it's getting late, even for an
odalisque. They tend to stay up late, and lay in bed long past
dawn. The privilege of the kept," he said, winking at Constance.
Again, she smiled that guileless, contented smile. At the door, Kai
turned to say goodbye, feeling foolish. What was the protocol for
taking your leave of a woman you didn't know who'd just sucked you
off? Bastien also bid Constance good night and shut the door behind
them.

Kai walked a moment in silence, at a loss for
words, and Bastien seemed content to let him think. Finally Kai
said, "Thank you. That was a nice surprise."

"I gathered you needed it. It's no fun to be
in a house of sex slaves and not have a means of release. Tomorrow,
I'll show you around the training facilities and you can take a
good look at all the women. Constance is lovely, and doubtless a
very good match for you, but there are others who are similar to
her in temperament and appearance. Often, in these circumstances,
it's best to rely on a combination of reason and impulse in making
your choice. When you find the one, you'll know, but it's best to
look at all of them before you make a final decision. In your room,
you'll notice a binder with profiles and photos of all the
currently available odalisques."

"How many are there?"

"I'd say it's in the realm of thirty-six or
thirty-eight at the moment. Forty is our cap, but throughout the
year, that number fluctuates. Spring is by far our busiest time, so
we try to have a full house of women trained and available. By
fall, we might be down to fifteen or twenty, and then there is the
pre-holiday rush. We are always canvassing for new candidates to
keep our numbers at a sustainable level."

"Where do you find them? How do you know
which women to approach?"

Bastien looked coy. "That's an industry
secret, but suffice it to say, we have our proven strategies. And a
surprising number of women find us, through lore or word of mouth.
The Internet has been a great help in distributing the Code
d'Odalisque along certain receptive channels. You'll often find
'Code d'Ode' groups on mainstream sex and fetish sites."

"You don't advertise, do you?"

"There is no need. Word of mouth seems
sufficient in bringing us both the candidates and prospective
owners we need."

"Are there ever girls who don't find an
owner?"

"Of course, although it happens rarely. After
six years, an odalisque leaves service whether she's found an owner
or not. At that time, if she has never been acquired by a Master,
she receives a sum equal to the amount she would have earned during
two years of ownership. One million dollars. Hopefully it soothes
any sting."

"I imagine it does." They were outside Kai's
room now. Bastien extended his hand.

"Here I will wish you good night. In your
room, you should find the portfolio of profiles, as well as a tray
with some snacks and a nightcap. If there is anything further you
require, do not hesitate to summon the staff. As far as discussing
the available women, we will plan to do that on the morrow if you
would be so kind as to take notes on the ones that most interest
you. We rise late here. If I do not see you at breakfast, I shall
expect you at lunch."

Again Kai found himself alone in his opulent
ivory guest room. At the desk was a leather binder about two inches
thick, along with a silver tray of shortbread, fresh fruit, and
excellent brandy. He was tired, but not too tired to settle down
with the book. He would keep odalisque hours; stay up late and laze
around in the morning.

He leafed through the profiles, which were
alphabetized by first name. Wonderful for Abby and Artemis, not so
great for Yolanda and Zenaida. The profiles contained all the
applicable data. Height, weight, age, nationality, languages
spoken, even allergies and religious preferences in some cases. It
listed each woman's interests, favorites and turnoffs. It was noted
whether a woman had been an odalisque before, or whether she was a
"novice." Some of the women were listed as fellatrices, or
oral sex specialists, or sodomellas, anal sex enthusiasts.
Some categorized themselves as orgophons, odalisques who
were skilled at orgies. Some specialized in Tantra, others in
sado-masochistic play. All offered the full slate of services, no
matter their specialty.

Kai hovered over Constance's page longer than
any of the others. Something about her had drawn him in, more so
than the other girls they'd visited. But he couldn't remember if
he'd felt that strong reaction before the blowjob, or after.
When you find the one, you'll know. Constance listed yoga,
writing poetry, and etymology as interests above and beyond sexual
slavery. She didn't list a hometown. Interesting.

As far as sexual specialties, he was happy to
find her in the sado-masochism camp. He thought again of the wooden
hairbrush and her spectacular ass cheeks. So what if she was into
the study of insects? He could deal with that.

Was she the one? He would probably know by
tomorrow. He forced himself to leaf through the book and pick out a
few alternates. After he ruthlessly eliminated various women for
being too tall or too short, having fake boobs, not speaking
English, and just generally not being attractive to him, he further
eliminated those who were not interested in sado-masochistic play,
those whose interests seemed boring, or who didn't have any
creative endeavors listed on their hobby sheet. After that, he was
left with a pretty manageable pool of five candidates, including
Constance.

So what did this mean? Was he really, really
going to do this? He tried to picture himself at home with
Constance, using her whenever it pleased him, in whatever ways
pleased him. Having her walk around nude, a sexual creature at his
beck and call, relaxed and content in the opulent nest he'd build
for her. Writing poetry in her notebook with her legs pulled up
under her, then putting it away so he could cover her with his body
and empty himself in her again and again...

Oh, yes, he would do this. If any part of his
mind still questioned, his body was absolutely certain. In fact,
his body was far too excited again. This time he couldn't restrain
himself, pristine bed sheets or not. If anyone watched via hidden
camera, they got an eyeful. He sprawled naked on top of the covers
and masturbated to orgasm three times before he could manage to
fall asleep.


Chapter Four: The Training

 


Kai woke up as conflicted as he'd been horny
the night before. This was all so casual, so perverse. A woman he
didn't even know had dropped to her knees the night before and
given him a blowjob. Another had masturbated in front of him while
he'd stared at her like some visitor at the zoo.

How could he even consider buying a woman for
the sole purpose of using her body? Well, he wouldn't be buying
her, he reminded himself. This was not human trafficking, that ugly
world. This was anti-human trafficking, where the women actually
became richer and more powerful than before. What could Constance
do for herself with five hundred thousand dollars of his money? And
a quarter million would also be donated to anti-trafficking
charities.

So why did he feel so horribly guilty about
it all?

Because you're buying a woman. You're paying
for sex.

But it wasn't so different from a man
throwing money and apartments and jewels at a mistress or a
girl-on-the-side. Was it? He went back and forth over the moral
conundrum of the situation until his head hurt so badly he couldn't
fall back to sleep. He got up instead and went for a run, directed
by a new, fresh-faced young butler to a lake behind the house
surrounded by a trail. The familiar thump thump of his gait
along the shaded path dispelled both his headache and his
dithering. Life was short, and frustrating and complicated. This
thing, for one year, could be simple. Simple pleasure, simple
enjoyment. The worst that would happen is that it wouldn't work
out, and then he'd just release her. He'd be out a million, but so
what?

With this refreshed and calm mindset, he
returned to the house to shower, shave, and sift through a mountain
of emails as he ate an early lunch in his room. Afterward, Bastien
took him to visit the "training facilities" as promised. These
facilities turned out to be a series of similarly opulent rooms on
the opposite side of the house. But unlike the tasteful parlors,
dining rooms, and bedrooms, these rooms were designed and decorated
for the business of sex.

The first room Bastien showed him was,
predictably, a gym. It was empty at the moment. "This is usually
the ladies' last stop of the day," his host explained. "After they
complete their schedule of sexual training, many of them can be
found here, winding down with a short workout before they head out
to the grotto."

"The grotto?"

"Follow me."

Bastien led him through a side door and into
a garden that was green even in winter. A low stone building
sprawled at the end of a path. They ducked beneath the lintel into
a dimly lit, humid and fragrant space. It was a swimming pool,
manmade but cleverly designed to look like some kind of ancient
spring with boulders, flowers, and overgrown shrubs.

"I bet the water is warm as a bath tub, even
when it's snowing outside," guessed Kai.

Bastien grinned. "You can test that
hypothesis later when you take a dip with the women. I've been
known to do so myself after an especially stressful day. For now,
let's continue on our tour. There are many provocative sights to
see."

They made their way from the grotto back to
the building. The next room was large and airy, brightly lit from
picture windows on the side wall. The room was equipped with three
wide, white padded tables, although only two were in use. A man
attended to the two women tied face up to the tables, arms over
their heads and legs spread wide. The man had no air of menace or
even sexuality, aside from the toned, muscular body under his
pristine lab coat.

"Is he a doctor?" Kai asked.

"He's what we call a trainer. All these women
are on a personal voyage of sensual development. What we seek from
them can't be taught, only teased from inside with encouragement
and reassurance. And of course, our trainers are all male, since
our ultimate goal is for an odalisque to be at ease and sexually
open around men."

"So the men--the trainers--all have sex with
the women?"

"Occasionally they do. Not in a sordid,
abuse-of-power type way. There are some things that are just better
understood when a trainee is interacting with a real
flesh-and-blood man. But the majority of the training is related to
sexual sensitivity, and loss of inhibition and self-protectiveness.
A little touch goes a long way."

Bastien nodded at the tables, where the man
was fingering one of the restrained women. She moaned and pulled at
her bonds, her legs clenching. The trainer murmured to her quietly,
seeming to urge her along. Kai wished he could walk closer to hear
what he was saying--and get a closer look at the enraptured face of
his pupil. Her cries rose in volume and Kai was looking forward to
witnessing her climax when the lab-coated man drew away. He ignored
her disappointed groans and turned to touch and stroke the other
woman's smooth pussy lips.

"Why did he only tease her?" Kai asked.
"Aren't odalisques allowed to come?"

"Actually, we hope for them to become quite
orgasmic. This is only a technique in acquainting them with their
hot spots. Each woman has a different physical makeup, different
nerve bundles here and there. Gerard is helping them identify what
feels best to them, and how to seek it from their partner's touch.
They'll be allowed to come." Bastien smiled as the other woman's
cries rose in volume and intensity. "Eventually."

"Why are they tied down?" Kai chuckled
softly. "Neither one looks like she wants to get away."

"Bondage is part of the odalisque experience.
We recommend that new owners restrain their odalisques often. It is
all very tied up in the idea of surrender. Pardon the pun."

Bastien led Kai from that room into another
room, this one dark rather than light. The sensual cries of the two
women were replaced by absolute silence and stillness. Kai looked
around the peaceful space furnished with tufted sofas, upholstered
chairs, and floor pillows. Three women were "training" here, each
arranged in erotic positions with varying degrees of bondage. One
was bent forward over a sofa with her legs in a spreader bar and
her hands cinched behind her in leather cuffs. Another was lounging
back on a pillow with her legs drawn up and held open by some
creative rope work. Another was bound into a kneeling position, her
head bowed. She might have been sleeping, she seemed so relaxed.
Another white-coated male attendant sat at a desk, ostensibly
monitoring the bound odalisques while going over paperwork of some
kind.

When Bastien spoke, it was in hushed tones.
"You see, they are most at ease this way. Bound, subjugated,
waiting. You could blindfold or hood them and their state of
relaxation would remain the same. We do sometimes blindfold or hood
them as part of their training. They enjoy it, for the most
part."

Kai stared at the immobilized women. "What if
I'm not into hoods? What if I don't know how to do all those
intricate rope ties?"

"You are certainly not obligated to use rope
or hood your odalisque if it doesn't please you to do so. The type
and flavor of restraint is up to you, but most owners find bondage
improves the submission of their slave."

Kai looked around at the women. Although two
of them were not his preferred physical type, they were all truly
beautiful. Their silent acquiescence, the peaceful, trusting way
they waited for...what? Whatever. A man's voracious
sexuality.

Bastien led him down the hall to the next
room. This one had no furniture of any kind aside from several
bolsters and beanbags. "We call this the penetration room."

"I can see why." Kai couldn't help but gawk
at the nude, moaning women reclining in various positions around
the room. Each of the women had one or more dildos protruding from
her orifices. "That looks like an effective means of training."

"It sounds strange, but it really does
require training to take any manner of cock with grace and ease.
Pardon me for noticing last night, but you are above average in
size. It is for men such as you that this training takes place. The
odalisques learn their limits, and in some cases, how to stretch
those limits. We also work with them on developing the elusive
'penetrative orgasm.' It is untrue that women can only orgasm from
clitoral stimulation. With proper conditioning, many learn to
climax solely from penetration and thrusting. Bigger, more
functional orgasms are the ultimate reward."

"Certainly a worthy goal, and thanks for the
flattery about my size. Although it made me slightly
uncomfortable."

Bastien laughed. "We harbor no uneasiness
about sexual openness here. But perhaps we'll skip the fellatio
room and head right to the sado-masochism space. I seem to remember
Constance and Sandra being on the schedule with Stephen."

Before Bastien even opened the door, Kai
heard the repetitive crack of disciplinary impact. Once inside, Kai
took in the fetish equipment--spanking benches, crosses,
racks--before his gaze fell on the restrained victim on the far
side of the room.

Constance. He had already developed an avid
fascination with her.

She was kneeling on a padded platform. A
white-coated trainer was spanking her ass and spread inner thighs
with a leather paddle. She cried out with each blow, but at the
same time ground her pubis against an upstanding dildo strapped to
the table beneath her. Her reactions were gorgeous, purely wanton
and needful. Her bottom was scarlet and absolutely perfect in
shape. Kai felt an intense urge to grab the paddle from the trainer
and take over himself.
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