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Chapter One

“Hey, check out the creepy guy!” Fan Fan giggled from the shallow end of the pool.

Stretched out on a sunbed, Charlotte tilted up her sunglasses and said, “My God! Who is that? The village idiot?”

Trudy opened her eyes just in time to spot the large, bespectacled man lumbering into the rose arbor. “Oh, that’s the maintenance guy,” she said vaguely. “He’s been here like, forever, I think. Came with the house or something.”

“Was he staring at us?” asked Charlotte.

“Of course he was dear,” Fan Fan said. “Don’t act so surprised—your bikini is so small you’re practically naked!”

Charlotte reached for her towel and covered herself. “Yeah, but I wasn’t expecting any men to be lurking around this early!”

“Listen to yourself!” Fan Fan chuckled. “You’re paid absurd amounts of money to strut your stuff in front of the cameras, and now you’re afraid of being looked at by one sad old country pervert!”

With that, Fan Fan took a deep breath and dove underwater, her tight Asian butt breaking the surface before slipping from view with hardly a ripple.

Charlotte continued to peer at the rose arbor until a solitary bumble bee hummed past, breaking her concentration. “God, I hate the countryside,” she muttered, lighting a cigarette. “I do understand you have your reasons, Trudy my love, but I couldn’t live way out here in the boondocks.”

“It’s Long Island!” Trudy sighed. “We’re only an hour away from Manhattan!”

“Even so, sweetie,” Charlotte said, blowing a line of smoke into the air. “Are you really sure you’re ready for marriage?”

“We’re only getting engaged for now,” Trudy said.

“Exactly,” Charlotte said. “You are twenty-two years old, absolutely gorgeous, and there is a thousand-mile long queue of handsome men who are desperate to meet you! I think you should be careful before you rush into anything.”

“Please! You’re just jealous!” Trudy laughed.

Charlotte didn’t respond to that and returned her attention to the rose arbor. Trudy sipped her drink and gazed around at the manicured hedges and terraced lawns surrounding the stacked stone, gabled cottage that she might one day be calling home. Charlotte did have a point she supposed, but wealthy, eligible bachelors like Eric Lyons didn’t come along every day. He was a successful Wall Street broker and his parents were old money rich—they had a mansion on the North Shore, for heaven’s sake!

“Do you think that old guy is still looking at us?” Charlotte said. “It’s too dark in there to tell.”

“Who cares?” Trudy said. “He’s harmless enough.”

“I don’t know. He gives me the willies,” Charlotte said.

Fan Fan resurfaced and blew a water spout into the air. “I’m famished! Can we do lunch at that seafood place on the beach?”

Trudy had to smile. Fan Fan was always hungry but there wasn’t an ounce of spare fat on her skinny frame. Charlotte stubbed out her cigarette and said, “That sounds like an excellent idea to me. What time are the guests arriving?”

“Around seven,” Trudy said. “We have plenty of time.”

As they walked across the pool patio, she caught a bright flash out of the corner of her eye and she spun toward the rose arbor. Had that old guy just taken a photo of them? She watched for a short while but there was no movement in there, so she turned and caught up with the other two girls. So what if that sad lecher was ogling them? Fan Fan was right. They were models. They were paid to be looked at. If people didn’t want to look at them, they would be out of a job.

Trudy took one final glance back at the rose arbor, and in spite of the late summer sunshine, goosebumps rose up all over her arms.

***

Hank was pretty sure the three girls couldn’t see him through the trellis—he had checked out the light and angles before they had come to the pool—but if they could see him, they might be a little shocked by what he was holding in his hand right now! Anyway, they had surely spotted him going into the arbor, and he assumed that they were talking about him now because the blonde had draped a towel over her long legs and was staring in his direction. Girls liked to gossip, Hank knew. Girls had big mouths.

He watched as the skinny little Asian bitch dipped under the water and frog kicked her way to the deep end. She was wearing a sheer black one piece that contrasted with her pale skin. Hank imagined making her swim up and down naked for him, exhausted and embarrassed, until he gave her permission to stop. The blonde was also flaunting herself in a green bikini that barely covered her private bits. There was more shape to that one, bigger tits and wider hips, and he liked the way she held her cigarette between her pouting lips. The other girl was called Trudy, Master Eric’s new fiancée, and she was dressed a little more modestly in a yellow tank top and cut down denims, but it was clear that she too had a body to die for.

But of course they were all smoking hot. They were New York City fashion models—right here in his garden! Hank continued to stroke himself as the Asian chick emerged from the shallow end again. It looked like they were leaving.

So soon, ladies? I’ve still only got a semi—but even that’s almost seven inches!

He reached into his tool bag and took out his new Nikon camera with telephoto lens. He had told the shop assistant it was for wildlife photography. Right. He fired off a couple of shots of their firm asses and shapely legs as they made their way back to the cottage. Hot girls. Full of self-confidence and pride. The kind of girls that had been way out of Hank’s league even when he was a young man. Even with his overdeveloped manhood, which instead of being a source of manly pride, had become a lifelong reminder of his social inferiority and ineptitude. Hank the horse—the school freak!

Trudy suddenly stopped and turned in his direction.

Damn! Did the flash just go off?

Hank froze and stared at her through the trellis, but after a few seconds she turned and went into the cottage with her friends. Hank put his camera into the bag and then tucked his cock back into his pants. He would get a closer look at Trudy at the party tonight. All three of them were babes but Trudy had something special—she reminded him of that smart mouthed school cheerleader from all those years ago.

***

The cottage was packed with guests, most of whom Trudy didn’t even know—an eclectic mix of smooth Wall Street types, glamorous Fashion District people, and wealthy Gold Coast socialites. While they were doing their hospitality rounds, Eric got waylaid by a group of oily looking stockbrokers wearing Brooks Brothers suits, so Trudy took the opportunity to get some fresh air out on the patio.

Over by the pool, looking radiant in their party frocks, were Charlotte and Fan Fan, and Trudy edged through the crowd toward them. The guests had kind of dissolved into their respective cliques now, and Trudy saw that her boss, Anastasia Martin, was holding court nearby. Anastasia, an ex-model herself, was in her early fifties, but still a head turner.

“Trudy, my dear!” she said. “Have you lost your future husband already?”

“Not for long!” Trudy chuckled. “He hardly lets me out of his sight!”

“He’s quite a catch,” Anastasia said. “But honey, please don’t let him talk you into giving up your career just yet, even with all his money. You have so much more to achieve.”

“He has suggested no such thing,” Trudy said. “On the contrary, I think he rather enjoys having a catwalk model for a fiancée!”

“I think the male term for it is arm candy,” said Charlotte, catching Trudy’s eye.

“It works both ways,” Trudy said.

“True, Eric’s not too shabby for a thirty-something,” Charlotte said.

“But more important, he’s rich, rich, rich!” laughed Fan Fan.

“I’m sure our Trudy’s not just in it for the money,” Anastasia said with a sly wink.

“It sure helps, though!” Fan Fan said. “I’d marry an octogenarian if he was a billionaire!”

“Even better!” said Charlotte. “Not so long to wait for the inheritance!”

Trudy tuned out of this inane babble and looked around for a drink. A waiter was standing close by with his back to them and she tapped him on the shoulder.

“Excuse me, can I have a glass of wine—?”

The waiter turned around slowly and peered down at her through his thick tortoiseshell glasses—it was only the maintenance guy who had been watching them by the pool!

“I’m not a waiter,” he said coolly.

“Oh, sorry!” Trudy let out an embarrassed giggle. “It was your white jacket!”

His eyes dropped down to Trudy’s breasts and then he said, “I was invited.”

“That’s right, you’re the handyman, um—?”

“Hank—and I’m actually the maintenance man.”

“Right. Hank, the maintenance man. I’m Trudy and I—”

“I know who you are,” Hank said. “You’re engaged to Master Eric and this is your party.”

“Uh, yes it is.” Trudy glanced at Fan Fan who was pulling one of her silly faces.

Hank said, “I’ve lived here for thirty years, you know.”

“Where?” asked Charlotte. “In the rose arbor?”

Fan Fan giggled and Trudy couldn’t stop herself from smiling either.

“No,” Hank said. “The guest house at the end of the garden.”

Trudy hadn’t ventured that far down the grounds and she didn’t think she was ever likely to now. She smiled, “Well, I’m very sorry for the mistake—”

“You should come take a look some time,” Hank said directly to Trudy. “It’s nice there. Very secluded.”

Fan Fan snorted champagne out of her nostrils and had to turn away.

Hank glared at her. “Something funny?”

“She’s just a little drunk,” Trudy said, but she saw that Fan Fan’s shoulders were shaking and now Charlotte had the giggles too.

Hank returned his attention to Trudy. “Your friends are rude.”

Trudy was also losing her composure now and she pressed the back of her hand to her lips. “Yes, they really are—I apologize for them!”

Hank’s laser eyes kept boring into her as he said, “Were you a cheerleader by any chance?”

“What?”

“In high school?”

Trudy glanced at Charlotte who was still struggling to keep a straight face.

“Um, as a matter of fact, I was.”

Hank nodded. “I figured as much.”

Charlotte looked about to say something catty, but Anastasia, who had been briefly sidetracked by a nearby couple, pivoted around and said, “Girls, there are some people here that I absolutely want you to meet!”

She gave Hank a curt glance and took Trudy by the arm. “Excuse me.”

Anastasia guided her three beautiful models across the patio and through the French doors to a stylish group of fashion industry acquaintances who gushingly congratulated Trudy on both her engagement and her budding career. Trudy smiled politely, took a glass of wine from a passing waiter, and drank it down in one. She looked back toward the pool, but Hank was already gone. There had been something disquieting about the way he had singled her out and invited her to visit him in the guest house. She flagged down the waiter again, put her empty glass on his tray, and took a fresh one.

When she turned around she was looking straight into the eyes of Blake Schroeder who flashed her a perfect set of laser-whitened teeth which were accentuated by his fake tan and designer stubble beard. Blake was one of Eric’s work colleagues and he never missed an opportunity to send out crude signals that he very much wanted to get into Trudy’s pants—the feeling wasn’t mutual.

“Trudy! My congratulations!” Blake leaned in and Trudy stiffened as she took his friendly hug. “Let me say as one of Eric’s closest friends that you are going to make him the happiest trader on Wall Street.”

The hug lasted a fraction of a second too long, and Trudy pulled away first with Blake’s stubble lightly scraping her cheek and the overpowering scent of his Paco Rabanne lingering in her nostrils.

Keeping a light hold on Trudy’s wrist, Blake said, “I’ve invited you and Eric to a barbecue at our summer house in the Hamptons next week. I really hope you can make it.”

“That would be up to Anastasia,” Trudy said. “She manages my diary.”

Blake looked at Anastasia as if noticing her for the first time. Anastasia said, “Anastasia Martin. Trudy’s agent. We met at the fundraiser in Queens last month.”

“Oh, right,” Blake said, now also checking out Charlotte and Fan Fan.

“Your wife was with you,” Anastasia reminded him. “What was her name?”

“Jacklyn,” Blake said flatly.

Charlotte glanced at the wedding ring on his hand that was still resting on Trudy’s wrist. “I take it you are still married?”

Blake frowned at her. “Of course.”

“Is she here tonight?”

“Yes, she’s—”

“Maybe you should go check up on her,” Anastasia said. “She’s a very attractive lady, and you know what these Wall Street wolves are like.”

Blake slipped his hand off Trudy’s wrist and gave Anastasia a cool smile. Then he patted Trudy on the arm, and said, “I do hope you can make it. Congratulations again.”

He gave the others a cursory nod and then slipped into the crowd.

Charlotte blew hard out of her mouth. “Jeez! Did you small that cologne? What is going on here tonight?”

“Trudy is a creep magnet!” Fan Fan giggled.

“Don’t worry, Trudy dear,” Anastasia smiled. “I’ll always take care of you.”

Trudy raised her wine glass to her lips but it was already empty. She was about to flag down another when her phone rang. The number wasn’t on her contact list, but she had a gut feeling she already knew who this was.

“Excuse me,” she said. “I had better take this.”

As she skirted the pool, she pressed the receive icon.

A familiar voice said, “Hey, baby. I really got to see you now—I’m in big trouble!”

Trudy’s heart skipped a beat.

Mitch!




Chapter Two

“How did you get this number?” Trudy hissed.

“I’ll always be able to find you, baby,” Mitch said. “You know that.”

Trudy walked into the shadows on the lawn. “What the hell do you want?”

“You mean other than getting you back?”

“Jesus, Mitch! I’m at my engagement party!”

“I know. You’ve moved on. I only wish I could.”

“I thought you understood this—it’s over!” Trudy said. “Now tell me what this is about or I’m hanging up!”

“I told you,” Mitch said. “I’m in trouble. I need your help.”

Trudy knew she should have ended the call right then, but she said, “What kind of trouble?”

“The usual.”

“Gambling?”

“And drugs.”

“Christ, Mitch! I thought you were over that?”

“I was, but I slipped. I met some bad people. Really bad—and now I don’t know what to do.”

Trudy leaned up against the rose arbor. “You have no right calling me like this. I have a new life now.”

“I know,” Mitch moaned. “I just didn’t know who else to call. Trudy, if I don’t come up with the money—they’re going to kill me!”

“Jesus, Mitch! I’ve helped you out so many times before. This isn’t fair!”

“Just this one last time,” Mitch said. “I promise I will never bother you again.”

“That’s what you said the last time. I shouldn’t even be talking to you. If anyone were to even hear this conversation—”

“Come on, Trudy. For old times’ sake. Then I’m out of your life forever.”

“How can I be sure of that?”

“How about I come see you in person?”

“What are you talking about?”

“I could go to your party tonight.”

“You don’t even know where I am.”

“You’re at Lyons Cottage, Lobster Cove, Long Island.”

Trudy’s stomach knotted. “How do you know that?”

“Ah, you forget I have been in the fashion industry a lot longer than you. I still have plenty of contacts.”

Trudy swallowed. “Where exactly are you now?”

“I’m staying at the, uh, just a moment, the King’s Tavern.”

“You’re in Lobster Cove now?”

“Yeah, just down the road from your party. I can be there in ten minutes.”

“Are you insane? Half of the guests here are from the fashion business. You’d be recognized in seconds! Charlotte, Fan Fan and Anastasia are here!”

“That would be awkward for you, huh?” Mitch said.

“Are you blackmailing me?”

“Blackmail? Me? Come on, Trudy. This is your ex-boyfriend asking for one last favor.”

“Look, just stay where you are. Don’t even think about coming to the cottage if you want me to help you. I’ll come to you.”

“That’s great! When?”

“Let me think a moment. Okay, Eric has to go to a meeting in the city tomorrow. I’ll meet you at the King’s Tavern at two.”

“Thank you, Trudy,” Mitch said. “I knew you’d—”

Trudy pressed the disconnect icon and took a deep breath. After taking a moment to compose herself, she put on her best catwalk face, and headed back to the patio, intent upon enjoying the rest of her party. She would deal with Mitch tomorrow and then close that chapter of her life once and for all.

***

Inside the rose arbor, Hank held his breath and stood stock-still. Trudy Beach was standing not more than a yard away from him! As he listened to her end of the phone conversation, his curiosity quickly turned to excitement. The beautiful bitch had a problem! Her cool, smartass persona had suddenly slipped here in the shadows away from her glamorous friends. It seemed that there was somebody else in Miss Perfect’s life—and from the anxious tone in her voice, she wanted to keep him a secret. An ex-lover from the sound of it. Somebody she still cared about, perhaps?

Hank concentrated on every word Trudy said, hoping to pick up something that he might be able to use against her. Over the many years since his great high school humiliation, Hank had given up on joining life’s social party, choosing to remain single rather than risk that terrible rejection again. Besides, the only type of women he would have been likely to attract were of no interest to him—Hank only wanted the hot ones. Like Trudy Beach. His reclusive lifestyle, combined with his social and physical clumsiness, gave people the impression he was stupid and harmless. That was a mistake. And it gave him an advantage. When Trudy and her condescending friends had mocked him earlier, they had merely added fuel to a simmering fire.

A waiter indeed! Okay, Miss Trudy, you keep on talking to your loverboy. Keep flapping those pretty gums and see if they can’t get you into trouble. Girls love to talk, don’t they? Always got their fucking mouths open!

The stuck-up bitch in high school was called Sandy Melrose. She was the girl every boy had a hard-on for, totally out of Hank’s league. So when she had approached him unexpectedly during one recess, Hank should have smelled a rat. In fact, he did smell a rat but when you are young and full of testosterone, and the prettiest chick in school is paying you compliments, male ego and vanity trumps common sense every time. Hank couldn’t believe that Sandy was interested in him. He knew she was dating one of the football jocks. But there she was, asking him to show her what he was packing. How could he possibly have refused?

Hank shook himself back to the present. Trudy had just mentioned blackmail. Hank had learned a lot about that subject as he had grown older. He heard Trudy arrange a meeting for two o’clock the following afternoon at the King’s Tavern in town. Hank knew the receptionist there very well—he had taught her all about blackmail. This was a glorious opportunity. Hank would be there for this meeting, and maybe, if he was lucky, he might get to teach Trudy Beach something about blackmail too.

***

Trudy decided to walk into downtown Lobster Cove. It was only fifteen minutes and she needed the time to gather her thoughts. She also needed to go to the bank. It was a beautiful morning and noisy gulls circled over the Long Island Sound, American flags flew outside clapboard shops and restaurants, and expensive SUVs were parked along main street. This was where the old money rich lived and Trudy was about to enter their world. Not bad for a working-class girl from Baltimore—and she had no intention of allowing Mitch to fuck it up.

After making her withdrawal from the bank, Trudy turned into the little lane that led to the King’s Tavern. She still couldn’t believe that Mitch had actually checked in there, but his head was so scrambled these days that anything was possible. What she needed to do was get him out of there today, whatever the expense to herself.

Even though she was still relatively unknown in Lobster Cove, Trudy was relieved to see that the lobby was deserted. To the left, a small restaurant overlooked the bay, and slouched in a corner booth was Mitch. He looked terrible. It was hard to believe that she had once been in love with him. Now she just felt pity.

Trudy slid into the seat opposite and said, “This is the last time, Mitch. I mean it.”

“Not even a hello, how are you doing?” Mitch said.

Trudy looked at the glass in front of him. “Are you drunk already?”

“Couldn’t sleep,” Mitch said. “I’m scared, baby.”

“I’m not your baby anymore,” Trudy said. “Let’s get this over with.”

She reached into her bag, but Mitch said, “Not here. Let’s go to my room.”

Trudy frowned. “I hope you’re not planning anything stupid. I have pepper spray.”

“No, I just don’t want anyone to see us. I told you there are some dangerous people after me. I don’t want to get you involved any more than you are.”

Trudy leaned forward and showed him the ring on her finger. “I’m not involved with you at all, Mitch. I’m engaged to be married.”

“Right,” Mitch said bitterly. “And I wish you a lifetime of happiness.”

He raised his glass and then drained it in one. “Shall we?”

Trudy hesitated a moment and then followed Mitch across the lobby to the stairs. A worn out receptionist looked up at them, and Trudy said, “I’m with him.”

The receptionist said nothing, but her look made Trudy feel cheap and dirty. She needed to get this done and get the hell out of here.

Mitch’s room was on the second floor, and as he swiped the key card, he grinned at Trudy. “Just like old times, huh?”

“No, Mitch,” Trudy said. “Not like old times at all.”

The room was a mess. Bottles strewn on the floor, a half line of coke on the coffee table. Mitch sat on the bed but Trudy went over to the window and pulled the drapes. Sunlight streamed in and she looked out at the sparkling ocean.

“So I withdrew cash,” she said. “Just as you insisted. You said these sorts of people only deal in cash, right?”

A low rasping voice said, “Oh, people like us love cash, Trudy. Cash is always king!”

Trudy swiveled around and found herself staring into the darkest, meanest eyes she had ever seen in her young life!

***

Hank sat on a bench in the park opposite the King’s Tavern and checked his watch. Twenty before two. He had been waiting here since one. Master Eric had departed for the city at nine that morning, and Hank had watched Trudy see her fiancé off. He knew that she had no transportation of her own out here, so she would either take a cab or walk. He had considered waiting and following her but decided that would be too risky.

Now he took his Nikon camera out of his jacket pocket and focused on the lobby entrance. All quiet. He was just about to lower the camera when he noticed a man standing on a balcony above the lobby. Hank zoomed in on the man’s face and watched as he lit a cigarette and glanced up and down the main road.

During his time in the Marines, Hank had encountered many hard men, and he recognized the look of a killer in this man’s eyes. But this guy wasn’t military and he didn’t look like a cop. He looked like a gangster. What had this Mitch guy told Trudy on the phone? That he was in trouble with some bad people. Well, it looked as though the bad people were already here in Lobster Cove. And now Trudy was coming to help her ex-lover out. Hank’s pulse quickened as he ran through the implications. It would seem that Trudy’s life was going to become somewhat complicated in the next hour or so. The badass on the balcony blew out a puff of smoke and went back inside.

Ten minutes later the young lady herself walked up the steps to the lobby. She was wearing jeans, a short brown jacket, and three-inch heels. If it hadn’t been the elegant way she walked, she might even have been taken as a hooker. Hank watched her turn left toward the hotel restaurant and she disappeared from view.

Now what? He weighed his options and decided to wait. If Trudy and Mitch conducted their business in the restaurant then he was screwed, but there wasn’t much he could do about that. He glanced up at the balcony again and decided to wait. Something else was going on here, he was certain. Sure enough, a few minutes later Trudy followed a long-haired man past reception toward the staircase. Hank waited until they had climbed the stairs and then he crossed the street and entered the lobby.

Abby Connors was on duty behind the desk and a look of panic passed over her face as Hank approached the desk. At forty-five, Abby was still a good-looking woman and had kept her shape well. Hank had seen and touched every inch of Abby’s naked body and also had hours of video tape of her in a variety of compromising positions. Abby was happily married with two kids but that would all come to an end should Hank ever decide to release those pornographic tapes.

“Hello Abby,” Hank said.

“H-Hank, what are you doing here?”

“The guy who just walked past here. Which room is he staying in?”

Abby glanced nervously toward the manager’s office. “I, uh, I’m not supposed to say—”

Hank leaned over the counter and said, “Do you really want to go down this route with me, Abby?”

Abby paused and then said, “Room nine.”

“Okay, is there anybody next door to room nine?”

Abby glanced at her monitor and shook her head.

Hank put out his large hand. “Key card. Hurry up before anyone sees.”

Abby quickly handed Hank a white plastic card with a gold number eight on it.

“Well done, Abby. Maybe we can get together again sometime soon. I have some new toys I’m sure you’d enjoy.”

Hank winked at the trembling receptionist and headed for the stairs. The first-floor landing was empty and Hank walked to number eight as quietly as his large frame would allow. The King’s Tavern was an upscale antique hotel that had been refurbished in its original eighteenth century style. Because the structure was so old, the walls were thin and Hank drew up a chair and pressed his ear to the wooden panels. He couldn’t make out the words but he could decipher three voices next door—two men and one woman.




Chapter Three

“My name is Vincent. Your boyfriend here owes me a lot of money. Take a seat.”

To make Trudy’s decision easier, Vincent was pointing a gun at her. Trudy sat on the edge of the bed, staring down the barrel of the gun.

“Look at me, Trudy,” Vincent said.

Trudy reluctantly looked up into those hard, black eyes and said, “Please don’t hurt me.”

Vincent smiled at her and took a seat. “Nothing is going to happen to you, Trudy, as long as you do as you are told. Your scumbag boyfriend over there? Now that’s a different thing. Him, I’d like to hurt.”

Trudy looked across at Mitch who was slumped on a sofa staring at the floor.

“I’m sorry, baby,” Mitch said. “This wasn’t part of my plan.”

Vincent said, “No shit. Tell me Trudy, how in the hell did a class piece of ass like you get involved with a dumbfuck like this? It’s okay, you can talk to me.”

“H-He’s not my boyfriend anymore,” Trudy mumbled.

“Yeah, I know that,” Vincent said. “You’re marrying up, huh? Big time. Good for you, girl!”

Trudy didn’t respond. Her mouth was dry and her heart was pounding. How could Mitch have set her up like this?

Reading her mind, Vincent said, “It is true however that your loser ex-boyfriend didn’t know I was going to accompany him here. But the spineless fuck did tell me he was going to get you to help him, so the rest of it was easy to figure out. The question you want to ask though, is why am I here and what do I want from you, right?”

Trudy nodded numbly.

“Okay, so here’s the thing,” Vincent said. “Mitch asked you to bring cash to get him out of a bind, and I assume it’s all there in your purse, right?”

Trudy nodded again.

“And I’m betting you told him that this would be the last time you’re gonna help him out, right? Just this one last time?”

Trudy looked over at Mitch again and whispered, “Yes, the very last time.”

“Okay, so here’s my problem,” Vincent said. “I’m a businessman, and I know your ex-lover very well. I know he was once a hotshot fashion photographer, but now he’s also a junkie, an alcoholic, and a degenerate gambler. The cash in your bag will clear his debts today, but I know—I fucking know!—that he will be back in the hole with us sometime soon. Now under any other circumstances, I wouldn’t deal with this low life again, but now I’m looking at you and I see a girl that’s marrying into money, and I’m thinking to myself, here’s an opportunity, so why not?”

Trudy’s eyes grew wide. “W-What do you mean?”

“I told you, I’m all business. So now I’m thinking insurance. A guarantee that I will get paid the next time fucko over there comes crawling back to me. And you honey, are going to be my insurance.”

“I-I don’t understand,” Trudy said.

“It’s pretty simple sweetheart, and it works like this. I get something on you, something you need to keep real quiet. Then I extend your shithead ex-boyfriend some more credit—which he will take—but now I know that he has the collateral to pay up. Meaning you, Trudy.”

“I-I still don’t get—”

“It’s called blackmail, Trudy. Or extortion. Or whatever you want to call it,” Vincent said.

“Blackmail? How—?” Trudy said.

“Oh, that’s the easy part. I just get a whole bunch of pictures of you fucking your boyfriend—after your engagement party.” Vincent tossed a copy of the New York Times onto the bed.

“That’s insane!” Trudy said. “Why would I even do that?”

Vincent waved the gun. “Maybe this?”

“You wouldn’t shoot me here!” Trudy said.

“You’re a smart girl,” said Vincent. “And brave too. You’re right. It would make no sense for me to pop you here if you disobey me. But here’s what I will do. You see this long cylinder here on my gun? It’s called a silencer. Nobody downstairs will hear the shot when I waste your worthless boyfriend over there. Now you will notice that I am wearing latex gloves. This means that none of my fingerprints will show up in this room. After I render you unconscious, however, yours will be all over the murder weapon—in fact you will be holding it when the cops arrive.”

Trudy shook her head incredulously. “You’re not serious?”

“Take a look at me, honey. Do I look serious? Now first, toss me over that nice stack of cash you brought.”

Unable to believe this was actually happening, Trudy did as she was told. Vincent flicked through the bundles of bank notes and then slipped them into his jacket pockets.

“That’s a good girl,” Vincent nodded. “Now I want you to get undressed.”

“Y-You said you wouldn’t hurt me!” Trudy said.

“And I most certainly will not,” Vincent said, producing a camera from his pocket. “This is just business, nothing more. Now take off your fucking clothes!”

“What if I say no?” Trudy said.

“Then I kill your miserable ex, frame you for a murder of passion, and destroy the rest of your life.”

“But if you do that, you get nothing more from me.”

“So what?” Vincent shrugged. “Either I potentially make a shitload of money out of you, or I walk away with nothing. You think this is the only business I got to do today?”

“You could just walk away and forget about us.”

Vincent sighed. “Trudy, you are a beautiful young girl and you live in a glittering and wonderful world. You have never met a person like me, and you’d better hope I’m the only one you ever do. I destroy people’s lives every day. It’s what I do. Now, you can get through this with your reputation intact, and keep your precious uptown marriage and your cushy modeling career—but if you want that, you are really going to have to take off your clothes right now.”

Vincent pointed the gun at Mitch, who put his head in his hands and groaned. But still Trudy couldn’t bring herself to move. Her body seemed frozen.

Vincent checked his watch and said, “I really don’t want to hang around here any longer than I have to, so I’m going to count to three. After that, if you haven’t started to strip, our deal is off the table. One, two—”

“Stop!”

Trudy was already standing before she realized it. She drew a deep breath and shrugged off her jacket. Avoiding Vincent’s eyes, she stepped out of her shoes and then fumbled at the button of her jeans with trembling fingers. As she pulled down the zipper, she heard Mitch say, “Please Vincent, this isn’t necessary!”

“Shut your fucking mouth!” Vincent said. “This young lady is saving your life.”

Holding back a sob, Trudy rolled the jeans down her legs and then bent forward to pull them off her ankles. She straightened up and took hold of the hem of her shirt and then pulled it over her head. She hesitated then, holding the shirt in front of her.

“I said everything,” Vincent said.

Trudy dropped the shirt and looked up at the ceiling as she unhooked her bra. As the cups dropped away, she clamped one arm across her breasts and then worked her panties down to the floor. She remained like that, holding the bra against her chest with her legs crossed, and stared at the floor.

Vincent said, “Lose the bra and lie on the bed.”

“W-What?”

“You heard me. These pictures have to look convincing. So get on the bed.”

Feeling a little faint, Trudy allowed her bra to join the pile of clothes on the floor, and then, wearing nothing more than her wristwatch and earrings, she slid up the bed as far away from Vincent and his gun as possible.

“Now it’s your turn, shithead,” Vincent said.

“Please don’t do this,” Mitch said.

“What are you crying about?” Vincent said. “You get to nail your girl one last time and better yet, you get to live to tell the tale!”

Trudy looked away as Mitch undressed. She had been naked with him many times before, but never with a complete stranger watching. Vincent waved the gun, and Mitch climbed onto the bed next to Trudy. Their thighs touched and Trudy jerked away.

Vincent picked up the New York Times and arranged it on the bed so the date was visible. It occurred to Trudy that if these photos should ever surface, it would be quite evident that they had been prearranged. But would that matter to Eric if he saw them on the internet? No doubt Vincent would make sure they reached the tabloid press too. The upscale Lyons family would drop her like a hot brick!

“Okay, lovebirds,” Vincent said. “You’ve done this together before, so let’s see some action.”

Neither of them moved, so Vincent said, “Alright, if I have to spell it out, turn towards each other and start kissing—and I want to see tongues!”

As Vincent’s camera began to click away, Trudy and Mitch touched lips as awkwardly as a pair of teenagers on a first date. Trudy heard Vincent let out an impatient sigh. She knew what he needed and she had slept with Mitch many times before, but now her body refused to respond.

“Okay, let’s do this by the numbers,” Vincent said. “And don’t fuck with me because I’m this close to putting a bullet into meathead here and being done with the both of you. Trudy, stick your tongue into Mitch’s mouth and grab a hold of his cock—now!”

With a whimper, Trudy did as she was told. Mitch was limp, which was hardly surprising given there was a gun pointed at his head. As painful as this was, Trudy understood that the quicker they gave this gangster what he wanted, the sooner they could get out of here. She squeezed Mitch’s penis a little harder and worked her tongue deeper into his mouth. After a minute, she felt Mitch’s dick hardening beneath her fingers.

“There you go,” Vincent said. “Just like old times, huh? Now Trudy, I want you to go down on Mitch.”

Trudy looked up at him in horror. “I-I can’t!”

“Sure you can. It won’t be the first time, will it?”

This horrible guy was relentless! All Trudy could do was try to pretend that Vincent wasn’t standing there watching. With a sob, she lowered her head and took Mitch’s semi-erect penis into her mouth. As she worked her lips up and down his shaft, she couldn’t believe she was actually performing oral sex on her ex-boyfriend again! She was supposed to be done with him! She was engaged to be married to Eric now! A part of her wished she had the guts to just let this vicious criminal kill Mitch and he would be out of her life forever—but of course she would then be framed for his murder so that wasn’t even an option.

Mitch’s penis grew harder inside her mouth and she heard him let out a little groan. She pulled herself off and caught her breath. Maybe, she thought, Vincent had enough footage now. She was wrong.

“Keep going honey,” Vincent said. “Looks like you give pretty good head. It’s not easy to give a junkie a hard on like that! Now finish the job.”

Trudy glanced at him. “W-What—?”

“Make him come in your mouth—and make it look good because I’m videoing this part.”

Trudy closed her eyes and took Mitch’s cock between her lips again. She had done this with him before, back in the days when she wanted to please him. Now she was doing it because she had no choice—and in front of a camera! Accepting that she had no way out of this, she went to work in earnest, using her tongue and lips to tease Mitch to orgasm. As he came into her mouth, she jerked back up onto her knees. Vincent was standing right in front of her, and he said, “Open your mouth and show it to the camera.”

Feeling like a filthy whore, Trudy did as she was told, displaying Mitch’s cum on her tongue as Vincent zoomed in on her face. Then Vincent moved around and focused on Mitch before getting a final close-up of the date on the newspaper.

He lowered the camera and said, “Good job, Trudy. You looked just like a porn star! I don’t expect your fiancé or your modeling pals would be too impressed though. Anyway, I’m done here. But first I need you to do one more thing for me.”

Trudy spat Mitch’s semen onto the floor and wrapped her arm around her breasts as Vincent produced a glass vial and proceeded to lay out several lines of coke onto the bedside table. He offered Trudy a five-dollar bill and said, “Go ahead, sweetie—enjoy!”

Trudy looked at the white powder and mumbled, “I never tried—”

“Seriously? With your lifestyle? I’m impressed. But as far as this movie is concerned, you’re going to be portrayed as a dopehead, just like your ex-boyfriend here.” He handed the bill to Mitch. “Show her how it’s done.”

Avoiding Trudy’s eyes, Mitch crouched by the bedside table and snorted a line through the rolled-up bill. Then he handed it to Trudy.

“Can’t I just pretend?” she pleaded.

“Come on honey, we’re almost done,” Vincent said. “Don’t fuck it up now.”

With shaking fingers, Trudy copied Mitch. She pinched her nostrils and wiped her eyes but didn’t really feel any different. Vincent made them take another line each while he filmed, then he said, “Get back on the bed, lovers. One last job for you.”

He went over to the mini bar and retrieved a bottle of vodka which he handed to Mitch. Then he reached into his jacket pocket again, and for an irrational moment, Trudy thought he was going to kill them after all. Instead, he handed them each a brown pill and said, “Take these and wash them down with the booze.”

Mitch went first, and then Trudy popped the pill into her mouth and took a swig of neat vodka. She retched and tears rolled down her cheeks but she managed to keep it all down.

“You did well, Trudy,” Vincent said. “You’re a good girl and you deserve to be free of this fuck-up. I’m going to leave now but I want you both to stay exactly where you are for another ten minutes until I’m clear.” He reached forward and wiped Trudy’s cheek with his thumb. “I’m sure we will meet again.”

After Vincent had closed the door behind him, Mitch touched Trudy’s shoulder but she pulled away from him. “Don’t!”

“Baby, I’m so sorry,” Mitch said. “I had no idea—”

“Go to hell! I should never have agreed to help you!” Trudy said, sitting up. She wanted to put her clothes back on, but her head was swimming.

She looked at Mitch who was slumped against the headboard with his eyes closed.

“Go and fetch my clothes, you bastard!” she said, but her voice sounded strangely detached and she was having trouble focusing.

“Okay,” Mitch slurred. “Just give me a moment. I need to rest.”

Trudy swatted weakly at his arm, but now her eyes were shut too, and she felt as though she were floating just above the sheets. She sunk back into the pillow, and as the darkness closed in around her, she thought she heard the door opening again.

***

Hank heard the door close and waited until the sound of footsteps had receded down the stairs. There was no sound from next door so he crept out into the passageway and went to the window overlooking the street. Hank watched the gangster cross the road, get into his car, and pull away. Then he returned to room nine and pressed his ear against the door. Total silence.

He tried the handle and pushed the door to. Trudy and Mitch were asleep on the bed—naked. His heart racing with excitement, Hank crept inside and checked the bathroom. Then he locked the door and tiptoed to the bed.

Trudy was on her side, her arm draped over Mitch’s stomach, inches from his erect cock—average American male, five and a half inches, Hank noted. Pathetic. Keeping his breathing shallow, he allowed his eyes to roam over Trudy’s naked form for a moment. She was indeed perfect. After a while, he began to relax a little. The nude couple were breathing so deeply he was certain that they had been drugged.

He moved around to the bedside table, lingering a while to examine Trudy’s gorgeous ass, and then he inspected the contents of the table—some lines of coke, a bottle of vodka, and today’s New York Times. This was too perfect! He had been praying for a half chance to blackmail this uppity bitch, only to discover that it had already been set up for him!

Hank went to the piles of clothing on the floor and located their wallets and phones. He spent a few minutes recording their personal information, then he returned to the bed and watched for a moment longer. Satisfied that they were completely out of it, he reached down and gently took Trudy’s wrist. She let out a sigh and fluttered her lashes but her eyes remained closed as Hank tentatively wrapped Trudy’s fingers around Mitch’s cock. Still no reaction from either of them.

Then he took out his Nikon camera and got to work.




Chapter Four

The Schroeder summer residence was revival colonial style with clapboard siding and sweeping lawns that overlooked the Atlantic Ocean. Trudy felt that it lacked the charm of Lyons Cottage but it was undoubtedly worth more. Clearly Blake Schroeder was doing well on Wall Street—it was a pity that his matrimonial life wasn’t in such good shape. Trudy had kind of figured that out on their first meeting, and his subsequent clumsy attempts to flirt with her had only confirmed her suspicions. The fact that she was engaged to his best friend didn’t seem to faze the arrogant shit in the slightest.

It had been a week since the terrible encounter at the King’s Tavern, and having heard nothing from Vincent, Trudy was gradually getting herself back together. After regaining consciousness in the hotel room, Trudy had told Mitch to stick his apologies up his ass and to never contact her again. Mitch had meekly acquiesced, although that didn’t alter the fact that Vincent had all that damning footage of her. After fretting for a few days, Trudy realized that she would just have to move on with her life and hope that Vincent would eventually forget about her. She was sure he had plenty of other people to shake down.

The Schroeders’ guests this afternoon were all wealthy and somehow involved with Wall Street, so with none of her fashion friends to talk to, Trudy eased away from the crowd and found a wooden bench overlooking the ocean where she slipped off her sandals, the grass refreshingly cool under her bare feet. She closed her eyes and tilted her face to the sun, listening to the background chatter of the idle rich, and tried to rid her mind of the ugly scenes from the previous weekend. Stripping and performing fellatio in front of a perfect stranger had been undoubtedly the most humiliating moment of her life, and she had no intention of ever experiencing something like that again.

“Quite a view, huh?”

Trudy opened her eyes to see Jacklyn Schroeder standing beside her.

“We’ve never had an opportunity to talk alone,” Jacklyn said. “May I?”

In truth, given Blake Schroeder’s unwanted attention, Trudy had always subtly tried to avoid being alone with Jacklyn at social gatherings, but now she just smiled and gestured to the bench.

Jacklyn handed Trudy a glass of wine. “Here. Chardonnay Marcassin Estate, twenty oh five—nothing but the best here at Chateau Schroeder.”

“Thanks.”

They clinked glasses.

“So you’ve done very well, snaring Eric,” Jacklyn said.

“I wouldn’t say I snared him,” Trudy smiled. “Actually it was Eric who did all the chasing.”

“Well, that’s what he thinks,” Jacklyn winked. “But we know better, don’t we?”

Trudy decided to let that pass and regarded Jacklyn a moment. She would be mid-thirties, still very attractive, with long, immaculate hair, and an enormous bust that was practically bursting out of her expensive Dolce summer dress—here was a woman who used her assets to full advantage.

Jacklyn saw her looking and said, “You’re not a New York City girl, are you?”

“Baltimore.”

“Philadelphia myself. I was a marketing consultant when I met Blake.”

Trudy looked at her.

“You thought I was born into this life?” Jacklyn said. “I was a working girl once, just like you.”

Trudy shrugged. “I don’t even think of modeling as work. I kind of drifted into it. I had always planned to go to college. Maybe I still will.”

Jacklyn considered that, and said, “You know, when things come so easy in life, there is always a danger of not appreciating it while it lasts.”

“What does that mean?”

Jacklyn said, “Honey, you’re young and beautiful, and the world is your oyster right now, but you do understand that you only have a short window to capitalize on that, right?”

“That’s why I’m still looking at a college education,” Trudy said.

“Forget college. You’ve just hooked a wealthy Wall Street trader who comes from an even wealthier family. That should be your work from now on.”

“You’re suggesting that my marriage will become my work?”

“You’d better believe it,” Jacklyn said. “What do you think I have been doing for the past ten years? Blake is an investment and I’m damn well gonna protect it.”

Trudy frowned. “Forgive me for asking, but do you love your husband?”

“Let me turn that around—do you love your fiancé?”

“I—yes, of course I do.”

“Right,” Jacklyn smirked. “You see, you’re no different to the rest of us. If you want to be accepted around here, at least be honest about it.”

“Are you suggesting that I’m a gold digger?”

“Please sweetheart, there’s no shame in it.”

“I happen to find Eric caring and kind, and we get on well together.”

“And if he was poor? How would you feel about him then?”

An image of sad, pathetic Mitch suddenly flashed before Trudy’s eyes, and she didn’t reply.

“Exactly,” Jacklyn said. “Let me explain something to you about men like Eric and Blake. They choose their women the same way they choose their cars, houses, boats, and all the other trappings of their money obsessed lifestyles—it’s all designed to make them look good in front of their peers.”

“You make it all sound so cynical.”

“I’m being realistic. Consider this. Right now, Eric is the envy of all his friends and colleagues because he has got one of the hottest girls in town. They all want you, but they can’t have you. It’s all just a competition to these guys. But think ten years down the line when your looks are starting to fade. Will Eric still feel the same about you while one of his buddies is parading a twenty year-old stunner on his arm?”

“I don’t believe Eric is that shallow.”

Jacklyn let out a bitter laugh. “I hope for your sake, you’re right.”

A little vexed, Trudy couldn’t help herself from saying, “So how about Blake? Do you think he’s straying now that you’re getting older?”

Jacklyn’s eyes narrowed. “Whatever goes on in Manhattan is not my concern as long as he is discreet—but I can assure you that I will do whatever it takes to protect my turf here on Long Island.”

Ah. Now Trudy saw where this was heading. She watched a sailboat on the ocean for a long moment, then said, “Jacklyn, whatever your domestic issues may be, it’s not my fault that your husband has been coming on to me.”

Jacklyn took a big gulp of wine. “Is that how you see it?”

“Please.”

“You forget that I was your age once,” Jacklyn said. “There are ways to push a man’s buttons without making it obvious.”

“And why would I want to do that? I just got engaged.”

“Because you can. Young and pretty girls like you have great power of men, and it’s interesting to see how they react, is it not?”

The pent-up emotions of the previous week suddenly overwhelmed Trudy and she snapped, “You know what, Jacklyn? Your husband is a creep. I wouldn’t touch him even if I was broke. I really think you should take a closer look at home before you start wagging your finger at me.”

“Just be advised that I’m watching you,” Jacklyn said.

Trudy’s phone beeped and she stood. “I have to take this. Excuse me. It was a pleasure talking to you.”

Still seething, Trudy automatically opened the message as she headed back across the lawn. It contained a single image and when she saw it she stopped dead in her tracks. There she was, naked and in high-definition color. Her eyes were closed, but her leg was draped over Mitch’s thigh and her cheek was resting on his bare shoulder—and her fingers were gripping his erect penis!

Trudy’s pulse began to race as she started walking again. She looked at the phone number—unknown caller. It had to be from Vincent, but why? It made no sense! He had all the pictures he needed. He said it was just for insurance. Business. Why would he need to send this to her now?

“Hey sweetie, everything okay?”

Trudy quickly slipped her phone into her pocket and looked at Eric who had come over to intercept her.

“Yes, I—need to go to the bathroom.”

“Are you feeling alright?”

“Sure. Just a woman thing.”

“Oh, right. Take your time then,” Eric said. “When you’re ready, there are some people I’d like you to meet.”

“Okay.”

Eric kissed Trudy on the cheek but she felt too dirty to respond.

“Love you,” Eric said.

“Love you, too.”

Trudy went into the house and found a half-bath on the ground floor. She locked the door and sat on the toilet and looked at her phone again. There was another message: I have more pictures like this. We need to meet.

Trudy went back to the photo and swiped it larger. The newspaper date was carefully placed, and the image was imprinted with the time and date. She studied the picture again. It had been taken after she and Mitch had been knocked out. Vincent had already left, hadn’t he? Did he come back and take more pictures? Why? He had plenty of vile photos of her sucking Mitch’s cock, after all. A shiver ran down her spine as she tapped out a reply.

Who are you?

A secret admirer.

Trudy thought about her recent bitchy conversation with Jacklyn. Could this be Blake? Surely not.

What do you want?

To be your friend.

That didn’t sound good. Trudy examined the photo again. It was so obviously staged that she could conceivably take it to the police. But how would Eric react? She was naked in bed with another man! She could claim that the image had been doctored, that it was an old photo taken before they had met. But then she zoomed in on her hand and there it was, clear as day on her fourth finger, which happened to be wrapped around Mitch’s cock—her sterling silver sapphire engagement ring! Trudy raised her left hand in front of her face and looked at the ring itself—there could be no explanation for this!

Her phone beeped again. So do you want to meet or do you want these pictures sent into cyberspace forever?

Decision time. Show the picture to Eric and hope he would understand—or find out who this person was and what he wanted. She listened to the carefree laughter of the privileged folk outside. They would never understand and neither would Eric.

Trudy typed, Where?

The guest house. Tomorrow afternoon at two. Alone.




Chapter Five

Eric had meetings in the city before the opening bell, so he left the cottage at dawn with plans to meet Trudy at Jean-Georges for dinner. The maid clocked off at lunchtime, leaving Trudy by herself in the cottage. With no appetite, Trudy toyed with her salmon salad and messaged online with Anastasia about an upcoming photo shoot.

At one-thirty, Trudy sat on the sofa in the living room and forced herself to look again at the painful image on her phone. She had played out all the possibilities in her mind, but there was only one obvious conclusion—somehow Hank the maintenance man had come across her and Mitch after they had been drugged by Vincent, and then taken a set of blackmail pictures for himself. But how had he known? Had he followed her? As the moment of truth drew closer, Trudy realized that the how was not nearly as important as what he could possibly want from her. She hoped it was money. She could deal with that—but the alternative didn’t bear thinking about!

She recalled the way Hank had clumsily invited her to the guest house. You should come take a look some time. It’s nice there. Very secluded. He hadn’t come across as overly bright. If it was company he wanted, maybe she could handle him. Maybe she could use her looks and charm to seduce him and turn the tables. It certainly wouldn’t be the first time she’d had an infatuated male eating out of her hand. On the other hand, she could still back out of this. Call Eric and tell him the truth? She looked around at the sumptuously furnished living room, and then at her engagement ring. No, she had to at least find out what Hank was after—there was always a chance that she could make this go away quietly.

Trudy took a canister of Sabre Red pepper spray from her purse and slipped it into her jeans back pocket. Then she stood in front of the mirror and fixed her hair and lipstick. After taking a few long, deep breaths, she opened the patio door and headed across the back lawn toward the guest house.

***

Hank’s hands were shaking, but he wasn’t surprised at that. After what he had been through in his military service days, there wasn’t much that could faze him anymore—even tough guys like the blackmailer at the King’s Tavern didn’t frighten him. But stunning chicks like Trudy Beach always turned his knees to jelly.

There was a reason for this of course, and that was all down to Sandy Melrose, head cheerleader, girlfriend of the school team quarterback, and the stuff of jerk off fantasies for every other horny male teenager at Emerson High. She had been a stuck-up bitch who hadn’t given Hank the time of day until an unexpected encounter a week before prom night.

He had been shaking that time too, still a virgin, his unusually large member as yet untouched by female hands. He should have guessed it was a set up, but he was young and full of cum and his ego had tricked him into believing that it was just possible that the hottest chick in school really did want to blow him in the toilets. But for the first time in his adolescent life, he hadn’t been able to get it up—which might not have been quite such a calamity if it hadn’t been recorded on camera and then published around the entire school.

Hank the horse. Hank the loser. The jerk with the huge dick that didn’t work. His life had never been the same since.

Except that it did work. Oh, how it stood out, almost with a mind of its own! And he had used it on hookers, hurt them and stretched them with it, and then he had caught and impaled, poor, worn out, blackmailed Abby on it. But now he was after Trudy Beach. A model. Young, hot, scary. Different. He checked his phone and saw that it was almost two. In spite of the damning evidence he had on her, he was still not convinced she would come. She was a smart bitch. She had money and connections. Maybe he had picked on the wrong girl. But he had been driven by an irrepressible urge because Trudy looked so much like Sandy. Acted like her. He needed to do this. He was consumed by both passion and deep hatred in equal measure.

The doorbell rang and he jumped up. Was it her? Or maybe the police? Or even the gangster guy? Too late to back out now. Gangsters didn’t worry him. Pretty young women did. He needed to fix that. So he opened the door.

***

Trudy tried to keep her knees from wobbling as she pressed the doorbell. She needed to exude confidence here, take control from the start. This was something that normally came naturally to her, but she had never had to deal with a blackmailer before.

She glanced over her shoulder at the overgrown pathway. Hank had been right that it was secluded back here—she couldn’t even see the cottage through the trees. She fingered the pepper spray in her back pocket to reassure herself and smoothed down her shirt with sweaty palms. What if she had miscalculated? What if Vincent was in there with a bunch of dirty old men waiting to have group sex with her? She was about to turn around when the door opened.

Hank was dressed in a plain white shirt, pressed gray slacks, and black Oxfords. He peered curiously down at Trudy through his thick tortoiseshell glasses, and for a moment she wondered if she had got this all wrong.

Then he said, “You came.”

Trudy looked at him. “Uh-huh.”

Hank opened the door wider and stood aside. “Come on in.”

Trudy peered into the dark interior and said, “Can we discuss this out here?”

“Discuss what?”

“Well—what you want from me.”

Hank’s beady eyes settled upon Trudy’s chest for a moment and she wondered if the push up bra had been a bad idea—she certainly didn’t feel in control right now. He looked back up into her eyes with such intensity that she had to look away, but to her dismay she found herself instead staring at the surprisingly large bulge in his crotch.

Hank said, “Why don’t you come inside so we can talk about that?”

Trudy hesitated. “I can’t be long—my fiancé will be home soon.”

“No, he won’t,” Hank said. “He’s at work and he sleeps at his apartment during the week. I suspect you’ll be meeting him in the city tonight but that’s okay, we still have all afternoon.”

Trudy took a step back. “All afternoon for what?”

“To get to know each other a little better—without all your fancy friends around you.”

Trudy definitely didn’t like the sound of that and she backed right off the porch. “I have pepper spray here!”

Hank pulled out his phone and held up the image of Trudy and Mitch on the hotel bed. He said, “Have you shown this to Master Eric yet?”

“Of course I haven’t!”

“So why are you here?”

“Because—you told me you wanted to talk.”

“That’s right. So do you want me to send these pictures to your future husband, or shall we talk?”

Trudy swallowed. She was in no position to bargain, but she certainly didn’t want to go into the guest house with this freaky old guy. She said, “Just tell me how much you want.”

Hank said, “How much what?”

“Money.”

For the first time, Hank smiled. “Ah. That’s what you think, is it? No Trudy Beach, I’m not after your money.”

“Then—what do you want?” Trudy said.

Hank said, “Just a little company. I thought as you’re going to be living here now, maybe we could become friends.”

Before Trudy could think of a response, Hank abruptly turned and went inside, leaving the door open behind him.

***

Hank sat in his favorite armchair beside the fireplace and tried to settle himself down. He still couldn’t quite believe that she had actually turned up. Trudy Beach, the fashion model! Master Eric’s fiancée! But she had, and she was out there now—and she looked scared. Sure she was trying to act cool, but the fear in her lovely eyes was all too apparent, and it had turned him on and she had noticed his arousal—surely she had to know by now what he was after?

He pressed his fingertips together and waited. It was possible that she had bolted of course, regardless of the devastating fallout if he released the pictures. But then again she had come here, and that in itself told him he that had her attention. He just needed to play it carefully, bring her in gradually, as he had done with Abby. All he had to do now was get Trudy to take the next incriminating step.

A minute must have ticked by although it felt much longer. Hank considered going back out to the porch but that would just tip the balance of power back in her favor. And if she wasn’t even out there, he would feel like a dick. Humiliated by a hot chick again—Hank the horse. Loser!

A shadow moved on the wall in the passage and Hank caught his breath. Then Trudy Beach cautiously entered the room. Hank gave her a casual look, trying not to betray his excitement. She was right here, in his little house, waiting to hear what he had to say!

Hank gestured to the rocker opposite, and said, “Take a seat.”

“That’s okay, I’ll stand,” Trudy said, looking tentatively around the room.

“I’m alone,” Hank said. “It’s just you and me.”

Trudy didn’t seem to like the sound of that either, and she said, “So talk.”

Sensing her growing discomfiture, Hank said, “Sit.”

Trudy glared at him, but then to his delight she perched her sweet butt on the edge of the rocker. She was on the back foot now and Hank knew he had to press home his advantage.

He said, “Okay, so I’ve got a bunch of pictures of you that will probably destroy your upcoming marriage—”

“How did you get them?” Trudy interrupted.

“I took them myself.”

“You were in the hotel room?”

“Yes I was. After your visitor left.”

Trudy shifted uncomfortably. “I don’t understand. Do you work for Vincent?”

“Oh, no. Vincent doesn’t even know I exist.”

“So how did you—?”

Before Trudy could turn this into an interrogation, Hank said, “Be quiet.”

“What?”

“Just shut up for a minute. Can you do that?”

“How dare you speak to me like that? I won’t allow—”

“Allow?” Hank said. “Are you forgetting the position you are in right now? Now shut your clever mouth and listen to what I have to say.”

Trudy leaned back in her seat and stared at him—but she did remain silent.

“That’s better,” Hank said.

Trudy’s cheeks turned a beautiful shade of pink as she chewed her lip, and Hank felt his cock stiffening more. The dynamics of their fledgling relationship were rapidly shifting. Whatever resoluteness Trudy had brought with her was dissolving before his eyes. Now was the time to lock her in even deeper.

He said, “You came here to find out what I want from you, so here it is—I want you to model for me.”

Trudy blinked at him. “You want me to do what?”

“You’re a model, right? That’s your job?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“So you can model for me. That’s what I want.”

Trudy let out a short laugh of disbelief. “You’re kidding, right?”

“Don’t make fun of me,” Hank warned her.

“I-I wasn’t! But surely you can’t be serious about this?”

“Serious enough to destroy your upcoming marriage.”

Trudy processed this for a moment and then said, “What kind of modeling?”

“Equipment.”

“You mean like sports equipment?”

“Something like that.”

Trudy hesitated. “Who are the photos for?”

“My personal use only—it’s a hobby of mine.”

Trudy rubbed her chin. “I don’t know. This all sounds too weird.”

“Think it through, Trudy” Hank said. “It’s just a private photo shoot. Nobody else will know about it.”

“And if I say no?”

“Come on, you already know the answer to that. Don’t think I won’t do it.”

Trudy played with her sapphire engagement ring for a long while. Then she said, “Alright. When do you want to do this?”

“Right now.”

“Now?”

“Unless you have something else to do.”

Trudy let out a long breath. “Okay, let’s get this out of the way.”

Hank grinned and stood up. “I made a studio up in the attic—follow me.”




Chapter Six

Trudy followed Hank’s lumbering frame up a narrow staircase and wondered what the hell she was letting herself in for. She had come here with the objective of using her charms to wrap this old guy around her little finger but he had somehow wrestled control from her. Of course he was holding all the cards, but Trudy was determined not to let this situation get out of hand. Hopefully, in a couple of hours she would be free of his clutches.

At the top of the stairs, Hank squeezed himself through a trap door in the ceiling. Trudy watched his size twelve shoes disappear from view and then glanced back behind her. The point of no return. She puffed out her cheeks and then climbed up through the door. The attic was stark with white painted walls and old parquet flooring. A metal stool sat in front of a white backcloth facing a Nikon camera set upon a tripod. Beside the tripod was an art easel and there was a large sports bag on the floor.

Trudy immediately noticed the lack of a lighting setup and figured that this so-called studio had been hastily put together in the last day or so. If it wasn’t for her precarious situation, she might even have been amused at his amateurism.

Trudy was of course used to working with pros, and with barely disguised sarcasm, she said, “Nice studio. So where is this sports equipment?”

Hank unzipped the sports bag. “It’s all in here. But first you need to get changed into your costume.”

He straightened up and offered her a small bundle of red fabric. Trudy hesitated and then held up two pieces of the tiniest bikini she had ever seen!

“What’s this?”

“Your sports outfit.”

Trudy shook her head in horror.

“No way!”

Hank gave her a funny, almost sad, smile. “Trudy. I thought we had an understanding here. Either you do this my way or we scrap the whole deal. Time to make a choice, honey. Put on the bikini or I start uploading your sex and drugs pictures right now.”

Dear God! He really means it! I’m not going to be able to talk him out of this!

On the spot, she had to make a decision. If she walked now, there was every chance that her upcoming marriage, even her career, could be wrecked. On the other hand, all she had to do was pander to this old pervert’s ego today, and she would buy herself time to get out of this nightmare later. It wasn’t going to be easy, but Trudy already knew what she had to do.

“Okay,” she said. “Where can I get changed?”

“There’s a half bath downstairs on the right,” Hank said. “Just put the bikini on, okay? No shoes or socks, no wristwatch—but you can leave your earrings on.”

Keep my earrings on!

Trudy opened the trap door and tried to calm herself as she climbed down the stairs. Hank had somehow changed before her very eyes, no longer the awkward old maintenance man that she, Charlotte, and Fan Fan had found so amusing at the party. It was almost as if he had done this before—Trudy stopped with her hand on the bathroom door handle.

My God! Am I being manipulated by an experienced blackmailer?

Last chance to get away from here. Or was it? Every second she spent in this pokey little house, the more trapped she felt.

No, stick with the plan. Let him have his fun today and then figure out a way to put him behind bars.

She went into the half bath and began to undress.

***

Just when Hank was beginning to wonder if she had fled, Trudy climbed up through the trap door. Just as instructed, she was wearing nothing but the tiny bikini and her earrings. His eyes were drawn to her delicate, bare feet and then up her slender legs to her shapely thighs and he felt the blood rushing to his cock. She looked delightfully embarrassed and he couldn’t believe how quickly she had capitulated—Master Eric’s bride-to-be was now standing almost naked right here in Hank’s humble little attic!

Trudy stood by the door with her knees together and her arms wrapped across her breasts with something clutched tightly in her right hand. It took her a moment to spot the head harness he had left on the stool and she gave him a quizzical look.

“Sports equipment,” Hank said. “Don’t worry. It won’t hurt.”

He stepped toward her and she gasped and pointed the pepper spray at him.

“Don’t touch me!”

“You spray me with that and we’re done here,” Hank said. “I mean it. No more second chances. Any more bullshit from you and the whole world will discover just what a junkie whore Trudy Beach really is!”

For a second he thought she was going to fire. Her hand was trembling and there was venom in those gorgeous eyes, but then her shoulders slumped, and with a miserable sigh, she lowered her arm.

“Give it to me,” Hank said.

Lowering her head, Trudy handed him the pepper spray and he put it in his pocket. Trudy stood silently hugging herself, her bare toes shuffling on the wooden floor, and Hank took a moment to relish the view—this young lady had the most exquisite body, her skin unblemished, every dip and curve in perfect proportion, and now, he was sure, his to play with at his leisure.

“Go sit on the stool, Trudy,” he said.

She shuffled across, looked at the head harness, and hesitated.

Hank moved behind the tripod and set the Nikon to video mode.

“Pick it up and sit down.”

Looking nothing at all like a confident fashion model, Trudy picked up the harness with obvious distaste, and holding it away from her body, balanced her pert butt on the edge of the stool. With his cock now seriously straining against his underpants, Hank took the harness from Trudy and she looked up at him in bewilderment as he arranged the leather straps and lowered it over her head. When he placed the rubber bit against her lips, she flinched and jerked her head backward—and for the first time in their nascent relationship, Hank touched her by placing his hand on the back of her head. To his delight, Trudy didn’t jump up and run, instead she allowed him to ease her neck forward until her lips again made contact with the rubber bit. Abby the receptionist had been the only other woman Hank had previously forced to wear this contraption, and it hadn’t been washed since, but Trudy looked too dazed to know what was happening to her right now.

“Open your pretty little mouth, Trudy Beach,” Hank said.

As her perfect white teeth parted, Hank slipped the bit between them and then proceeded to tighten the buckles on the harness. He stepped back to survey his handiwork and Trudy looked back at him with moist eyes. The leather straps ran snugly under her chin and diagonally up both of her reddened cheeks to join at the bridge of her nose before running back over the crown of her head. Trudy breathed heavily through her nostrils and her hands came up to tentatively explore the constricting device.

“Is that comfortable?” Hank said.

Trudy gurgled around the bit and shook her head. Indeed, the straps were biting quite deeply into her skin and slightly distorting her features. Her fingers found the chin strap and she tugged at it, to no avail.

“No more touching,” Hank said.

Trudy briefly took her hands away but then began to fiddle with the straps again. Apart from her obvious embarrassment, Trudy was clearly in a state of physical discomfort. Hank held the back of his hand in front of her slightly flared nostrils until he was satisfied that she was breathing okay. Then he went back to the sports bag and retrieved two pairs of handcuffs. Trudy’s eyes grew wide and she shook her head and gurgled around the rubber bit.

Hank said, “If you’re going to keep touching the head harness, you’ll ruin the shoot. I thought you were supposed to be a professional model. Now quit struggling and hold still.”

He took hold of her arm and she tensed but didn’t resist him. That was an encouraging sign. After he had cuffed both her wrists to the stool behind her back, he stepped away and said, “That’s better. Now just relax.”

He went back behind the camera and looked at the display screen and there she was, Trudy Beach, the stunning catwalk model, gagged and cuffed, and barely covered by the briefest of bikinis!

Hank took the camera off the tripod and moved in a little closer. As he began to shoot, Trudy turned her head to one side, her cheeks aflame with embarrassment. He fired the electronic shutter and she kept her knees firmly pressed together and her cute tush squirmed on the metal seat. Her abject humiliation was almost enough to make him come in his pants, but he was far from done with her yet.

“For a professional model, you’re not very good at this, are you?” Hank said. “Turn and face the camera.”

Trudy faced forward but kept her eyes averted.

“Come on, Trudy. I know you can do better than this,” Hank said. “Just pretend this is a Sports Illustrated swimsuit shoot.”

With a muted whimper, Trudy slowly looked up at the camera. Her eyes were moist and a fair amount of saliva was running down her chin. Hank kept on clicking away, moving from side to side and capturing this awesome sight for prosperity.

“I want you to open your legs now, Trudy,” he said. “Try to make yourself sexy!”

Again, that flash of hatred in her damp eyes as she shook her head.

“You know what will happen if you disobey me,” Hank said. “You’re already here, so why fight it?”

With a despairing snort, Trudy inched her legs apart, giving him a glimpse of her tidy crotch.

Hank dropped to one knee and said, “Wider than that, and lift up on your toes.”

Her eyes rolling with shame, Trudy raised up onto her toes and opened her legs further

“Wider. All the way, Trudy. Show me your cunt!”

She moaned through the gag as she did as he commanded. The red triangle of fabric was too small to completely cover her vulva, leaving her neatly trimmed pubic hair exposed on each side. Hank took a few close ups, and then decided it was time to up the game. He pulled a black marker out of his pocket and shuffled right up between her legs.

Trudy let out a muffled shriek, and he said, “Easy. Just a little stage prop.”

Her flat belly was heaving so much that he struggled to print the letters across it, but eventually, he stepped back and grinned at the word he had crudely scrawled across her skin—wiseass!

Hank had only intended to go as far as this for today—he could see what a traumatic experience this had already been for this uppity young lady—but then something started happening to Trudy that piqued his interest. As he was running off his final sequence of shots, she began to gurgle frantically through the gag and pull at the handcuffs.

Startled, Hank checked her nasal breathing again, but satisfied she wasn’t suffocating, he said, “What’s up with you?”

“Agh!”

Trudy jumped up, lifting the stool off the floor, and nodded toward the trap door. Perplexed, Hank glanced at the door, but when he looked back, he saw to his surprise and delight that Trudy’s sudden movement had caused the insufficient bikini top to slip, and now both of her breasts had popped free!

He still had no idea what was causing this sudden panic, but he shouted, “Sit your ass down now!”

Stunned by his loud voice, Trudy did exactly that, dropping onto the stool with her legs still spread wide, but no longer shrieking, just moaning dolefully and watching him with imploring eyes.

Hank drank in the sight of Trudy’s bare breasts, her areolas large and light brown, her nipples surprisingly pert. He said, “Well, I didn’t ask you to go topless for me, but I’m surely glad that you did!”

Trudy glanced down at her exposed breasts, let out another gargled moan, and then the reason for her panic attack suddenly became apparent. Hank watched with wicked delight as her little bikini bottom darkened and then a waterfall of piss poured through the fabric and splattered onto the floor.

“Oh, Trudy! You dirty girl!”

Trudy closed her eyes and emitted a high-pitched wail as her micturition continued unabated. Hank raised his Nikon again and fired off as many shots as possible of this beautiful spectacle before her considerable deluge finally came to an end.

He moved in for a close-up, capturing every detail of her snug little camel toe— clearly visible under the now transparent fabric. He panned up to her naked breasts, slick with her dripping saliva, and then to her beet red face, her cheeks also wet with tears.

Hank stood up and put the camera back on the tripod. Making sure his distraught model was well framed, he switched to video mode and touched the record icon. Then he went back over and reached for the head harness. Feeling his touch, Trudy’s eyes snapped open and she lurched backward and would have toppled over if Hank hadn’t gotten hold of her head.

“Steady on,” he said, pulling her face against his chest. “I’m taking off the harness.”

He felt her relax a little as he worked the buckles and then released the straps. After removing the rubber bit from between her teeth, he shifted to the side so that the camera had an unimpeded view of the both of them.

Trudy got her sobbing under control and gave him a reproachful look. “Are we done?”

“Almost,” Hank said.

Trudy frowned at him. “I-I need to go clean up.”

“Very soon. But before I uncuff you, I want you to give me a kiss.”

Trudy looked at him aghast.

“What?”

“A nice kiss—the same way you kiss Master Eric.”

The corners of Trudy’s mouth turned down in disgust.

“No way!”

Hank shrugged and stood up. “Okay. Well then I’m going out for a few hours—and you can stay handcuffed to the stool. We’ll see how you feel when I get back.”

A look of panic flashed across Trudy’s face. “Wait! You can’t leave me here like this!”

“Sure I can. I told you, I have nothing to lose. You, on the other hand—”

“But we had a deal! You got your photographs!”

“Yeah, I did—and now I want my kiss.”

“But that’s not fair!”

“Nope. It isn’t. But ask yourself—is it worth blowing our agreement after all you’ve done for me so far?”

“Fuck you!”

“So I’ll take that as a no, then. Too bad. You had so much going for you—”

“Alright, I’ll do it!” Trudy snarled. “I just want to get the hell out of here!”

Hank grinned and crouched down by the side of the stool, and then moved his face toward Trudy’s. She shut her eyes and grimaced as their lips briefly touched, and then she pulled her head away.

“Oh, frigid or what? Is that really how you kiss your betrothed?” Hank smirked.

Trudy snorted and reluctantly put her lips back against Hank’s—and this time kept them there. Hank poked out his tongue and licked Trudy’s lips. They tasted awesome! He probed further and felt along her teeth. Then he sucked her upper lip between his before releasing it with a light pop.

“Stick out your tongue, Trudy Beach,” he whispered.

Her breath was warm on his face as she complied, and he touched her tongue with his and their saliva mingled together. He sucked on her tongue and then rudely pushed his into her mouth, grabbing the back of her head to hold her in place. After a long, heavenly, moment, he released her, and licked his lips in delight.

“Ugh!” Trudy said.

Hank couldn’t see her through his steamed-up lenses, but he guessed she hadn’t derived the same pleasure from their sensual kiss. Too bad. Maybe she would get used to it in time.

“N-Now will you let me go?” Trudy panted, avoiding his eyes.

Hank unlocked her cuffs and she immediately covered her breasts. Then she stood and rubbed her wrists. She started toward the trap door, then turned to him, eyes blazing. “Are we finally done now?”

“Sure we are—until next time.”

Trudy blinked at him. “Next time?”

“Absolutely,” Hank said. “You didn’t think you were going to get away from me that easily, did you?”

Trudy shook her head. “I’m not doing this with you ever again! You’ve had your fun, and you’ve got your pictures.”

“Yep, and now I’ve also got a video of you French kissing me. Just how do you think your fiancé will react to that?”




Chapter Seven

Trudy, keep still will you? You’re all fidgety today!”

“Sorry, Meena.”

Trudy examined her face in the mirror while Meena brushed her hair. Trudy guessed she still looked the same as before, even if the traumatic events of the past couple of weeks had irrevocably altered her on the inside. She had done a good job of hiding her uneasiness when she had arrived at the Ninth Street Studio, but she was still having trouble concentrating.

Unbidden images of that horrible, forced photo session with disgusting old Hank still continued to flash into her mind, even though a week had now passed. Before fleeing his little guest house, she had been unable to refuse his invitation to view the video of their long kiss goodbye—she had needed to be sure he wasn’t bluffing. Afterward she had wished she hadn’t watched it, and now she couldn’t shake it from her thoughts. Not only did the footage make it appear as though she had voluntarily kissed the old pervert, but it also gave the distinct impression that she had enjoyed the experience too! If Trudy should ever decide to come clean with Eric about all of this, he might possibly forgive her for the bondage pictures if he believed that they were taken under duress—but her French kiss with the family maintenance man? That might as well be the kiss of death as far as Trudy’s future marriage was concerned!

Now, safely in the heart of downtown Brooklyn, she shuddered at the soul crushing memory, and Meena had to move away again with an exasperated sigh. Trudy gave her an apologetic look and relaxed her shoulders—she had to stay focused on the job, no matter what.

Trying to loosen up, she returned her attention to her appearance. Meena had already finished her usual professional makeup job, and beneath her styling cape, Trudy was wearing the first outfit of the shoot, a short, powder blue, satin chemise. When Anastasia had told her this was to be a lingerie shoot, Trudy had nearly balked, but after a little soul searching she had decided that she was damned if she was going to let those blackmailing bastards affect her career—she was better than that and better than them!

“Katy, can you please hand me that styling brush?” Meena said to her assistant, a freckle faced teenager who might have had the makings of a model herself if she could ever do something about her weight. Katy handed Meena the brush and then fussed around with the cape to make sure Trudy was comfortable.

“Don’t crowd!” Meena said as she made the finishing touches to Trudy’s hair. Then she stood back with a flourish. “There! You look spectacular, as always, Trudy my sweet!”

“Trudy looks wonderful even without your makeup,” Katy laughed.

“Hey! I didn’t ask for your opinion, wiseass!” Meena smiled.

Trudy stiffened and swiveled in her chair. “What did you just say?”

Startled, Meena stepped back. “I—”

“How dare you?” Trudy jumped out of her chair. “I am not a wiseass! You have no right to call me that!”

“Trudy, I didn’t!” Meena said. “I was joking with Katy! It was nothing, really!”

Trudy blinked and stared at the two alarmed stylists. For a second she had been mentally transported back to Hank’s stuffy attic studio, gagged and cuffed, and with the insulting word scrawled across her belly. It had taken two days for her to completely scrub it off.

“I-I’m sorry, Meena,” Trudy said. “I misheard what you said. Please forgive me.”

Meena and Katy exchanged glances.

“That’s alright,” Meena said. “Are you okay?”

“Yes, I’m fine,” Trudy said, disturbed by her irrational reaction.

The awkward silence was interrupted by a knock on the door and Anastasia poked her head inside.

“All set? They’re ready for you.”

***

Apart from the fact that she would be modeling lingerie today, there was another reason why Trudy had come close to dodging this assignment—the Ninth Street Studio was where she had first met and been seduced by Mitch. In fact he had been her photographer that day, and if his long hair and boyish good looks hadn’t been enough, the way he had helped her overcome her inexperience and nerves had gone a long way toward helping her to launch her career. Even though he had since revealed himself to be a pathetic loser, she would always be grateful to Mitch for that—which was why she had been there for him after his addictions had spiraled out of control.

Now Trudy followed Anastasia into the brick-walled studio and the memories came flooding back. She wondered what her life might have been like if Mitch had lived up to his early promise. There was no doubt that she had truly loved him for a while, much more so than she did Eric. God knew, she had given Mitch plenty of chances, but despite his assurances, instead of improving, his gambling, alcohol and drug problems had gotten steadily worse. Anyway, he was in her past now—with the exception of that nightmarish episode in the King’s Tavern—and she had no intention of letting him back into her life again.

Anastasia said, “Trudy, let me introduce you to Mr. John Searles, the owner of Chichi Gal Boutiques. Mr. Searles requested you personally for this assignment.”

“Really?” Trudy said, reluctantly accepting Searles’ limp handshake. She had met many of his type before in this business—balding and overweight, his piggy eyes shining with excited anticipation.

“Oh yes, I can assure you that I discarded dozens of Anastasia’s models before I saw your resume,” Searles said breathlessly. “But then I knew straight away that you were going to be our summer lingerie girl.”

I’ll bet you did, Trudy thought as she subtly disengaged her hand from his. Trudy was quite used to being ogled and she normally handled it quite smoothly, but her recent ordeals with Vincent and Hank had shaken her confidence and she actually felt herself blushing under Searles’ probing gaze.

“Well, you’ve chosen the right model,” Anastasia said. “Trudy is one of our rising stars and your garments are going to look absolutely stunning on her.”

“I don’t doubt that at all,” Searles grinned.

“Well, we should get to work,” Anastasia said. “Will you be staying for the entire shoot, Mr. Searles?”

“Wouldn’t miss it for the world!” Searles said with a wink.

As Anastasia led Trudy over to the set, she whispered, “Dirty old man. I bet his wife is a wildebeest!”

Trudy forced a smile but she was feeling increasingly unsettled as the horrible non-consensual shoot with Hank kept forcing itself back into her mind. She stepped up onto the set and Flip, the studio assistant, held his light meter up to her face. Trudy slipped off her robe and handed it to Katy as the photographer, a camp, cocoa-skinned boy called Lewis, peered through his camera at her. She was glad it was Lewis—they had worked together before and he had always made her feel at ease.

Lewis fired off a few test shots and instructed Flip to adjust the lights to his specifications. Trudy spotted Searles settling into a chair at the back, and she found herself wishing he would leave.

Come on girl, she thought. You’re a pro. Time to get back on the horse.

“So, how are you doing, honey?” Lewis said in his usual soothing tones.

“All good, Lewis,” Trudy said.

“I hear you’re getting married.”

“Just engaged for the moment. How’s your love life these days?”

“Please. Don’t even ask,” Lewis grimaced. “I’m done with one-night stands. I need to find myself a nice, rich husband like Eric! Okay, Flip, let’s get some sound going in here.”

Flip played with his iPad, and as the studio filled with sensual music, Lewis began to work his magic behind the camera and Trudy eased herself into the job. Following Lewis’ fluid instructions, she struck her poses with practiced ease and the painful memories from Hank’s attic began to recede.

The morning session went well, far better than Trudy had expected. After several costume changes, Lewis called for a time-out. Trudy put on her robe and headed to the buffet table—for the first time in two weeks, she had something of an appetite.

As she loaded her plate, Anastasia sidled up to her. “It’s going very well! Mr. Searles is delighted—I think he likes you!”

Trudy bit into an asparagus tip and rolled her eyes.

“Seriously,” Anastasia said, “Chichi Gal is potentially a highly lucrative account. Keep up the good work and this can only be good for your career.”

“Meaning what?” Trudy said.

“Meaning, keep the pathetic old fart happy. He’s living out his adolescent fantasies watching you work. The more fun he has, the more money we can get out of his company.”

A sudden image of filthy old Hank flashed into Trudy’s head and she shuddered.

“Are you saying you want me to flirt with him?”

“Come on Trudy, you’ve done this before. Just be nice. Searles is harmless enough. He just wants to dream a little—so let him go home to his fat wife dreaming about you. Think of the money, my darling!”

Trudy sighed and poured herself an orange juice. She knew Anastasia was right. Business was business, and Trudy was the Martin Agency poster girl right now. She had indeed batted her eyelashes at wealthy, lecherous clients before, but now the whole game seemed a little different—Hank had made her feel dirty.

“Okay,” she said. “I’ll give him his jollies for today—but I’m definitely not taking one for the team!”

Anastasia chuckled. “You know that’s not what I meant!”

“Just so we’re clear,” Trudy said.

Anastasia looked at her. “Is everything okay? You don’t seem your normal self today.”

Trudy shrugged. “Sure.”

“All still good with Eric?”

“Yeah. Why not?”

“Just asking. You know how I feel about your engagement. You’re too young. I need you to be focused on your work, Trudy.”

For a fleeting moment, Trudy had this insane urge to tell Anastasia everything that had happened, but the feeling passed and instead Trudy said, “Do you recall that this is the same studio where I first met Mitch?”

“That waste of space!” Anastasia snarled. “Is he still working?”

“I think he gets the odd freelance job,” Trudy said.

Anastasia looked at her closely. “You’re not still in contact with him, I hope?”

Trudy stared into her orange juice. “No.”

“Okay,” Anastasia said slowly. “Well that’s good to know.”

She put her hand on Trudy’s shoulder. “Understand this Trudy, men will always bring you down in the long run. You have to think about yourself first.”

“I do, and I do.”

“Good. Just remember that I am here for you—not just as your boss, but as a friend.”

“Okay. Thanks.”

Anastasia gave Trudy’s shoulder a squeeze. “You’re welcome. Now heads up, Searles is coming over. Remember—be nice.”

Trudy put on her professional smile and turned around. Anastasia was gone and Searles was standing before her, his wet tongue flickering over his lower lip.

“Miss Beach—may I call you Trudy?”

“Of course, Mr. Searles.”

“Then please call me John. I just wanted to let you know how pleased I am with the shoot so far.”

“Well—thank you.”

“I mean, you are obviously a very beautiful young woman, and you don’t need me to tell you that, but I spotted a certain something in your photo gallery, and well, I am seeing that same thing in real life here today, if that makes any sense.”

“I think so,” Trudy said.

“You are a very special girl, Trudy,” Searles said awkwardly. “What I mean to say is, I truly believe that the board of Chichi Gal Boutiques will be very happy with this campaign.”

“I’m glad to hear that,” Trudy said. “I always try to do my best.”

“I don’t think you even have to try,” Searles said. “You were born with it—a kind of magnetism.”

Across the studio, Lewis called out, “Ten minutes, guys!”

Trudy said, “I have to go change my outfit—”

“Yeah, look,” Searles said. “I’m not sure if I’m breaking protocol here, but I was wondering if you would be interested in undertaking some private work for me?”

“Private?”

“Don’t worry, it’s nothing sinister. But I would definitely make it worth your while.”

Trudy looked over at Anastasia who was chatting to Lewis.

“That might be a little tricky, Mr. Searles—”

“John.”

“Right. John. You see I am bound by an exclusive contract with the Martin Agency, and any freelance work would constitute a conflict of interest.”

“I understand that,” Searles said. “But what if I were to have a word with Anastasia first? Would you be interested?”

“Well, that would depend on what kind of work you had in mind,” Trudy said.

“Trudy, you need to get changed!” Lewis yelled.

Searles handed Trudy an embossed business card. “I was thinking we could discuss that over lunch.”

As Trudy accepted the card, her phone beeped. Grateful for the interruption, she said, “Excuse me, Mr. Searles, I really do have to go change now.”

“Of course,” Searles said. “Please call me.”

Trudy nodded and as she headed for the dressing room she looked at her phone and her heart skipped a beat. Before allowing Trudy to leave his attic the previous week, Hank had made sure to enter his contact number into her phone. Even as she had asked him why, Trudy has known the answer—that humiliating bondage shoot was not going to be a one-off event. She had protested of course, but deep down she already understood that for as long as she wanted him to keep those damning photographs off the internet, she had no choice.

Now, after nearly a week, he had made contact: Hello, wiseass. Are you ready for another photo session? I have bought some new toys for you. Let me know when you are free. The attic. No later than Sunday—or else we go public.

Trudy entered the dressing room and slumped into the chair. She thought a moment and then typed: Friday afternoon. Two.

She waited to see if there were to be any further instructions, but all Hank sent her was a thumbs up emoji. Trudy stared glumly at her reflection—this whole arrangement was already feeling way too familiar.

Meena and Katy came laughing into the dressing room, saw the dejected look on Trudy’s face, and fell silent.

“What’s funny?” Trudy said as lightly as she could manage.

“Oh, nothing,” Meena said as she began touching up Trudy’s makeup.

“Come on, I could do with cheering up,” Trudy said.

Meena glanced at Katy, who tittered and went over to the clothes rack.

“Okay, so the client, Mr. Searles?” Meena grinned.

“Yeah, what about him?” Trudy said.

Meena started to giggle. “I’m sorry, I can’t!”

“What?” Trudy said impatiently.

“Katy saw it first,” Meena giggled. “Ask her.”

Katy sifted through the racks of lingerie, and said, “So I was watching him watching you during the shoot and I noticed that he was—excited.”

“Excited?”

“You know,” Meena said, putting her hand to her mouth. “Aroused.”

Katy came back over with a set of red underwear in her hands. “He had a huge boner! You couldn’t miss it!”

“That’s disgusting!” Trudy said, but her eyes were already fixed upon the red underwear.

“What is that?” she said.

“This? It’s the next outfit,” Katy said.

“You’re not serious?”

“Um, yah,” Katy glanced at her tablet on the counter. “It’s on the list.”

Trudy took the hanger and held it up against the lights. Although scanty, the sexy lace outfit wasn’t anywhere near as revealing as the micro-bikini Hank had forced her to wear—but it was exactly the same color.

“It’s red,” Trudy commented.

Meena looked at Katy, who shrugged.

“Is that a problem?” Meena asked.

Red!

Trudy had a sudden mental image of herself up in Hank’s attic studio, handcuffed to the metal stool, her teeth clamped around the rubber bit, her bare breasts poking out of the tiny bikini top, and her legs spread, displaying the small vee of red fabric barely covering her crotch.

She shook the awful image out of her head, and said, “Um, no. I was expecting a different costume, that’s all. Sorry. My fault.”

As Trudy pulled back the curtain to the changing room, Katy held up a pair of shiny red pumps. “Don’t forget these—it’s a matching set.”

Trudy gave her a thin smile, took the shoes, and pulled the curtain back across. She gave herself a long look in the mirror and then quickly changed into the red bra and panties. After pulling the red stockings up her long legs, she stepped into the four-inch heels and then said to herself, “This is all cool, Trudy Beach—it’s just work. Nothing more.”

She slipped into her robe, took a deep breath, and went back out to the studio. Meena was talking quietly to Anastasia and they both stopped and looked at Trudy as she stepped up onto the stage. Flip took some light readings as Katy took Trudy’s robe, and Lewis said, “So now we go super sexy, Trudy! Do what you do best!”

At this point in time, Trudy felt anything but sexy in her red underwear under the bright lights. She had done this kind of work dozens of times before and it had never remotely bothered her, but since the ordeal in Hank’s attic, clearly something had shifted emotionally within her.

Lewis got back to work, moving around now with the camera in hand, giving Trudy his calm words of encouragement. Trudy did her best to get into the flow, aware that if she didn’t get herself under control, her entire modeling future was at risk. She just needed to mentally isolate herself from that sordid session in Hank’s attic studio and make it through the rest of the shoot.

After a moment, Lewis lowered his camera. “What’s up, honey? You’re all stiff. And what’s with that awful grimace on your face?”

“I-I’m sorry,” Trudy said. “Can someone get me some water?”

Anastasia had risen from her seat. “Are you feeling ill, Trudy? Do you need a doctor?”

Katy brought over a bottle of Perrier, and Trudy drank it all down.

“No, I’m okay,” she said. “I was feeling a little lightheaded.”

Lewis looked at Anastasia who shrugged. “If you’re sure you want to continue—”

“Yes, really,” Trudy said. “Let’s finish this.”

“Well okay then,” Lewis said. “Studio time is ticking—so whenever you’re ready.”

The last time Trudy had felt as self-conscious as this in front of a camera had been right here at the Ninth Street Studio in front of Mitch. Now she drew on all the reserves of her imagination and tried to pretend that Mitch was behind the camera again today. Not the washed-up junkie who had recently managed to screw up her life, but the cheeky, funny, cool Mitch who had once saved her fledgling career. Gradually she began to loosen up and find her rhythm again.

“That’s better!” Lewis said. “That’s the Trudy we know and love—now can you do me a favor and open your mouth a little? Give me a little tongue!”

Open your pretty little mouth, Trudy Beach!

Trudy froze and blinked into the lights. Hank? Was he here? She looked frantically around the studio, searching out that bulky frame, the thick lens tortoiseshell glasses, the lecherous grin. Anastasia was on her feet now, a worried frown on her face, and behind her, Searles, climbing up on to the stage, his arms outstretched.

“Don’t touch me!” Trudy screamed, and stumbled back as Searles put his hand on her shoulder.

As her knees gave way, Trudy was suddenly at eye level with his crotch, and there, inches from her face, was the telltale bulge of his disgusting erection. With a terrified wail, Trudy felt her bladder give way, the warmth and wetness seeping out of her crotch, the splattering sound between her feet, and then she fell back onto her ass, straight into the spreading pool of her own urine on the stage floor!




Chapter Eight

“Hello?”

Trudy stood in front of the open door and peered into the gloomy hallway. She checked her watch and waited. It was almost two—the time she herself had set. Should she just go inside? Was he waiting for her up in the attic? Not for the first time, she thought about leaving, but what would be the point of backing out now? Surely that ship had already sailed a week ago.

“Hello? Hank? Are you there?”

No answer. The sound of his first name leaving her lips sounded way too personal after her harrowing experience here last time out. She wavered on the porch, dreading what may be waiting for her upstairs, yet knowing she had no choice but to proceed. There were no excuses—her afternoon schedule was clear. Anastasia had insisted Trudy take a week off after her humiliating panic attack at the studio, and Eric had been chilled about her taking a rain check on their lunch date—in fact, he had been unusually obliging about it. Normally if Trudy had a change of plan, he would bombard her with questions about what she was doing and where she was going—today he simply said okay, and that he would see her in the evening. His unexpected lack of concern kind of bothered her.

With new question marks hanging above both her career and her relationship, Trudy took a tentative step over the threshold. Whatever else might be going on in her life, she absolutely had to deal with this blackmail situation right now—giving Hank a reason to leak those potentially catastrophic pictures was simply not an option.

She walked cautiously down the hallway and then climbed up the creaky stairs. The light was on in the attic, and as she poked her head through the ceiling trap door, Trudy drew a sharp breath. There was new and ominous looking furniture up here now—a plain wooden table with metal rings in the corners, a long bench with four circular holes cut in it, a straight-backed metal chair with no seat, and a bewildering construction consisting of a wooden pillar with a crossbeam. Not the kind of furnishings you would expect to see in an ordinary studio!

“You’re late,” Hank said, without turning around. He was putting the finishing touches to a large wall mirror that faced the studio set, but Trudy’s attention had now shifted from the fixtures and fittings to Hank’s attire—or rather the lack of it. Instead of his customary slacks and pressed shirt, Hank was wearing a pair of black spandex shorts—and nothing else!

From her floor level position, Trudy found herself staring at his large, bare feet. She had never really thought about his body before, the skin and muscle he was hiding under his old man’s clothes, but now she had no choice but to look. His broad back was covered in hair, his legs were thick and sturdy, his biceps large and tensed as he tightened the last of the screws.

“There, finished,” Hank said, turning to face her, and Trudy’s eyes were instantly drawn to the enormous bump in his shorts beneath his round belly.

Dear God! He’s packing something huge down there!

“Are you planning on standing down there all afternoon?” Hank said.

Averting her eyes, Trudy said, “W-Why are you dressed like that?”

“This? Well, as you are going to be modeling some skimpy little numbers for me today, I thought it might make you feel a little more at ease, if I wasn’t fully dressed either.”

“Actually, I would prefer it if you had more clothes on,” Trudy said.

“Oh yeah? Does this frighten you?” Hank said as he grabbed his crotch. “I saw that your old ex-boyfriend Mitch didn’t have much to offer you. How about Eric? What’s he holding? Four inches? Five?”

To her chagrin, Trudy found herself blushing. She hadn’t known exactly what to expect today, but she certainly hadn’t been prepared for this much elderly male flesh on display! Hank might have been old and ugly, but there was a lot of him—in every sense!

She said, “If you won’t put on more appropriate clothing, then I won’t—”

“You won’t what?” Hank said. “Have you forgotten the terms of our agreement already? You don’t get to choose anything, Trudy Beach. Now get your cute little butt up here so we can get to work!”

Hank came over and held out his hand, and determined to avoid another accidental glance at his tackle, she looked straight up into his eyes as she reluctantly took his hand. Unfortunately, he pulled her up into the attic with such strength that she stumbled and fell to her knees—leaving her face just inches from his protuberant manhood.

Jesus Christ! That cannot be real! Surely the old bastard has stuffed some socks down there!

Hank dismissively dropped her hand and went over to a stack of packing boxes. As he began to cut away the cellophane, he said, “I’ve bought a whole bunch of stuff for you to try out today—I think you’ll like it!”

Heart pounding, Trudy got to her feet and took a nervous step toward him. As repugnant as she found this old man, she was inexplicably consumed by an urgent need to see what he was unpacking there. After her perverted ordeal in this very room last week, she had an inkling of what to expect, yet her mind still refused to accept that he was going to put her through the same trauma again today.

“What kind of stuff?” she said timidly.

“Slow down, eager beaver!” Hank chuckled. “We have all afternoon to play together—but before that, I want my kiss.”

“Your what?”

“My kiss, remember? That lovely wet tongue job you gave me last time? I want you to get into the habit of it. First thing you do is give Uncle Hank a big sloppy kiss before you undress.”

“Undress?”

“Yeah. I told you I have a new range of costumes for you to try on. No point in you dashing off down to the bathroom every time you need to change, is there?”

“You want me change up here—in front of you?”

“Why not? I’ve already seen you naked, so there’s no need to be shy.”

As much as she would have liked to, Trudy couldn’t deny that fact. He’d had plenty of time to examine her naked body at his leisure when he had sneaked into room number nine at the King’s Tavern. But Trudy had been drugged and unconscious then, and apart from the damning pictures, she had no recall of it—having to remove her clothes in front of him now would be an altogether different prospect!

“It honestly wouldn’t be a problem for me to change downstairs—I’ll be real quick!” she said hopefully.

“Come on, Trudy,” Hank said. “I thought you were a pro? Oh well, I guess I’ll just have to explain it to you step by step.”

He’s going to explain to me how to get undressed? Is this guy completely insane?

“So first, you need to pull down your jeans,” Hank continued.

Trudy’s mouth went dry. “What? Here? Now? I can’t do that—”

Hank looked at her and shook his head slowly. “In that case, I’ll just have to show you how.”

“No!” Trudy covered her crotch with her hands. “Alright, I can do it myself!”

“Uh-uh, you had your chance,” Hank grinned. “Now put your hands up behind your head.”

“Please don’t do this!” Trudy whimpered.

“If you don’t stop arguing, I’ll put you over my knee!” Hank said.

Trudy wasn’t sure if he was serious, but she had no intention of finding out. Feeling extremely foolish, she reluctantly raised her arms and placed her hands behind her head. Hank nodded approvingly and crouched down in front of her. It took every ounce of Trudy’s willpower not to lower her hands again as Hank popped the button of her jeans. When she heard the zipper sliding down, her cheeks burned and she stared up at the ceiling. Then she felt his big hands on her hips and her whole body tensed as he grabbed the waistband and tugged her jeans over her thighs and all the way down to her ankles.

“Pink panties!” Hank commented from below. “How cute!”

Trudy’s cheeks burned brighter as she bit down on her lower lip. This old retard was actually making her feel like a silly child, incapable of the simple task of pulling down her own jeans!

Now she felt Hank’s breath on her stomach, and for a terrifying moment she thought he was going to take her panties down as well! To her relief, he left her underwear alone and stood up again, his nose an inch from hers.

“There, that wasn’t so difficult, was it?” he said. “Now let’s see if you can do something else—I want you to open your mouth and stick out your tongue.”

“W-Why?”

“Because I told you to,” Hank said simply. “Either that, or you can leave right now—do we really have to go down this road every time?”

As much as she despised him for it, Trudy knew he was right. Having come this far, what was the point of resisting him? They both knew that as long as she remained here, she would eventually do whatever he told her to—and she didn’t even want to think about where that might lead.

Unable to fully process that she was actually doing this, Trudy parted her lips and poked out her tongue.

Sweet Jesus! Whatever would Charlotte and Fan Fan say if they were to ever witness this—the amazing Trudy Beach standing with her hands behind her head and her pants around her ankles, offering her tongue to mad old Hank the maintenance guy!

That cringeworthy thought made her wonder if that was ever likely to be a possibility and as Hank leaned in, she withdrew her tongue and looked over at the camera on the tripod.

“Oh yes,” Hank said, reading her mind. “Everything that happens in this studio gets recorded forever.”

He nodded upward and Trudy looked up in dismay at a ceiling camera pointing right at them!

“State of the art,” Hank said. “High resolution color with motion tracking! Nowhere for you to hide in here now!”

It dawned upon Trudy at that moment, that with all the investment Hank was making up here, he wasn’t planning on letting her off the hook any time soon. And with every one of her visits, he would be dragging her deeper into his depraved world!

“Now show me that pretty little tongue again,” Hank said. “And this time put it all the way out—pretend you are licking a popsicle!”

Feeling defiled beyond words, Trudy closed her eyes and did as she was told. When the tip of his tongue made contact with hers, she flinched but managed to keep it out there. As Hank pushed his tongue deeper into her mouth, Trudy fought back the urge to gag, desperately hoping he would get this over with quickly. But of course, old Hank took his time, exploring the insides of her cheeks, tracing along her teeth, and making sure copious amounts of his saliva became mixed with hers. After what felt like an eternity, he finally withdrew his invading tongue.

“Did you like that?” Hank said as he smacked his lips.

“No, it was disgusting!” Trudy moaned, trying not to swallow. “When was the last time you visited a dentist?”

Behind his glasses, Hank’s eyes hardened. “Ever the smartass aren’t you, Trudy Beach? Well, if you can’t be nice, then I guess it’s time to silence that clever mouth of yours again.”

As Hank rummaged through the packing cases, Trudy glanced up at the ceiling camera and then quietly spat his saliva out of her mouth—a small act of defiance, but that was all she had right now. She looked down at the trap door. It remained unlocked and open, as did the front door downstairs. There was physically nothing to stop her from leaving, but still she remained where she was with her jeans bunched around her ankles and her hands locked together behind her head. She wasn’t going anywhere for the time being—and they both knew it.

Hank returned with a leather head harness similar to the one he had made Trudy wear the previous week, except in place of the rubber bit was a metal ring gag, and the straps were all dotted with shiny metal studs!

Trudy stared at the repulsive contraption and said, “C-Can I wear the other one from last week?”

“Oh, you’ll get to wear that again, but there is so much more for you to try out,” Hank said. “And with this one, you get to keep your big mouth open—and it will be big!”




Chapter Nine

“Open wide,” Hank said.

With her cheeks flushed with embarrassment, his beautiful victim once again parted her lips for him. He wondered if she had an inkling yet that this was all a precursor to the next and far more intimate stage of their budding relationship. He lined the metal ring up to her mouth but it bumped against her teeth.

“You’re gonna have to open up wider than that,” Hank said. “I’m sure your mouth is big enough to take it!”

He watched with great pleasure as she stretched her jaws, and then he carefully positioned it. The ring was three inches across but she did manage to accommodate it—although evidently with a little discomfort! When the ring was flush against her lips, he fastened the straps around her head and then peered into her gaping mouth.

“Not a single filling!” he said. “I’m impressed!”

“Ah!” was all Trudy could say in reply, as a trickle of saliva rolled down her chin.

“Excuse me? I didn’t catch that!” Hank chuckled. “Anyways, I’m feeling a little underdressed between the two of us, so I’m getting you out of your clothes now.”

Trudy’s eyes grew wide and she shook her head.

“What’s that?” Hank said. “You don’t want me to undress you? But you already told me you can’t do it yourself, remember? Now don’t be difficult or I will have to spank you this time—and don’t forget that everything in this room is being recorded.”

He crouched down at her feet and said, “Lift up so I can get your sneakers off.”

To his pleasant surprise, Trudy raised her right foot without any further fuss. Hank tore open the Velcro strap, pried the shoe off her foot, and then casually tossed it through the open trap door. Trudy’s bare thighs twitched as her sneaker landed with a dull thump while Hank tapped her left foot. She obediently raised it and he removed her other sneaker and then flung it downstairs with the first.

As Hank gazed fondly at the gray ankle socks on her small feet, he felt a dampness on the top of his head. He looked up and saw a long line of drool hanging from Trudy’s open mouth.

“Let’s get these jeans off you before you soak them!” he laughed.

He tapped her right calf and she jerked before raising her foot again. After some tugging and pulling, he got them over her foot, and then they repeated the process with her other leg, and after they were completely free, Hank sent them sailing down through the trap door.

He stood up. Now Trudy was wearing just a yellow shirt, bra, panties and ankle socks—and of course, the ridiculous ring gag and harness. She watched him nervously, her chest rising and falling, and Hank’s erection got a little harder.

“What next? Panties?”

Trudy’s brow furrowed as she gurgled in protest.

Hank nonchalantly looked her up and down. “Okay, I think we’ll keep the socks for now. They look cute on you. So I guess the shirt goes next—arms up!”

As Trudy duly raised her arms, Hank noticed that her fingers were trembling—he liked that! He took hold of the hem of her shirt and yanked it up over her head where it snagged on the studded head harness—so he took the opportunity to survey her undulating breasts and flat belly. Damn, this girl was built! Lean and willowy, but with just the right amount of dips and curves!

After a moment Trudy whimpered, so Hank worked her top over her head and then up and off her arms. Then he balled it up and pitched it through the hole. Trudy remained still with her arms raised, and Hank stared a moment at her smoothly shaved armpits before wiping her dribble from the ring gag with his thumb.

“Put your arms down and turn around,” he said hoarsely.

When she had her back to him, he fiddled with her bra clasp. He had never been any good with these, and his ineptitude brought back bad memories from school and he started to feel the anger rising. Dammit! How could these stupid things be so hard to undo? Even in servitude, this hot bitch was managing to make a fool out of him!

But then Trudy unexpectedly reached behind, unhooked her bra, and shrugged it off her shoulders. Hank watched it drop to the floor and he gulped, his hard-on just an inch from her ass. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her panties and then dropped into a crouch, bringing her underwear down with him. Without any prompting, Trudy raised her feet in turn, allowing him to free her panties. Her compliance had taken him by surprise, and although it confirmed his authority in this room, he found it a little deflating—most of his pleasure actually came from her resistance.

Still on his haunches, he gazed at her perfect little butt and pressed her panties to his nose, inhaling her feminine fragrance. She must have heard what he was doing but she remained stock still, now naked except for her socks and the head harness. Hank stood up, kicked her bra down the hole, and after a moment’s consideration, stuffed her panties down the front of his spandex shorts before returning to the packing cases.

During the week, he had spent several enjoyable hours shopping online for the outfits, sex toys, and other paraphernalia that he intended for Trudy to model for him. Unfortunately, the delivery had only arrived that morning, so he had to sort through the various boxes until he found the outfit he was looking for. He came up close behind Trudy, and her shoulders stiffened when he held the costume up in front of her face.

“Put it on.”

She took the costume without protest, so Hank went back to his boxes and sifted through until he found the next prop on today’s list—if this dirty sex toy didn’t get her complaining again, he would be shocked. When he turned around, Trudy was already dressed, but still with her back to him.

Hank said, “Go stand in front of the camera so I can take a look at you.”

Trudy padded across the wooden floor in her stockinged feet, hesitated, and then positioned herself on the set facing the camera. Hank had positioned the wall mirror behind the camera, and now Trudy examined her reflection for a moment, before letting out a ululation of disapproval.

The cheerleader costume was simple enough, but Hank had guessed her size just right, and she looked absolutely fantastic in it. The bright red skirt was so short that it didn’t even cover the lower halves of her buttocks. Any sudden movement would surely expose her ass or cunt depending on which way Hank decide to position her. The white top was tight enough to leave the points of Trudy’s nipples plainly visible, and it stopped a couple of inches above her belly button, leaving her midriff bare.

But the revealing nature of the costume wasn’t the whole reason for the plaintive look in Trudy’s eyes. She had obviously read backward in the mirror the bold red lettering across her chest which spelled out the word cocksucker—and with her mouth forced into a wide open circle, she most certainly looked the part right now!

But Hank wasn’t quite done with her ensemble yet. With his hands behind his back, he approached his agitated model and said, “That’s right, Trudy Beach. A pretty young cheerleader’s mouth shouldn’t be used for gossiping, cracking wise, or embarrassing defenseless old men—this is what your big mouth was designed for!”

He held up a rubber penis and Trudy blinked at it in bewilderment before her eyes widened in horrified recognition and she backed off. Hank wasn’t surprised that it had startled her—the flesh colored phallus was eight-inches long—almost as big as Hank himself—with a bulbous cockhead on each end.

Trudy shook her head frantically, and Hank said, “Think about it, Trudy. You’ve already come so far. Do you really want to throw everything away now? It’s just us two here, after all.”

She glanced at the open trap door and then a single tear escaped from the corner of her eye. Hank nodded with satisfaction and placed the end of the rubber phallus against the ring gag.

“That’s a good girl—just remember to breathe through your nose!”

He slowly pushed the phallus through the ring into Trudy’s mouth—it was a snug fit, with just enough elasticity in the silicone rubber to allow the bulbous glans to squeeze through. Perfect. That would ensure it stayed in place should Trudy decide to try pushing it back out with her tongue. When it touched the back of her throat, Trudy gagged and her eyes began to water, so Hank eased the dildo back a tad and then stood to one side.

“Look at yourself in the mirror, Trudy Beach—you have a six-inch penis sticking out of your mouth! What do you think of that, sassy girl?”

“Ack!” Trudy replied, wiping her eyes.

“Just calm down and breath through your nostrils,” Hank said. “You’ll get used to it.”

Hank had been introduced to the noble art of gagging and restraining women as a young Marine in Okinawa. He had perfected his shibari skills only on willing prostitutes until he had lucked out with Abby the receptionist—she had been his only non-consensual blackmail victim to date. But the pleasure he had derived from humiliating a forty-year old mother of two would pale into insignificance compared to the heady delights he had planned for Trudy!

He watched her nostrils flaring for a few seconds, and satisfied that she wouldn’t suffocate, he went over to the boxes and located a pair of cheerleader pompoms. Trudy glared at him with moist eyes as she accepted the final feature of her demeaning ensemble.

Hank bent down and flicked a couple of switches on a console, and the set was suddenly illuminated by two wall mounted lights. He fiddled with the controls to adjust their brightness and then stepped back to assess his model.

“Key light and fill light, correct?” he said. “I’ve been doing a little online research about your line of work. I want these pictures to look good!”

***

Despite the crude lighting set up, Trudy could still see her reflection behind Hank as he snapped away. Clearly the positioning of the wall mirror had been calculated to maximize her humiliation by making it impossible for her to avoid her comically absurd appearance.

At first Hank put her through a series of standard pin up style poses—innocent enough if she disregarded the obscene pink penis jutting out of her mouth! He made her bend over in profile and stick out her butt, then a few frontal shots, legs apart, chest thrust forward, arms raised, then up on her stockinged toes, and so on.

Then the poses became a little more risqué—up on one leg, knee raised high, then bending forward with her arms holding the pompoms out wide, and then kneeling with her thighs slightly parted, with only shadow hiding her uncovered crotch—and then came the bad stuff that she had been dreading from the start.

“Okay, that’s enough of the still shots,” Hank said. “Now it’s time for some action!”

Trudy looked up at the surveillance camera which had been tracking her every move anyway. What exactly did Hank mean by action? He attached his Nikon camera to the tripod and said, “So you said you were a cheerleader in school, right? I want you to show me your moves.”

Trudy stood very still and looked at him, her arms holding the pompoms limp by her sides. Never in her professional career had she been told to improvise—what was he expecting?

“Some cheerleader!” Hank snorted. “Okay, then I guess I’ll have to coach you. Let’s start with a few jumping jacks to warm up.”

Jumping jacks?

Trudy spluttered into the penis gag and shook her head.

“Dammit, Sandy! You’re taking all the fun out of this!”

Sandy? Who the hell is Sandy?

Hank rummaged through the boxes and then came toward her brandishing a leather paddle.

“This will be your final warning, young lady! Now get moving or so help me I will warm your ass!”

Even after all he had put her through, Trudy hadn’t really supposed that Hank would physically hurt her, but now she wasn’t so sure—and she wasn’t even wearing any underwear!

He slapped the paddle in the palm of his hand and took a menacing step closer. It was the lecherous look in his eyes that convinced her. This wasn’t about him being angry—he really wanted to punish her! Deep down Trudy had understood from the very beginning that Hank had set up these mock studio shoots purely for his own sexual gratification. Now her survival instincts told her that she needed to keep him behind that camera. He had already breached a personal barrier by forcing her to French kiss him, but if she let him put her across his knee and paddle her bare ass, her forced relationship with him would sink to an unacceptably intimate level. So if it was jumping jacks he wanted, then jumping jacks he would have. Before he could get any closer, Trudy raised her arms and gave a little hop off the ground.

Hank lowered the paddle and smirked at her. “You call that a jumping jack? You should have been in the Marines!”

And then, to Trudy’s amazement, the old guy proceeded to fire off a set of jumps that any teenager would have been proud of! As he sounded them off military style, Trudy’s eyes were drawn to the considerable lump in his spandex shorts, bouncing rudely beneath his pot belly!

He stopped after twenty, breathing harder, his hairy old body shining with perspiration. Trudy wasn’t sure if it was his musky odor or the close proximity of that obscene package in his shorts, but to her mortal shame she felt herself becoming a little wet between the legs!

“That is how I want it done!” Hank puffed. “Show me some energy!”

Trudy looked at the paddle and nodded meekly as Hank returned to his camera and pressed the touchscreen display.

“And—action!”

Trudy jumped, and in the mirror she saw her skirt fly up, flashing a glimpse of her exposed vulva. Hank wasn’t impressed.

“Higher, Sandy! Wave those pompoms! And get your legs out wider! That’s better! Keep it going!”

And on it went. Trudy jumped for all she was worth, her eyes fixated on her reflection, her skirt flipping up around her waist, her unfettered breasts bouncing wildly under her shirt, and the absurd rubber dildo jiggling in front of her face!

After a dozen jumps, Trudy’s lungs were burning. She was by no means out of shape, but unable to breathe through her mouth, she was rapidly building up an oxygen debt. She managed three more before she had no choice but to take a break. She wobbled on tired legs and looked at herself in the mirror—her hair was bedraggled, her cheeks flushed, her nostrils flaring, and her breasts heaving. She was exhausted, humiliated, and she very much wanted to cry!

But Hank was unstoppable.

“Did I say you could rest?”

Trudy mewled and shook her head.

“So after all that I’ve said, you still choose to disobey me?”

“Ngh!”

What is wrong with this man? Can’t he see that I am beat?

“So why have you stopped jumping?” Hank said.

Trudy snorted through her nose and shook the pompoms in exasperation. How the hell did he except her to answer him with this vile rubber penis jammed in her mouth?”

“Okay, I’m going to give you a choice,” Hank said. “Either you keep at the jumping jacks—which may take all afternoon—or you take a spanking on your bare ass and then you can go home early. Your call. What’s it to be?”

What kind of a choice was that? There was no way she could endure another two or three hours of jumping jacks! But to suffer the pain and humiliation of a spanking? On camera? And she had to decide?

“Since you have temporarily lost the power of speech, I’ll make easy for you,” Hank said. “If you don’t want to keep on jumping all afternoon, turn around now and bend over for your paddling.”

Trudy continued to stare at him in disbelief.

He actually wants me to ask him for a spanking?

“Please don’t test my patience anymore, Sandy,” Hank said. “I’m going to count to three, and if you haven’t made a move by then, I’ll have to assume you want to keep practicing the jumping jacks. One, two—”

Sandy again? Is this guy on something?

Feeling slightly dazed by this unreal scenario, Trudy turned her back to him and then bent forward at the waist, the foil pompoms whispering as they touched the wooden floor. She could feel that the skirt had ridden up to expose her bare buttocks to Hank—as well as both cameras!

“A wise choice,” Hank said. “You’ll be getting out of here early today—but I need you to spread your legs wider.”

Huh? Is he serious?

A sudden, stinging pain across her ass told her he was.

“Ungh!”

“The more you jerk me around, the longer you will have to stay down there,” Hank said.

With a bitter sob, Trudy shuffled her feet apart. There was no question now that she was giving him a perfect rear view of her most intimate parts—she could see it in the mirror through her legs!

Trudy braced herself, just wanting to get this over with, but a second later she wasn’t so keen.

Thwack!

Fire burned across her buttocks and she squealed through the penis gag.

Crack!

A second agonizing wave merged with the first and Trudy wiggled her bare behind.

Smack!

The fiery sensation was building to a crescendo!

Swoosh!

Trudy couldn’t take it anymore! She bucked and twisted at the waist and saw her red ass cheeks in the mirror between her open legs, and then she began to wail.

Slap!

Trudy’s knees buckled and she screamed into the gag as tears filled her eyes. Never in her life had she experienced such concentrated pain as this! Her sobbing was deep and uncontrollable now, her nasal breathing labored—and then, for the third time in two weeks, Trudy wet herself in front of the camera.




Chapter Ten

Something had changed. Not just with Trudy, but Eric too. It was barely noticeable, but it was hanging in the air between them. Trudy toyed with her pasta and wondered if it was time to tell Eric everything.

Despite her best efforts, he had evidently picked up on her negative vibes and was probably waiting for her to explain what was wrong, but she had reached a mental gridlock. If she allowed this atmosphere to develop into a rift then all of her sacrifices with Hank would have been in vain. On the other hand, she had no way of knowing how Eric would react if he saw the incriminating photos and videos. She might get away with the bondage shots if Eric accepted that they had been taken under duress—but the pictures of her naked in bed with Mitch while wearing her new engagement ring? And the images of her French kissing Hank, the Lyons Cottage maintenance man of all people? How could she possibly explain that away? No, for now she needed to keep all of that to herself.

“No appetite?” Eric said.

Trudy looked at him across the dining table. They were taking a late lunch at Upland before heading off to a fashion event at the The Roosevelt. This would be their first social outing together since the Schroeders’ barbecue, and although her experiences with Hank had damaged her self-assurance, Trudy was determined to stay in circulation.

“Sorry. Thinking about work,” Trudy smiled.

“And how is that going?” Eric said.

“Oh, hectic as always.”

Eric regarded her a moment before refilling their wine glasses. Trudy had not told him about her embarrassing little accident at the Ninth Street Studio of course, neither had she mentioned her enforced week off. As busy professionals, they both still kept their own apartments in the city, spending only occasional weekends together at the cottage as time permitted. Eric therefore had no way of knowing what Trudy’s daily movements were, but he still didn’t look convinced by her answer.

“You look tired,” he said. “Maybe you should ask Anastasia for a break.”

Trudy looked up sharply. “What makes you say that?”

“I know how hard she works you,” Eric said. “You’re her number one girl. But you have your whole career ahead of you. You need to pace yourself or you’ll burn out.”

“So says sixty hours a week, Mr. Wall Street!” Trudy chuckled.

“That’s different,” Eric smiled. “I’m just sitting on my ass all day! Seriously though, how many modeling sessions did you work this week?”

Trudy stared at her plate. “Uh, I’m not sure. Three, I think.”

“You think?” Eric said.

“No, I’m sure,” Trudy said. “I worked three jobs.”

Eric put down his fork and leaned in closer. “Trudy honey, is there anything troubling you?”

Trudy took a long drink of wine. “No. Why?”

“Well, I’ve noticed that you haven’t quite been yourself lately, and I hope now that we are engaged you would confide in me if you have any problems. If we’re one day going to be married, we can’t be keeping secrets from each other, can we?”

“I-I don’t have any secrets,” Trudy said.

Eric put his fingertips together and said, “Please don’t take this the wrong way, but I heard a whisper that you had an issue at work the other week.”

“A whisper? From who?”

Now it was Eric’s turn to look uncomfortable. “That’s not really important. The main thing is that you are honest with me.”

“Who did you speak to?” Trudy persisted. “Someone from the agency?”

“Look, it was a chance meeting.”

“Who was it?” Trudy repeated.

Eric drank some wine, and said, “A couple of days ago, I happened to bump into one of your colleagues and we got talking. Actually I got talking. I was concerned about you, so I suggested we have coffee.”

“Coffee.”

“That’s correct. I wanted to find out what was going on with you because I feel like recently you have been shutting me out.”

Trudy felt her temperature rising. “Eric, who did you have coffee with?”

Eric shifted in his seat.

“Charlotte.”

***

A tall ebony girl in impossibly high heels left the stage to polite applause, and on came Fan Fan, her cheeky eyes twinkling and her slender body draped in a stunning black and silver cocktail dress that contrasted with her flawless alabaster skin.

These fashion fundraisers were for the most part fun and informal, but this one had attracted a lot of interest within the industry, and nearly every table in the Palm Room was occupied. Ordinarily, Trudy would have been representing the Martin Agency, but Anastasia didn’t feel she was ready yet.

Trudy suspected there was more to it than that. Even though she hadn’t said as much, Anastasia had suffered a major loss of face after Trudy’s public spontaneous urination at the Ninth Street Studio, and worse, her contract with the advertising agency that handled the Chichi Gal Boutiques account was in the balance. Trudy knew she was to blame, and that was why Fan Fan was up on the stage this evening instead of her.

During the intermission, Anastasia went out for a smoke break, and after giving it a couple of beats, Trudy excused herself too, leaving Eric at their table with four Martin Agency beauties—he didn’t seem to mind.

Trudy found Anastasia outside gazing at the traffic. She looked like she wanted some alone time but Trudy really needed to talk privately.

“Hey,” she said. “How’s it going?”

Anastasia glanced up and drew on her cigarette.

“Good. Fan Fan’s doing a great job out there—we need all the good exposure we can get right now.”

Trudy winced inwardly.

“So how is the Chichi Gal campaign coming along?” she asked cautiously.

Anastasia blew a cloud of smoke and Trudy watched it enshroud her boss’s head.

“Not good,” Anastasia said. “The advertising people are getting nervous. They’re concerned the client might pull out. The potential losses will be enormous if they do.”

Trudy tentatively touched Anastasia’s arm.

“I’m so sorry.”

Anastasia shrugged. “Shit happens.”

They watched the street in silence for a moment. Then Trudy said, “May I have one of those?”

“Seriously?”

“Why not?”

Anastasia lit a cigarette and handed it to her.

“The key person here is Searles, of course,” Anastasia said. “He has the final say.”

Trudy thought about that.

“Look, I know I screwed up, but why don’t you offer him a free replacement shoot with one of the other girls?”

“I already did that. I suggested Fan Fan or Charlotte—he wasn’t interested.”

“Why ever not?”

Anastasia gave her a cautious look. “Trudy, the shoot actually wasn’t the problem—it’s you he wants.”

“Jesus! Even after what happened?”

Anastasia raised her eyebrows and shrugged.

Trudy went silent again, then said, “So if he’s so keen on me, why haven’t you let me—?

“He wants a private session. Alone with you.”

Oh, shit!

“Really? And what did you tell him?”

Avoiding Trudy’s eyes, Anastasia said, “I told him—that it would be entirely up to you, Trudy.”

“What? You didn’t say no?”

Anastasia drew a deep breath. “I said that in this particular instance, I would have no objection to him entering into a private contract with one of my models.”

Trudy sucked on her cigarette and then stubbed it out in the sand bin.

“Alright, I get how important this is to you—to all of us. And I guess I am responsible, so I’ll do it.”

Now Anastasia looked her in the eyes. “Trudy please understand this—I am not asking you to do anything. I just said that I have no objection on this occasion.”

“I hear you,” Trudy said. “Did Searles give you any details about this private shoot?”

“He just said that it would be a private viewing of a potential new clothing line. If you choose to do this, you’ll need to work out the details with him yourself.”

“If I choose?”

“Yes, this is your choice, Trudy. It has to be your choice.”

“I’m not going to let him fuck me.”

“My God, Trudy! Please!”

Trudy snatched Anastasia’s cigarette from her fingers and took a long pull on it.

“Okay, I think I can handle Searles, but I want you to promise me one thing—if Eric should ever hear about this, you must tell him it was official agency work.”

“Why would Eric find out?” Anastasia said.

Trudy looked at her. “Somebody told him about what happened at Ninth Street.”

“What? Who?”

Trudy waited for more, then said, “He wouldn’t say.”

“But I made everybody at the studio swear to silence about it!” Anastasia said.

“Well, somebody talked, and now it’s out there,” said Trudy.

“Son of a bitch!” Anastasia said. “So help me, I’ll find out who it was. But look, it’s nothing but gossip, okay? I made sure Lewis wiped all of it from his camera.”

“Just remember, Eric cannot find out that I am working a private gig. I think he suspects I’m hiding something from him.”

“That’s insane!” Anastasia said. “You just got engaged! What could you possibly be hiding from him?”

***

The yellow cab pulled up outside a swanky looking apartment building on East Thirty Third Street. Trudy stood in front of the security camera and then the concierge buzzed her through. As she stepped into the elevator, Trudy wondered if she wasn’t making a big mistake here. For all she knew, Searles might have a bunch of cronies waiting up there, ready for a good time at Trudy’s expense!

So why was she here then? Bottom line—to salvage her career. Anastasia hadn’t said as much, but if Chichi Gal Boutiques decided to use another modeling agency, Trudy would be held accountable. She doubted she would lose her contract at the Martin Agency, but she was certain she would slip behind Charlotte and Fan Fan in the pecking order of the top three—and she had worked too hard to be going backward now.

Sure, this was a little risky, but if Trudy managed to keep Searles happy today, then she would surely be Anastasia’s favorite girl again. Besides, Trudy didn’t really believe anything bad was going to happen to her up there because she was certain that Searles had fallen for her. He wasn’t planning on hurting her—he wanted to seduce her!

Trudy was more than equipped to cope with his advances—and she was also prepared in case the silly old fool got carried away. She had her pepper spray in her purse, and if worse came to worst, she had Anastasia’s number on speed dial in her phone. She very much doubted it would come to that.

Trudy stepped out of the elevator into a plush, thickly carpeted passage. The ambient, automatic lighting followed her to the apartment number she had been given, and she pressed the bell. This was a far cry indeed from Hank’s modest guest house!

The door opened and Searles stood before her wearing striped cotton slacks, two tone foam slippers, and a silk satin robe that hung over his rotund belly.

Trudy couldn’t help herself. “Did I wake you?”

“No, no!” Searles said. “I’m so glad you’re here—I thought you might have changed your mind.”

Trudy followed him into a spacious living room, with tasteful and modern furniture and full-length windows along one side. Low music played from a state of the art sound system, and a bottle of wine and two glasses sat on a glass coffee table in front of a luxury leather chaise lounge sofa.

“Please sit,” Searles said.

“Um, isn’t this supposed to be a modeling session?” Trudy said.

“Yes, of course,” Searles said, patting the sofa beside him. “But we have all afternoon and I thought we could relax and get to know each other a little better first.”

His patter was so clumsy that Trudy found it difficult not to smile. She sat anyway, keeping a respectable distance between them.

“Wine?” Searles said.

Common sense told Trudy to refuse, but she thought a drink might be a good idea to calm herself down. She wasn’t exactly afraid, just unsure of what to expect.

“Yes, thank you.”

They clinked glasses and Trudy took a long swallow.

“Cabernet Sauvignon Toscana—to be savored,” Searles pointed out.

“Delicious!” Trudy said, finishing it off and holding out her glass. As Searles topped it up, Trudy looked around the sumptuous living room. There were no family photos or any kind of evidence that somebody might call this place home.

“Do you live here alone?” she said.

“Yes.”

“I thought you were married?”

Searles sipped his wine slowly.

“I am.”

“And what time are you expecting Mrs. Searles to come home?”

Shifting a little closer, Searles said, “Don’t worry, Trudy. Mrs. Searles lives at the family house in New Jersey. She has no idea that this place even exists.”

Trudy wasn’t sure if she was supposed to be relieved or not.

“I see.”

Searles went on, “I won’t lie to you, Trudy. I find you extremely attractive—but I guess you already knew that.”

“Do you also know that I am engaged to be married?”

“I do.”

“Mr. Searles—”

“John, please.”

“Okay. John. When we spoke on the phone you said that you want me to model a potential new line of clothing for you.”

“That is correct.”

“Good. Then I would like to establish some ground rules before we proceed.”

“Shoot.”

“Well, in fact there are only two. First off, as we agreed on the phone, there will be no photography. The purpose here is simply for you to decide how your garments will look—on me. Right?”

“Very much so.”

“Second—and this is very important—absolutely no touching. You don’t get to touch me at all, John. Are we clear on that?”

Trudy detected maybe the slightest hint of disappointment in Searles’ eyes, but he maintained his pleasant demeanor.

“I’m fine with that,” he said. “But now here is my side of the deal. During this viewing, you will wear any costume that I choose—and you will pose in any way that I see fit, and that means exactly how I require it, without question. Are we clear on that, Trudy?”

For a chilling moment, Trudy almost thought she heard Hank talking to her! She should have guessed that this wasn’t all going to be plain sailing. However, if she started negotiating with Searles now, she had to remember that he had the power to cancel the advertising contract with the Martin Agency—and she would have achieved nothing.

Trudy took a breath.

“No photos?”

“None.”

“No touching?”

“You have my word.”

Searles put out his hand, and against her better judgment, Trudy shook it.

“So,” she said, finishing her second glass of wine. “Where are the clothes?”




Chapter Eleven

Searles led her down the hallway and into a box room where he slid open a fitted wardrobe door. Dozens of outfits all numbered with plastic tags were hanging on the rail.

“Am I to model all of these today?”

“We’ll see how it goes,” Searles said. “I might decide to keep you in some longer than others.”

We could be here for a while, Trudy thought miserably as she took a sheer black lace bodysuit off the rail.

“You’re planning on selling stuff like this?”

“If I like what I see,” Searles said. “Start with that one, if you don’t mind. I’ll be waiting for you in the living room.”

He closed the door behind him and Trudy pulled out another outfit further down the line. This one was definitely not lingerie. In fact it looked more like a playtime costume—a nurse uniform to be precise, complete with a little white cap! It was also very much on the small side! Now Trudy’s suspicions were confirmed. Today’s presentation had nothing to do with business—she was here purely for Searles’ perverted gratification! She was to be his very own private model!

Feeling sick to her stomach, Trudy replaced the faux nurse costume and decided not to look at anything else. The question now was could she still go through with this? After a quick soul search, she decided that she would have to. Compared to what Hank had been putting her through, how bad could this be?

***

It all started predictably enough, with Searles relaxing on the couch with a glass of wine as Trudy went through a standard repertoire of poses. Although the otherwise transparent body suit concealed her nipples and crotch, Trudy still felt naked under Searles’ lecherous gaze.

“May I have another glass?” she said.

“By all means,” Searles said. “But please go change into outfit number five first.”

Trudy scurried back to the makeshift changing room and took hanger number five off the rail. Ah. Here we go. This leopard skin bikini consisted of nothing more than three little triangles with strings attached!

Trudy realized that there was nothing to be gained by protesting at this point, so she slipped into the seriously inadequate bikini, checked in the mirror that her crucial parts were covered, and returned to the living room. Searles had placed a fresh glass of wine for her on the coffee table—alongside a bottle of Johnson’s baby oil!

“What’s this?” Trudy said.

“I want to see how the bikini looks against lustrous skin,” Searles said.

“No way!”

Searles looked genuinely hurt. “What happened to our deal? I thought you were going to follow my directions?”

“I know, but—”

“I’m disappointed, Trudy. I thought we were going to have some fun here today, but you’re ruining it! I have no idea how I’m going to explain this to Anastasia.”

Trudy’s heart sank. Just as with Hank, she knew she was in no position to bargain. Searles knew it too, damn him! She picked up the glass and downed its contents in one.

“Okay,” she said. “I get it. But do I have to put the oil on here?”

“Unless you want me to do it for you,” Searles grinned hopefully.

“No touching, remember?” Trudy said.

“Fine. Then you’d better get to it,” Searles said. “We have a lot of costumes to get through.”

Even under the effects of the wine, Trudy felt distinctly uncomfortable as she squirted the oil into the palm of her hand. Avoiding Searles’ leering eyes, she coated her arms and shoulders and then worked the oil over her stomach and down her legs. But as she placed the bottle back on the table, Searles said, “You forgot to do your breasts and buttocks.”

Of course I did! Trudy thought angrily. I’m a fashion model—not an erotic dancer!

She half turned away as she placed her oil-coated palms against her breasts. Searles coughed pointedly and raised his eyebrows, so Trudy grudgingly turned back to face him. Searles had a clammy smile on his face as Trudy massaged her breasts in front of him—at least one of them was getting some pleasure out of this!

“Please don’t get oil on the garment,” Searles said.

Trudy stopped rubbing herself and looked at him.

Searles explained, “Apply the oil inside the bikini top, please.”

“Seriously?” Trudy said.

“Yes. I don’t want the merchandise blemished,” Searles said. “Just pull the top to the sides.”

Trudy glared at him and then tugged the tiny triangle of fabric off her left breast, making sure to keep her hand over her nipple. Then she did the same with her right. As she caressed her breasts in front of the fat pervert, Trudy felt even more violated than she had up in Hank’s attic. Okay, Hank had put a head harness on her and gagged her and totally objectified her, but Searles was operating on a different level here—he was attempting to insidiously fabricate a sensual bond between them. And although Trudy could never possibly find this insipid man in any way attractive, his tactics were indeed having an effect on a physical level—because her nipples were hardening beneath her fingers!

“So can I see now?” Searles said.

Trudy slipped the bikini top back over her erect nipples and lowered her arms.

“Oh, my goodness, Trudy!” Searles giggled, emptying the remainder of the wine into her glass. “I do believe you are starting to enjoy this! Would you please turn around now and do your buttocks for me?”

Despising herself deeply, Trudy squirted more oil onto her hands and turned her back to him. The bikini bottom consisted of nothing more than a narrow strip that ran up the cleft between her cheeks. Gritting her teeth, she rotated her palms, trying not to pull her buttocks too far apart.

“Could you bend forward a little please?” Searles said.

Trudy let out a little sigh of dismay and leaned over while still massaging her thrust out butt. Searles let her continue like that for a while and then softly said, “That is a magnificent sight to behold, Trudy. You are absolutely perfect! Please turn around again.”

Trudy turned and forced herself to look at him—and immediately regretted it. His robe was now open, and his erect penis was sticking up through the button fly of his slacks! Trudy gasped and put her hands in front of her face.

“Mr. Searles! What the hell are you doing?”

“Come on, Trudy. There’s no need to be shy here,” Searles said throatily. “I can see that you are as aroused as I am.”

“No I am not! Please put that away!”

“Oh, very well,” Searles chuckled. “It’s safe for you to look now.”

Trudy cautiously lowered her hands—and discovered that Searles’ rigid cock was still very much on display, and that he had now also popped his balls out of his pants!

“What is wrong with you?” Trudy cried.

“Relax and drink some more wine,” Searles smiled. “You’re spoiling the mood.”

Spoiling the mood?

Trudy suddenly felt as though she were in the middle of a bad dream. Surely this couldn’t be happening to her now! Not after Hank? She was a rising star at a New York modeling agency and she was engaged to be married to a successful Wall Street stockbroker—she wasn’t some brainless sex object!

Searles said, “Can you please put on item ten for me now?”

Trudy stared in disgust as Searles casually stroked his cock. Then she picked up the wine glass, drained it, and walked unsteadily back to the box room.

***

“Let’s move this into the kitchen,” Searles said, his cock still sticking rudely out of his pants.

They were into the kinky costumes now and Trudy was dressed like a sexy chef, complete with toque blanche, double-breasted button-down tunic, white knickers, and fishnet stockings. All that was missing were the pants and shoes—it was lucky she was drunk!

The modern kitchen was actually part of the living room, separated by a stainless steel counter. Trudy leaned up against the oven while Searles opened the tall refrigerator. She couldn’t stop herself from glancing at his dick. There was nothing special about it, but the way he was continually exposing himself was just abnormal. Then it got weirder.

Searles retrieved a carrot, two tomatoes and an egg, and placed them on the countertop. Bewildered, Trudy watched him open a bottle of Dom Perignon and then pour two flutes.

“I think you’re doing very well, so far,” he said, handing one to Trudy.

She hiccupped and drank.

“Are we going to cook?” she asked.

“Oh no. I just thought these props would lend a certain authenticity to your chef costume.”

Trudy squinted at him as he refilled her flute. What the fuck was he talking about?

“Would you please pick up the carrot?” Searles said.

Still confused, Trudy obliged.

“Now please put it inside your underwear.”

Even through her alcoholic haze, Trudy was stunned by his suggestion!

“What?”

“Just slip it in there so that the rosette sticks out of the waistband.”

“I will not!”

Searles gave her a warm smile. “Yes, you will, Trudy—and you know it.”

Trudy wasn’t sure why, but suddenly she was crying. Nothing hysterical, just the silent tears of a girl who realized that she had been worn down to obedience. Searles was sick, no doubt about that, but through her drunken emotions, she managed to refocus on the whole purpose of this whole twisted charade—if she could just manage to keep him sweet, then she could get her career back on track. As vile as he was, she had invested too much time and energy now to throw everything away.

She snatched up the carrot, pulled out the front of her knickers, and dropped it inside. The long vegetable was still cold from the fridge and she gasped as it made contact with her labia.

“Awesome!” Searles said. “Now the next thing I want you to do is unbutton your tunic.”

Trudy downed some more champagne.

“W-Why?”

“Because I want to look at your breasts. You excite me greatly, Trudy.”

Trudy glanced down and saw that Searles was masturbating again, taking his time, not rushing to a conclusion. He had all the time he needed, after all.

“I can’t!” Trudy whined.

“Of course you can. You must have guessed before you came that I was going to ask you to pose nude—and here you still are. So why fight the inevitable?”

Trudy felt her eyes brimming again. “Why are you humiliating me like this?”

“I must confess I enjoy it—don’t ask me why,” Searles said. “I mean, you should see your pretty face right now, your pink cheeks damp with tears, your eyes wide and glistening with shame, all dressed up in your saucy, silly little chef’s uniform—you are quite delectable, Trudy!”

“You need help,” Trudy said.

“You’re right, I do. But meanwhile I have you to play with. Now the sooner you perform for me, the sooner you get to go home.”

Trudy recalled hearing similar terms and conditions up in Hank’s attic, but as much as it loathed her to cooperate with this pervert, his words made sense—get it over with and get the fuck out of here!

She fumbled through the buttons on her tunic, and with Searles still masturbating on the stool, she opened it, baring her breasts to him.

“Take it off!” Searles said.

Trudy breathed deep and shrugged the tunic off her shoulders, letting it fall to the terracotta tiles beneath her feet. She stood there in just her toque, fishnet stockings, and French knickers with the carrot obscenely jutting out of the front, while Searles unhurriedly pleasured himself.

“Pick up the egg,” Searles said.

Trudy frowned and picked it up. It was large, brown, and speckled.

“Now put it in your mouth!”

“My mouth? You want me to eat a raw egg?”

“No. Just put it in there. Don’t break it.”

What the fuck?

Trudy hesitated and then pushed the egg between her parted lips until it filled her mouth.

“Oh God! Just look at you!” Searles groaned. “Now the tomatoes.”

Trudy picked up the two ripe tomatoes, holding one in each hand, with a raw egg in her mouth and a large carrot stuffed down her French knickers! Searles was ogling her intently as he pumped himself faster, his face bright red and his eyes bulging.

“Crush them against your breasts!”

Trudy raised her eyebrows.

“Squeeze them. Mash them into your tits! Hurry!”

Dear God!

Trudy looked away as she tightened her grip on the tomatoes, felt them pop between her fingers, and then massaged the pulp and seeds into her naked breasts. The vast amount of wine she had consumed was helping to numb her from this madness—but not by much.

Searles’ breathing came in short rasps now, and in spite of herself, Trudy looked at his red, swollen cockhead when he came. He jumped off the stool and his hot cum spurted onto her midriff and pooled in her belly button!

“Oh, Trudy!” Searles moaned as the second salvo of semen landed on her.

Trudy let out a muffled shriek and the egg cracked in her mouth. She spat the broken shells out as yolk ran down her chin, crushed tomato coated her breasts, and Searles’ cum trickled down behind the carrot into her knickers!

Trudy coughed and spat and shook her hands wildly.

“Ack! I need a shower!”

***

“It’s only fair that I let you come too!” Searles said.

He was sitting on the toilet watching her in the shower stall with the glass door open. Trudy was stark naked now, but still holding onto the carrot which Searles had insisted she take in there with her—now she had a clue why.

“Please don’t make me do it!” Trudy said. “I just want to get clean!”

“You’re almost there, Trudy,” Searles said. “One last performance and we’re done for today.”

Trudy gave him a forlorn look. She hadn’t yet turned the shower on and her body was still messy with tomato seeds, egg yolk, and semen.

“What do you want me to do?”

Searles nodded at the carrot. “You can’t guess?”

“You’re disgusting!”

“I really am!” Searles giggled.

Trudy held up the carrot. It was perhaps six inches long and two inches wide at the fat end. The thought of it going inside her made her want to puke.

“I don’t think I can do this,” she said.

Searles reminded her, “You are being well paid for this. And don’t forget I still have to decide on the Chichi Gal contract. Remember, Anastasia is counting on you.”

“You are a blackmailing bastard!”

“I love you!”

“Oh, please!”

Searles began to play with his dick—and it was getting hard again!

“Make love to the carrot, Trudy,” he said. “For me.”

Trudy sniffled and looked up at the ceiling light.

“I need one more drink,” she said. “Something strong.”

“No problem.”

Searles left the bathroom with his exposed cock pointing the way. He came back with a bottle of Roca Patron tequila and two shot glasses. He poured and handed a glass to Trudy.

“Salud!”

Trudy knocked it back in the shower stall and coughed as Searles took up his position on the can. The tequila warmed her body and she felt fuzzy all over. She turned on the faucet and let the warm water cascade over her body. Then she closed her eyes and spread her legs.

This is for the future of the Martin agency, she told herself. And I’ll be the top girl again—above silly little Fan Fan and that bitch Charlotte!

She parted her labia and touched the tip of the carrot against her opening.

I’ll make everything right with Eric and I will also find a way to free myself from Hank!

She inserted the carrot and gently pushed—it felt bigger than it looked. She slid down the tiles onto her back and began sliding the vegetable in and out. Then she put her feet up against the walls and opened her mouth to catch the shower spray. As she felt the approach of her climax, she heard Searles grunting and realized that he intended for them to come together. Appalled by that idea, she screwed her eyes tighter shut and tried to visualize Eric—but to her despair, the only face that entered her mind, for some bizarre reason, belonged to Hank!




Chapter Twelve

Hank was excited but apprehensive as he awaited Trudy’s arrival on this warm afternoon. It had been over a week since their last photo session and he was suffering from withdrawal symptoms. He hated to admit it, but she was that addictive!

There was another reason for his side jitters—today he planned to take their relationship to a whole new level. It was time to get physical. But it wasn’t just about sex—there was something about this girl that made him want to possess her body and soul. He wanted her all to himself. And why couldn’t he? Surely she was in too deep to walk away now? She was his own private model, and his alone.

Hank checked the table, testing the metal brackets and nylon cord, and then arranging the props so that she could see what was coming when she got here. No surprises today. She had to know where this was all headed by now. She might yet still run of course, but he was sure she wouldn’t. Pretty damn sure, anyway.

He went to the wall mirror to check himself out. He was wearing a black shirt and industrial work boots and nothing else. He had shaved his balls and his thick cock swung heavy and low. He took a green rubber apron from a packing box, put it over his head and tied it in place.

Then he sat at a small desk in the corner and opened his laptop. He checked that the live image from the security camera was crisp and clear. He made sure that his Nikon was set up at the correct angle to catch all the action. He tested the studio lights. Everything was ready.

But was Trudy?

***

In a corner booth of a little waterfront pub, Trudy stirred the lime in her glass with her little finger and checked her watch. She still had half an hour. Time for at least one more drink before her modeling session from hell.

The pub was quiet, just a few early lunchers, and Trudy had managed to slip in quietly without drawing attention to herself. She had kept her sunglasses on when the waitress had taken her order—a salad for appearances sake, then a double gin tonic followed by another.

Was she turning into an alcoholic? God knew, she had reason enough! She signaled the waitress for another drink and scrolled through Hank’s message for the third time. It was a list of rules, things he now expected her to do without any prompting from him. She realized he was trying to condition her, to acclimatize her to his depraved world. And what if she did gradually begin to accept this sick routine as normal? What was the end game?

At least she was done with Searles, another twisted fuck who had manipulated her into becoming his plaything. But he had been good to his word and the new contract was signed, so Trudy figured she at least had to give him credit for that. And now she was back in favor with Anastasia, even though Trudy had been forced to sell her soul to get there. But the sessions with Hank remained and seemed to have no end in sight. For all she knew he might keep her trapped for years! She had to find a way out! But the authorities were out of the question, as were Eric and Anastasia. So who could she possibly turn to for help?

The waitress brought Trudy another stiff drink and gave her a sideways look as it went down in one. Trudy waved her glass and looked at her phone for a long moment—then she called Mitch.

***

Hank was scrolling through his growing collection of Trudy pictures when he heard her climbing the stairs. Although his confidence was growing with each of her visits, he was still mightily relieved that she had shown. Despite everything that she had to lose, she still had the power to cancel their agreement at any time if he pushed her too far—and that was why he intended to fuck her today. If she went to cops and the shit hit the fan, he would always have that to remember—and so would she.

Hank swiveled in his chair and watched her emerge from the trap door. She looked as bewitchingly beautiful as ever, although he noticed that she had shadows under her eyes. She stepped onto the attic floor and silently watched him. This was a critical moment. He knew she had seen his message—how she reacted now would speak volumes about where their relationship was headed.

Holding his gaze, Trudy unbuttoned her blouse and let it slip to the floor. She was wearing a sheer black lace uplift bra, just as he had instructed. She undid the button on her slacks and pulled them down. Her panties matched her bra and Hank could already see that she had shaved herself below as he had requested.

His pulse quickened as she kicked off her pumps and approached him. Hank stood up and Trudy looked with a bewildered frown at his rubber apron and work boots. Hank wondered if she might turn and run but she stopped right in front of him, their faces inches apart, and now Hank perceived something new about her countenance. Was there contempt in those deep eyes? A slight sneer on those luscious lips? Hank didn’t much care for that look but he let it pass for now—the fact she was following his instructions was more than enough!

Trudy hesitated and then opened her mouth and pressed it against his, her breasts squeezing against his chest, her arms draped over his shoulders. Hank let her force his lips apart with her tongue, and as she probed around his mouth his cock stiffened against the rubber apron.

She kissed him for a long time like she really meant it, and her breath was hot and tasted of juniper berry. When she eventually broke away, her lips and chin were wet and her pupils were wide—Hank couldn’t decide if this was passion or hatred. Maybe both?

“Come,” Hank said, taking her hand. “We’re going to try something different today.”

He led her over to the metal table, but when she spotted the nylon cords and the row of sex toys, she stopped and tugged on his hand. “What are you going to do?” she said.

“You’ll see,” Hank said. “I think you’re going to like it a lot.”

He held her slender waist and lifted onto the table. Trudy crossed her legs and gripped the edges, her calm veneer now beginning to fall away.

“Lie back and relax,” Hank said.

“Just photographs, right?” Trudy said.

“Videos today.”

“W-What kind of videos?”

Hank smiled. “Private, of course. Nobody else gets to see them, not your friends, not your fiancé, just us—as long as you keep doing what you are told.”

Hank picked up a ball gag and Trudy said, “I think I should warn you now—”

Hank popped the plastic ball into her mouth.

“That’s better. You’re so much nicer when you shut the fuck up!”

Trudy was still trying to talk to him through the gag so he pulled her face into his chest and buckled the strap. Then he pushed her over onto her back and she went quiet then and didn’t try to get back up. She was staring at his rubber apron which was now sticking out at a funny angle.

“Put your arms up behind your head,” Hank said, moving around the table. He grasped her left wrist and slipped the first plastic thumb shackle onto her. Then he pulled the nylon cord until it was tight and locked it inside a metal cleat attached to the side of the table. This he quickly repeated with her right hand. Now she was gagged, and bound by her thumbs, with her bare legs dangling over the edge of the table, and her flat stomach moving in waves.

She had stopped mumbling into the ball gag now but when he held her left ankle, she screamed and kicked. Hank was a strong guy for his age but she wasn’t going to make this easy for him, so he picked up the next item on the table—a leather spanking paddle with the word bitch etched upon it in bold red letters. Trudy immediately stopped struggling when he showed it to her but he still felt he needed to get his point across and he landed a slap across Trudy’s left thigh. Although it was only a light warning shot, it clearly had the desired effect as a pink rectangle materialized on her soft flesh. It seemed wrong not to balance the picture so Hank brought the paddle down again onto her right thigh.

Trudy squealed and sucked in her diaphragm and Hank put down the paddle and gripped her ankle again. There was no resistance this time. He went back around behind her head, taking her leg with him and bending it all the way back until her foot was level with her ear. Then he fitted the next shackle onto her big toe and fastened the attached cord securely into the third cleat. Trudy was just making little plaintive mewling sounds now, apparently resigned to the obscene pose that he was arranging her into, and she didn’t fight him when he next pulled her right leg back and also secured it by the big toe.

Hank went over to his beloved Nikon and checked the display. The angle was just right and he manually adjusted the focus onto Trudy’s crotch to ensure that every lurid detail would be captured. He pressed record and then returned to his trembling victim.

Interestingly, she kept her eyes open, watching him intently as he removed saliva from her chin and wiped his thumb on his rubber apron—and then he took it off. Trudy craned her neck forward and her eyes grew as she gazed in shock at his erect nine inches pointing directly at her crotch! Hank took the waistband of her panties and jerked it up, pulling the gusset deep into her slit and exposing her hairless, puffy mons. Then he picked up a paper cutter while with his other hand, he shook his thick shaft at her.

“What do you think, Trudy? Ever see one this big before?”

“Pls!” Trudy moaned.

Hank smiled and cut the straps of her bra and then pulled it off. Interestingly, Trudy’s brown nipples were hard. Then he sliced through the sides of her panties and tugged them out from under her ass. Trudy was now naked, bound and gagged, her hot cunt spread open before him.

“I’ll bet you never posed like this in front of a camera before!” Hank chuckled.

He positioned his fat cockhead just above Trudy’s vulva and they looked at each other. Once they made physical contact down there, they both knew that it would never be the same again. Every time Trudy made love to her future husband, she would always be forced to think about this moment.

To rub salt into her wound, Hank said, “When you and your smart mouth buddies were laughing at me at your party, did you ever imagine in your worst nightmare that we two would end up naked together like this?”

Trudy glanced at his cock and shook her head.

“Seriously,” Hank said. “There I was in the rose arbor watching you three hot chicks, and I was thinking, man what would I give to get some ass like that? I mean, totally out of my league, right? But now here you are, caught in my trap, and not a damn thing you can do about it—so are you ready for the fuck of a lifetime, Trudy Beach?”

Hank tapped his swollen glans against Trudy’s mons and she turned her face away. There, it was done. First contact. Irreversible. Now he picked up the next toy he had set out on the table, a purple and white mini massager with a stippled vibrating head. He switched it on and held it up for Trudy to see.

“Plse! Ngh!”

Hank touched the massager against the top end of her slit and Trudy jerked her hips and gurgled through the ball gag. Then he lifted his cock out of the way and slowly moved the massager down her cunt lips, watching them swell and moisten as she arched her back. He trailed it back up again, pressing it harder onto her clit, hearing her muffled squeals and reveling in the sheer power of this moment.

For his entire life, women had always been the ones in control, using their bodies to manipulate the men that craved them. Bitches knew they had the upper hand. Biology was on their side. It didn’t matter how much money you had, how much you tried to please them, they would always fuck you up in the end. Defeated. Humiliated. Emasculated.

But right now Hank held all the power over this woman, Trudy Beach the fashion model, all naked and trussed up, bent double and wide open. Hank was going to make her come, again and again! She would feel his mammoth cock inside her, and she would just have to lie there and let it happen. Helpless. He lifted the massager and Trudy came back from the brink of her climax, her eyes misty with furious desire.

Hank waved his cock at her. “You want this now, don’t you Sandy?”

Trudy shook her head again, but without much conviction. Of course she didn’t want to have sex with a man old enough to be her grandfather—but her treacherous body was sending back very different signals!

Hank touched the tip of his penis against Trudy’s cunt lips and eased his hips forward. It was a tight fit but she was lubricated enough to let him in. Keeping himself very still, Hank once more applied the massager to Trudy’s clitoris. As soon as it made contact, Trudy began to buck like a mule and squeal like a pig!

As she wriggled and bounced her butt up and down, Hank slowly inched himself deeper inside her. He looked down at their connected, shaven pubes, the exposed length of his cock now slick with her copious juices. As Trudy hurtled toward orgasm, she looked deliciously disgusting, her eyelids fluttering, her toes and fingers clenching as she writhed around on his shaft. Hank pushed in further and Trudy grunted in a most unladylike way. He still hadn’t fully penetrated her and he doubted that her gripping little snatch could actually take any more. Then Trudy’s spine arched off the table and she raised her ass so that her whole body was supported by the back of her head. Hank watched in fascination as her muscles tightened and her whole body went rigid and Hank had to battle not to come with her.

He quickly pulled out and picked up the spanker. Trudy’s soaking cunt was pink and open like a flower—and it was all on film. There could be no explaining this one away. Her sheer ecstasy was plain to see.

“Trudy, you unfaithful slut!” Hank said. “You deserve to be punished!”

He brought the spanker down hard on her ass and Trudy’s garbled shrieks and squeals grew louder. After planting six strokes on each of her cheeks, Hank slipped his cock back into Trudy’s slippery cunt and then positioned the buzzing massager just above her clit again.

“Ready to go another round?” Hank said.




Chapter Thirteen

“I want you to call Vincent, set up a meeting or whatever you guys do. I want this guy dead. I want Hank Mallory dead!”

Mitch turned off the voice recorder.

“You taped me?” Trudy said.

“Babe, I record everything these days. I lead a precarious lifestyle,” Mitch said.

“You fucking taped me?”

“It’s just precautionary. Don’t worry about it.”

“Give me that thing!”

Trudy snatched the small chrome device, glanced around the bar, and dropped it in her purse. They were in a quiet Irish bar in Queens—not the kind of place she was likely to bump into anyone she knew.

“Did you make a copy of this?” she said.

Mitch swirled his Dewar’s and shrugged. “I got to cover my ass.”

“Mitch, I was drunk when I called you. I wasn’t thinking rationally.”

“You? Drunk?”

Trudy resisted the urge to gulp her wine and took a sip instead.

“I’ve been under a lot of pressure lately.”

“But what you said was true, right? This guy has been blackmailing you? Making you do weird shit for him?”

Trudy nodded. “And if it wasn’t for you, I wouldn’t be in this horrible situation.”

“You’re blaming me? I don’t even know this Hank guy.”

“Look, the point is, did you speak to Vincent?”

“Actually, yes.”

Trudy’s stomach did a turn. On the one hand, she hated Hank so much that she really did want him to die, but on the other, Trudy was just an ordinary girl from Baltimore—she didn’t order contract hits! Also, she was terrified of Vincent, and in the cold light of day she was starting to regret calling Mitch.

“So what did he say?” she asked.

“He was curious. He didn’t say no exactly, but he wants to talk to you, get more details.”

“Absolutely not!” Trudy said. “I can’t have any direct contact with him—that’s why I called you!”

“You’re forgetting that he has those pictures of you—of us. You can’t really refuse him.”

How could she forget? Trudy was suddenly swamped by the realization that her life was hurtling out of control! How could all of this have happened to her so quickly? She looked at Mitch sitting opposite, and there was her answer of course. The worthless prick had dragged her down to his level and she had allowed him to do it! What had she been thinking? She watched him sitting there calmly sipping a drink that she would have to pay for, and meanwhile she had been fucked by an old pervert who no doubt planned to keep on doing it for as long as he chose!

“Mitch, I want you to tell Vincent to forget it. I’ll find another way,” she said.

“Do you still not get it?” Mitch said. “I don’t tell Vincent what to do, and neither do you—unless you want him to tear down your pampered lifestyle.”

“Pampered?”

“Well, take a look at yourself. You’ve been acting like your shit doesn’t stink ever since you met the rich boy.”

“How can you even say that? Didn’t I bail you out of trouble?”

“Yeah, you did—but you owed me for that.”

“Owed you?”

“Yep. Who was there for you at the beginning when you didn’t know what you were doing? Who helped you build the confidence you needed in this business?”

“Okay, I’ll give you that. But aren’t we even now?”

Mitch signaled for another drink. “I can’t let you go, Trudy.”

“Huh?”

“We belong together and you know it.”

“That’s insane! I’m engaged to Eric. Why can’t you accept that?”

Mitch pondered that while the waitress brought his drink, then he said, “I heard a rumor.”

Trudy guessed what was coming, but she had to ask. “What rumor?”

“Your fiancé has been seen with somebody in the city.”

Trudy finished her wine.

“Does this somebody have a name?”

Mitch looked up at her.

“Charlotte.”

Trudy’s stomach lurched again, but she kept her poker face. “Ah. Charlotte. Well, for your information, I already knew about that—Eric told me himself.”

“And you’re okay with that?”

“It was an innocent lunch date. They were discussing me, in fact.”

“Discussing you?”

“Eric has been worried about me. I told you I’ve been under some stress lately, and now you know why—but why am I telling you this? You are no longer a part of my life. I should never have called you.”

“But you did.”

“Only because I thought Vincent might be able to solve my problem, but this is already becoming too complicated. Mitch, please understand once and for all that you and I are not getting back together—ever.”

Mitch gave Trudy a rather unpleasant smile, and said, “Babe, I wouldn’t be too sure about that.”

***

“Hi, John. It’s Trudy Beach. Can you talk?”

“Trudy? Uh, sure! Just give me a second.”

Trudy waited, feeling sick to her stomach.

“Okay, I’m in the back yard now,” Searles said. “What’s up?”

Trudy drew a deep breath. “I can’t stop thinking about you.”

There was a moment of silence, then Searles said, “What? Me?”

“I don’t know why, but all that stuff you made me do, the dressing up and the food, it awakened something in me.”

“Seriously?”

“Yes. I mean, it was disgusting, but I’m ashamed to say that I actually enjoyed it.”

“Wow! I had no idea!” Searles said.

Trying to keep her voice even, Trudy said, “If you want—can we do it again?”

She heard Searles gulp audibly on the other end.

“S-Sure!”

“You don’t have to pay me this time,” Trudy said. “Unless you want to.”

She listened to Searles breathing hard on the phone.

“So, you wanna?” she said.

“Y-Yes! Of course! It’s just that—I thought you hated me,” Searles said.

“Don’t get me wrong,” Trudy said. “I think you are a sick pervert—but you excite me. Please don’t ask me why.”

“Oh my!” Searles said. “This is so unexpected!”

Trudy closed her eyes. She could still see him pumping his red-hot cock while she masturbated with a carrot in front of him. Everything about this overweight middle-aged man repulsed her, but now she had to pretend that she really was into his twisted food fetish.

“So when can we do it again?” she said.

“Ah, I’m free on Thursday afternoon. Say one? Does that work?”

“But I want you to come to my place,” Trudy said. “I’ll send you the address.”

“Okay, your place it is,” Searles said.

“Thursday at one. I’ll be waiting for you.”

“Oh, my Lord! Are you sure about this?”

Trudy held her breath. “Not really, but I can’t help myself.”

“I knew there was something about you when I first saw your pictures,” Searles panted. “You’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I am,” Trudy sniffed.

“And you want Uncle John to make you all messy, don’t you?”

“Yes, I do.”

“Will there be touching this time?”

Trudy squeezed out a tear.

“Yes.”

“Do you want me to bring the fruit and vegetables?”

“I-I can order it. Tell me what you need.”

“Very well, young lady—then here is my shopping list!”

Five minutes later, Trudy hung up, rushed to her bathroom, and puked.

***

The doorbell rang and Trudy checked the cameras again—one hidden inside the pot plant and the other between two books in the wall cabinet. Then she opened the front door, dressed exactly as Searles had requested—naked except for a kitchen apron, toque, and fluffy bunny slippers.

Searles was his revolting, pink faced, sweaty old self. He handed Trudy a grocery bag with an air of confidence that she hadn’t sensed before—like she had now become his property. Trudy pressed her mouth against his fat, wet lips and their noses bumped together. He licked her lips and she forced a smile. For a split second, she was confused—was this Eric, Hank, or Mitch she was kissing right now?

She pulled away and said, “Please come in, John. Supper is ready.”

Searles reached into the bag and pulled out a tomato, big, red, and ripe.

“Open your mouth, you filthy girl!”

Trudy obediently parted her lips and Searles jammed the tomato into her mouth. Then he dipped into the bag again and produced a raw egg, which he cracked against Trudy’s forehead. She staggered as the yolk ran down her nose and onto her chin, and she clenched her teeth, breaking the skin of the tomato inside her mouth.

“Well then, let’s go eat!” Searles said, his eyes shining with anticipation.

Trudy led him to her kitchenette, her face covered in egg yolk and her mouth filled with mashed tomato, and she fleetingly wondered what Eric was doing right now. He hadn’t seemed overly concerned when she had called yet another rain check on their dinner date—in fact, he hadn’t seemed too interested in her at all recently. Perhaps he had arranged a romantic dinner with Charlotte—and meanwhile here was his beloved fiancée, about to perform more mucky food tricks for a middle-aged man!

So why was she here then? Yes, she was now being blackmailed into becoming a blackmailer, but if Eric really had gone off her, what was the point? Why not let Hank and Vincent release the images onto the net and be done with them both? But she already had her answer to that—this wasn’t just about saving her relationship with Eric. She was in too deep now. Her career, her reputation, even her freedom was at stake. They had her, and now it was Searles’ turn to play with her again.

Trudy placed the grocery bag on the counter and began removing its contents. She resisted the urge to wipe her face clean because she knew that Searles wanted to keep her unwashed. The tomato was turning to mush in her mouth but she decided not to swallow or spit without his permission. She could hear him breathing heavily behind her as she unloaded his groceries, everyday supermarket produce that in any other household would have looked commonplace enough—only Searles and Trudy knew what it was going to be used for.

“Put it all in the fridge, dear,” Searles said. “We wouldn’t want our food to spoil, would we?”

As Trudy handled the fruit, vegetables, cartons, tins and jars, she was both repulsed and curious as to what he planned to do with it all.

“I feel like a massage,” Searles said. “Bring the honey with you.”

Trudy picked up the jar of raw honey and followed Searles into her living area. He slumped into her recliner as if he owned it, and then pushed out his feet.

“Be a good girl and take off my shoes, would you?”

Trudy had no choice but to kneel as she put down the jar and removed his brogues. His socks were plaid and mercifully clean. Searles wiggled his toes and she reluctantly pulled off his socks. Little patches of dark hair sprouted from his toes and Trudy noted that he hadn’t had a pedicure for a while.

“Swallow the tomato,” Searles said. “You’re going to need to use your pretty little lips and tongue now.”

The last thing Trudy needed right now was food, but she managed to force the tomato down. Then she sat between his legs, waiting for his next instructions.

“Can’t you guess what’s next?” he said, his voice no more than a whisper. “I want you to rub the honey onto my toes.”

Trudy choked down the last of the tomato, slowly uncapped the jar, and then dipped her fingers into the viscid, brown gloop. Then she began to coat the honey over Searles’ big toe. As she worked her way along his digits, it occurred to her that she was not quite as disgusted by this vile act as she ought to be. Was it possible that she was already becoming accustomed to engaging in sexual fetishes with older men?

Horrified by that notion, Trudy reminded herself that the secret cameras were still rolling, and she refocused on her sordid little task. The room was silent apart from Searles’ labored breathing and the squelching of Trudy’s fingers between his glistening toes. When she had finally covered them all, Searles issued the expected and dreaded command. “And now lick it all off.”

Trudy poked out her tongue and flinched when it made contact with the back of his big toe, and then she proceeded to dab cautiously with the tip in an attempt to limit the contact to a minimum—but Searles had other ideas.

“Suck it, Trudy.”

She looked up at him.

“Suck my toe,” Searles repeated.

Trudy grimaced as she craned her neck forward and reluctantly wrapped her lips around his big toe. The honey was sweet but she could feel his yellow toenail under her lips and she gagged in disgust.

“W-Work your way along my feet, dear girl!” Searles stammered. “I want all of that honey inside your tummy!”

There was no point protesting. She was under Vincent’s control and he wanted her to put on a show that would destroy Searles’ life should it ever be made public—as would Trudy’s. So she dutifully sucked all ten of his toes, ingesting every drip of honey just as Searles wanted. When she was finally done, she licked her lips and looked up at him and saw that predictably, he was exposing himself to her again.

“More honey, my sweet,” he said, making his cock wave at her. “Just this one to go!”

Nauseated by this depravity, Trudy stared at his thing—about half the size of Hank’s but remarkably hard for a middle-aged man, its purple head sticking out of the foreskin. Trudy knew there was no way out of this, but the significance of what she was about to do gave her a heavy heart. The last time she had been alone with this man, she had retained a small degree of control by forbidding him to touch her. Now she was going to have to make oral contact with his sex organ, and they would be passing a threshold from which there could be no return. She let out a trembling sigh and scooped up more of the honey, and after a slight pause she began to lather it up and down Searles’ cock.

“Oh, my dear Lord, Trudy!” Searles gasped. “You have the most delectable touch!”

Trudy avoided his eyes and focused on his stiff dick, its hot skin moving beneath her fingers. Searles reached down and freed his hairy balls and Trudy applied a honey coating to them as well.

“Now lick it all off again, Trudy!” Searles groaned.

And so Trudy meekly did something that would have been unthinkable to her a couple of weeks back—she lapped around Searles’ balls and then sucked at his thick, clingy, pubic hair, drawing as much into her mouth as she could.

As she ran her tongue up his sticky shaft, she couldn’t stop herself from imagining what this lewd scene would look like on the hidden cameras. Probably nothing special to the average internet voyeur, she guessed—just a street hooker sucking off a fat businessman. And she felt exactly like a whore as she encased her lips around his shiny glans and then started bobbing her head up and down. Searles raised his hips and his cockhead touched the back of her throat, making her gag—Trudy doubted she would ever eat honey again for the rest of her life!

Now she waited with growing trepidation for the dreaded ejaculation in her mouth, but as he tensed, Searles unexpectedly pulled her mouth off him. She braced herself for a face full of cum, but that didn’t happen either.

“Not yet, you naughty girl!” Searles wheezed. “Let’s go see what else we can find in the fridge!”




Chapter Fourteen

A cool sea breeze shivered the leaves, signaling the approaching end of summer. For now however, the sky remained clear and blue and Hank enjoyed the scent of freshly cut grass as he swept up around the pool. He glanced over at the sun loungers and thought back to that afternoon not so long ago, when he had covertly ogled Trudy and her friends flaunting their firm and youthful bodies.

Now he and Trudy were sexual lovers and Hank’s gigantic cock had been buried deep inside her while she had moaned her way to repeated powerful climaxes. It didn’t matter now that she was going to be married—his cock had already possessed her, and he knew that Master Eric, for all his money, could never compete in that department.

Just recalling that heady scene sent a rush of blood to Hank’s dick, and with the housemaid gone for the day, he was considering whipping it out beside the pool when a movement behind the gate caught his eye. A stick wiggled through the gap and released the latch and Hank stayed quite still as a stocky man strode into the garden. Maybe it was because the guy’s city slick leather jacket looked so out of place here, but it took Hank a few seconds to recognize Vincent.

“Hey there,” Vincent said. “I rang the bell but nobody answered.”

Hank didn’t move a muscle as he watched Vincent come around the pool patio and stop a couple of feet in front of him.

“No matter,” Vincent said. “I was looking for Hank Mallory—and I think maybe I’ve found him.”

“Who are you?” Hank said.

“Oh, I think you know who I am, Hank.”

“Not sure that I do.”

Vincent opened his jacket and revealed a holstered handgun.

“Well, I’m the guy that is supposed to kill you today.”

Hank knew he had no chance of getting the gun, and running just wasn’t his style—he was more curious than scared.

“And who exactly hired you to kill me?” he said.

Vincent grinned. “Go on, take a guess.”

Now Hank’s heart did beat a little faster. “Trudy?”

“Yup. That hot model you’ve been blackmailing into weird sex. How did you manage to get her to do that stuff, by the way?”

Figuring that Vincent would have already shot him by now if he was going to, Hank said, “I think you probably know.”

“Yeah, I think I do,” Vincent said. “You followed me.”

“I followed her.”

“Ah. So you knew what was going down?”

Hank nodded.

“And you wanted a piece of the action after I did all the hard work.”

“If you’re talking about money, then no.”

“So you just want to fuck her then?”

“It goes a little deeper than that.”

“So I understand,” Vincent said. “I hear you’ve been making some pretty strange movies with her. By the way, I’ll be wanting copies of those before I leave here.”

Hank had a sudden thought. “You’re not a cop, are you?”

“Me? Hell no!” Vincent chuckled. “Although I do conduct business with a few of them. That’s all I am, Hank. A businessman. For me, it’s all about the money. On that note, before we visit your studio, I want you to do me a small favor.”

“What would that be?”

“You have the keys to Lyons Cottage, right?”

Hank nodded warily.

“Great!” Vincent said. “Then why don’t we go take a look around?”

***

“It’s done,” Vincent said.

“It is?”

Trudy was suddenly overcome with remorse. Hank deserved to be punished for what he had put her through, but now he was dead—at her request! And she would have to live with that every day for the rest of her life! It wasn’t fair that he had driven her to this!

“Yes, it is,” Vincent said. “You are now an accessory to murder—do you understand what that means?”

“I-I think so.”

“And I have evidence to that effect. Should it ever come to light, you could go to jail for a very long time.”

“Jail?”

“Oh yes. And wouldn’t that be a lot worse than having a bunch of your pornographic videos going out to the internet?”

“W-What are you saying?”

“I’m saying that you are in the game now, Trudy Beach.”

“The game?”

“That’s right—and I have another job for you.”

***

Showered and dressed in a simple but alluring strapless sundress, Trudy put her newly acquired accessories into her purse and sat down to make the phone call she had been avoiding for hours. Given their respective schedules, she might have left it too late, but she simply hadn’t been able to bring herself to do it. Now she was out of time. She had to make the call because Vincent had told her to—and he had also given her guidelines on how he wanted this date to pan out.

With trembling fingers, she dialed and waited, hoping the man on the other end wouldn’t pick up. If he agreed to meet her, Trudy would lose every last shred of her dignity and self-esteem. On top of that, there was a great likelihood they would be spotted together, which meant she might lose Eric. Vincent hadn’t given a shit about that. Besides, this wasn’t about her and Eric anymore—she was in far too deep.

“Blake Schroeder.”

“Hi, Blake. It’s Trudy.”

There was a pause at the other end.

“Trudy?”

“Trudy Beach.”

Another pause.

“Eric’s Trudy?”

“Yes.”

“Um, wow! So what can I do for you, Trudy?”

“I was hoping we could meet up.”

Blake lowered his voice. “Hold on a moment.”

Trudy heard a door close.

“Okay,” Blake said. “You said you want to meet?”

“I know it’s short notice,” Trudy said. “But can we do lunch?”

“Today?”

“If possible.”

“Well, I have a pretty hectic schedule—”

“If not, then we can arrange another time—”

“No! Blake said quickly. “I mean, I’m sure I can fit you in. May I ask what this is about?”

“Business,” Trudy said.

“Ah.” Blake sounded a little disappointed. “Investment business?”

“Yes.”

“I see. Why aren’t you talking to Eric about this?”

“It’s complicated.” Trudy took a breath. “I overhead him talking about an upcoming merger. It sounded secret—and also highly profitable. But I understand the SEC has confidentiality rules regarding spouses and partners, breach of confidence or something like that.”

“Indeed it does,” Blake said. “So Eric doesn’t know you’re calling me?”

“God no!”

“And you’re alone right now?”

“Absolutely.”

“So why me?”

“Two reasons, actually. The first is that he mentioned your name in the call, so I’m guessing you will know all about it.” Trudy hesitated. “The other reason is a bit awkward for me.”

“How so?”

“It’s difficult to explain.”

“Try me.”

Trudy drew another breath. “Okay, well I’ve been looking for an excuse to see you—alone.”

“Is that so?” Blake sounded dubious but she could tell she had piqued his interest.

“I-I have always had the impression that you like me,” Trudy said.

“Oh, I do, Trudy.”

Trudy closed her eyes tightly. “So I thought this might be a good opportunity for us to mix business with pleasure—if you want to.”

She could hear Blake breathing on the other end.

“What kind of pleasure?”

“Why don’t we talk about that over lunch?”

Trudy held her breath as the line went very quiet—Blake was an asshole but he was no fool. Finally, he said, “Well, Trudy I’m extremely flattered but I am Eric’s friend and—”

“That’s okay,” Trudy said. “It was stupid of me to call you. I’ll find somebody else. So sorry to have bothered—”

“Wait!” Blake said. “Lunch then. We can talk, right? Say, one?”

“That works for me.”

“Great! Anywhere in mind?”

“You pick.”

“You want somewhere—discreet?”

Trudy paused for dramatic effect. “I don’t think so.”

She could really sense his excitement now.

“Financial district, then?” Blake said.

“If that’s convenient for you.”

“Either of us could be recognized.”

“If you don’t mind, I don’t.”

She had him practically panting now.

“Do you like Mediterranean?”

“Love it.”

“How about Felice on Gold Street?”

“I’ll see you there,” Trudy said. Then for no reason, she added, “Thank you for this.”

“Don’t thank me just yet,” Blake said.

Trudy hung up, and that now familiar nausea rose up in her throat, but this time she managed to keep her breakfast down.

***

“Five million bucks?”

Blake almost spat out his pan-seared salmon.

“That’s correct,” Trudy said.

“And it’s your money?”

Trudy took a sip of Chardonnay.

“Not all of it.”

“Right. Got it. So you’re the front woman, for want of a better word.”

“Let’s just say the other investors in the syndicate wish to remain anonymous.”

“I can understand that,” Blake said.

He did his usual trick of touching her arm, and said, “You seem like a smart girl, so I’m guessing you understand what’s going on with this, right?”

“I believe they call it insider trading,” Trudy said.

Blake glanced around the crowded restaurant and touched his finger to his lips. Nobody looked at them.

“It’s highly risky, although those of us involved know how to cover our tracks. But it seems to me that your investor friends are using you as a lightning rod. And not knowing where this money comes from takes the gamble to a whole new level, if you catch my drift.”

“You just worry about your end,” Trudy said. “You will only be dealing with Trudy Beach, the fashion model.”

“And—God forbid—there should ever be an inquiry?”

“The money is officially clean. You will be provided with legal paperwork verifying that it is all mine. There will be no comebacks for you as far as that is concerned.”

Blake leaned toward her and grinned and Trudy noticed a fleck of salmon stuck in his beard.

“My, aren’t you the dark horse?” he said. “And there I was thinking you were just a piece of eye candy.”

Trudy resisted the urge to slap him and they held eye contact—Blake broke it first.

“I don’t know,” he said, leaning back in his chair. “If it blows up, I could lose everything, my job, my reputation.”

As a low-life piece of shit? Trudy thought.

“Still, it is five million dollars,” Trudy reminded him.

Blake regarded her for a long moment.

“That’s a lovely dress you are wearing.”

“Thank you.”

“And you have beautiful shoulders.”

Never heard that one before.

Blake said, “I’ll need an extra two hundred thousand—over and above my commission. For the added risk.”

You greedy scumbag.

“I’m sure my partners will agree to that, given the astronomical profits they are anticipating,” Trudy said.

Blake smiled and raised his glass. “To astronomical profits.”

They touched glasses and Blake’s eyes settled on Trudy’s bare shoulders again.

“About that other thing,” he said.

Trudy raised her eyebrows.

“The other reason you wanted to meet me today,” he prompted her.

Here it was, the moment she had been dreading.

Blake leaned in again and Trudy met him halfway.

“I need to be sure that this isn’t a set up,” Blake said,

Trudy picked the bit of salmon off his beard and dropped it into his glass.

“I mean, you could be recording this whole conversation,” he said.

“I guess I could,” Trudy said.

“So before we go any further, I’m going to have to strip search you.”

“Here?”

Blake chuckled. “I keep a small place a few blocks away. Shall we get the check?”

***

It wasn’t as luxurious as Searles’ bachelor pad but it was clean and well appointed. The concierge had been circumspect, although Trudy has spotted him covertly checking her out as they had entered the lift. Not for the first time since she had been sucked into Vincent’s sordid world, she felt like a cheap whore.

Upstairs, Trudy quickly checked out the bedroom while Blake fixed some drinks. The mattress was comfortable and the sheets were clean. She wondered how many hookers Blake had bedded here, and she abruptly stood and poked her head into the bathroom. This too, was modern and tidy with fresh towels and plenty of toiletries, nothing seedy about it at all, but she felt dirty nonetheless. Casual sex in the afternoon with a married man—what the hell had happened to her life? She realized she was stalling and headed back to the living room where Blake handed her a gin tonic.

“Cheers.”

He sat but Trudy remained standing in front of him.

“Please sit.”

“I thought you wanted to strip search me.”

Blake’s smile faltered a little. “I was joking about that.”

Trudy swallowed her gin, put down the glass, and then reached behind and pulled down the zipper of her sundress. It fell around her ankles and she stood before him in her skimpy black underwear. Blake’s eyes nearly popped out of his head as she did a slow turn for him.

“See? No wire.”

Blake downed his drink. “Jesus Christ, Trudy!”

Trudy put her purse on the coffee table.

“Go ahead. Take everything out until you are satisfied.”

“Are you sure about this?” Blake said.

“Aren’t you?”

Blake’s Adam’s apple did a little dance.

“I mean, you’re engaged to my friend—”

“So? I think Eric might be seeing someone else.”

“What?”

“He hasn’t told you about it?”

“N-No.”

“Are you having second thoughts now?”

“No!”

“So go ahead and empty my purse. Would you like another drink?”

“S-Sure.”

Trudy kicked off her shoes and went to the drinks cabinet. With her back to him, she wiped away a tear. This weak, disgusting creep of a man had been openly flirting with her at every opportunity even though he knew he didn’t stand a chance. But now here she was, literally in the flesh, and he was suddenly hemming and hawing like a schoolboy on his first date. Pathetic! But the great tragedy here was that would all change after they had sex. He would feel like she was his property then—men always felt like that after they had fucked you.

“Holy shit, Trudy! What’s this?”

Trudy turned and saw that he had found the metal handcuffs. She returned with the drinks, bending forward at the waist and wobbling her cleavage as she placed the glasses on the coffee table.

She said, “As you’ve probably guessed by now, I’m not quite as sweet as you thought. I mean, you know that the five million has to come from dirty money, and now here I am standing in my underwear in front of my fiancé’s best friend—hardly the behavior of a good girl, is it?”

Blake stared at the cuffs and then back at Trudy.

“Have I put you off?” said Trudy.

“On the contrary,” Blake said.

“So punish me.”

“How?”

“Have you finished searching my bag?”

Blake dragged his eyes away from Trudy’s body and started laying out her personal items on the coffee table. She watched with quiet dismay as one by one he handled her wallet, her phone and keys, her Victor Hugo ballpoint pen, lipstick, hairbrush, a pack of tissues, hand sanitizer, her pepper spray, and a pack of breath mints. He looked up at her when he found her tampons and a pack of condoms, and then grinned impishly when she blushed. What a pig! He was delving into her private and intimate world and none of those items would ever feel the same again!

Then he came to the bottom of her purse and pulled out the leather spanking paddle and pink vibrator. Trudy was now dying inside but she still somehow managed to maintain her cool exterior. Blake sat back with the paddle in one hand and the vibrator in the other and she could see his bravado returning.

“My, my, Trudy. You really are a bad girl! So what happens now?”

Realizing this would take forever if she left it up to him, Trudy reached behind and unclasped her bra. She held the cups in place for a moment—more out of embarrassment than for effect—and then dropped it to the floor. Then she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and slid them down her legs and stepped out of them. Forcing herself to keep her arms by her sides, she turned another slow circle for him, and when she came back round, Blake’s mouth was hanging open.

“Oh, sweet Lord!” Blake whispered. “Tell me I’m not dreaming!”

Trudy bit her lip and held out her arms like a criminal waiting to be arrested. And the worst part was that she really was a criminal. Like it or not, she was one of Vincent’s flunkies now, and with every job she performed for him she was sinking deeper into his underworld.

Blake stood up and said, “Turn around and put your hands behind your back.”

Trudy glanced at him and then did as she was told. Blake was finally taking charge—which was what she had wanted him to do, but at the same time didn’t. She had always looked down on the banal man, regarding his inept advances with an amusement bordering on contempt. But now, through a disastrous chain of events—and no fault of her own—she was naked and cuffed and waiting to be punished by him!

The injustice of it all brought on another tear, and turning her back around, Blake said, “Do they hurt?”

Trudy shook her head and Blake wiped the tear away with his thumb. He led her by the arm into the bedroom and made her kneel on the bed and then leaned her forward with her cheek on the pillow and her bare ass in the air. She heard his belt buckle and pants zipper and she closed her eyes.

The props she had brought didn’t require much imagination, which was as well because she doubted Blake had any at all. Sure enough she promptly felt his fingers fumbling between her labia and then she gasped as he roughly shoved his middle finger inside her. His digital thrusts were hardly arousing but he somehow managed to lubricate her enough to insert the vibrator—then he switched it on and started fucking her with it.

Trudy bit her lip, determined not to make any noise, but the infernal device churning away inside her was rapidly having an effect. To her horror, she realized she was about to suffer the shame of climaxing in front of this oaf, but at the last second he pulled the vibrator out, leaving her flushed and panting.

“Not yet, you slut!” Blake hissed. “You still haven’t been punished!”

Trudy had experienced her first paddling at the hands of Hank, so she knew what to expect, but that didn’t make this time any less painful—and the spiteful bastard wasn’t holding back either! Trudy pushed her face into the pillow to stifle her yelps as he laid at least a dozen strokes across her upraised cheeks.

“What do you have to say?” he panted, after the last stinging blow.

Trudy turned her face to one side and sniffed, “I-I’m sorry?”

“No! You say thank you for punishing me!”

“T-Thank you for punishing me!”

“Thank you, who?”

“Thank you for punishing me, Blake!”

“Now would you like to come?”

Trudy did but she didn’t, so she just silently nodded into the pillow.

“Say it, bitch!” Blake spat. “Beg me for it!”

“P-Please may I come?”

“Say my fucking name!”

“Please make me come, Blake!”

Trudy felt his cockhead touching her damp labia.

“You’ve always wanted this, haven’t you?” he snarled.

“Y-Yes, Blake!”

He nudged his cock further inside her.

“I’ve seen the way you look at me, feigning disinterest, but I could tell you were always hot for me, weren’t you?”

“Yes, Blake!”

“So now I’ll give you the fucking you’ve always dreamed of!”

He jammed his cock into her right up to the hilt and this time she let out a strangled cry. As Blake rhythmically pumped in and out of her, Trudy recalled the bitchy conversation she had had with his wife at the barbecue. Jacklyn Schroeder’s suspicions had been totally unjustified back then, but now everything she had accused Trudy of had come true!




Chapter Fifteen

“Wow! Check out that ocean view!” Fan Fan said.

“Yep, a weekend gig in Palm Beach sure beats sweating under the lights in a city studio,” Charlotte agreed.

“And Sunday to ourselves, all expenses paid!” Fan Fan smiled.

Trudy had to admit that she was relieved to be away from New York and all that was happening to her there, but she couldn’t unwind the way the other two were. In fact, Trudy didn’t think she would ever be able to relax again unless she found a way out from under Vincent’s yolk. Talk about the frying pan and the fire!

She still hadn’t gotten her head around her most recent task, just two days ago, when she had been picked up in a stretch limo by one of Vincent’s guys and taken to an opulent apartment building on the Upper East Side. Up in the penthouse, Trudy had been introduced to an old man who looked to be at least a hundred. Sex was clearly out of the question, but following instructions, Trudy had stripped to her satin underwear and posed for the old fossil in a variety of lewd positions while to her embarrassment, his male personal assistants had looked on. After her little show, Trudy had presented the old man with some paperwork which he willingly signed without even reading it. After that, she had sat close to the old fart and fed him his lunch while making a fuss of him before his private nurse had eventually called a halt to the proceedings—the look of contempt she had shot Trudy had been soul-crushing.

Trudy still had no idea who the old guy was, what the deal was, or why she had been used as the sweetener, but she knew better than to ask—as Blake had so crudely put it, in their world she was just eye candy.

And wasn’t that all she really was, whether posing in a professional studio or performing like a high-class hooker? Just another young girl with a pretty face to be used until she was eventually past her sell-by date? At least Hank was out of her life—although she still felt irrationally guilty about that—but Blake had been pestering her for another business lunch which Trudy glumly knew she would eventually be compelled to attend. Fortunately this assignment had come up to give her some breathing space, although the downside was Chichi Girl Boutiques were involved in the campaign, which meant that John Searles was almost certain to show up at some point.

A fresh-faced waitress arrived at their patio table. “Good afternoon, I’m Janelle and welcome to the Tideline. Can I get you something to drink?”

“Cocktails!” Fan Fan said. “Something turquoise or pink with lots of fruit, flowers and alcohol!”

“Easy, girlfriend!” Charlotte said. “We’re meeting the ad people in a couple of hours.”

“Good reason to get drunk, then!” said Fan Fan.

“Just don’t piss Anastasia off. She really wants us to make a good impression.”

“Oh, I will when the boys get here,” Fan Fan giggled.

“Boys?” said Trudy.

“Didn’t Anastasia tell you?” said Charlotte. “This is a joint campaign between Chichi Gals and Peterjohn Men’s Apparel—three trendy and beautiful couples on vacation together.”

“I—guess I wasn’t paying attention,” Trudy said.

Charlotte gave her a disapproving look. “Well, anyway, we’re being introduced to the male models at a reception tonight—I don’t know why it’s such a big deal.”

“I do!” Fan Fan said. “Because one of them is Leo Shaw!”

“Here? Oh, my God!” said Janelle the waitress. “I just love those green eyes!”

“And his biceps covered with tattoos!” said Fan Fan.

“Aren’t those gang tattoos?” said Charlotte. “I heard he once did jail time.”

“Yeah, he was a member of one of those Los Angeles gangs and got busted for grand theft or something,” Fan Fan said.

Trudy abruptly stood. “So this guy is a fucking criminal?”

“Used to be,” said Fan Fan. “So what? I think it makes him even sexier.”

Trudy gazed out to sea and muttered, “There should be rules about that sort of thing.”

The others exchanged confused glances, and Janelle said, “I’ll go fetch those drinks.”

***

The reception was held poolside in the evening, all very glitzy of course, with plenty of glamorous people from the worlds of fashion and advertising preening themselves in front of each other and making all important business connections. Anastasia was at her gushing best, leading her top three girls from group to group, and they didn’t let her down, not even Fan Fan, who was clearly tipsy.

The official meeting of the boys and girls was a typically phony and plastic event, but everybody seemed to love it and the six of them posed for the flashing cameras of Vogue and Elle, as well as the less tasteful People and National Enquirer.

Trudy had attended many such events during the course of her fledgling career and she usually enjoyed the attention, but her perspective on life had been dramatically altered over the past few weeks and she felt strangely detached from the proceedings.

A lot of fuss was made of Leo, the rising star in the world of male modeling, and as Trudy was regarded as his female counterpart, the photographers kept asking for shots of just the two of them together. What a beautiful couple they made—if only they knew!

Trudy did have to concede that Leo was very sexy in a rough kind of way, and Janelle was right about those hypnotic green eyes which looked so out of place on a mocha skinned man. He was also a little too touchy-feely during the photo call, but Trudy decided to let it slide—she had experienced far worse than that recently!

The other two guys were typical pretty white boys and perfectly sculpted, but neither Heath nor Bobby exuded the same sexual electricity as Leo. Trudy was content to let Leo take the lion’s share of the press’s attention, although he seemed reluctant to let go of her when the photo call came to an end.

As the excitement began to die down, Trudy quietly slipped away to the pool veranda and leaned on the railing, looking out at the twinkling midnight blue ocean. A warm tropical breeze rustled the palm fronds and she closed her eyes. The horrible events of the past month were so distant right now that she had a vague sense of what it felt like to be happy again—too bad she would be at Vincent’s beck and call again in a few days.

Her thoughts drifted to Eric and she wondered if their relationship had already reached the point of no return. Trudy had been cool but not unfriendly to Charlotte since the rumors had started circling, but it was noteworthy that Charlotte had made no attempt to defend herself. Thinking of Eric took her mind back to the cottage, and by association to Hank’s hateful attic studio. Trudy had discreetly checked and apparently Hank had not been reported missing because he had left a note on the cottage door saying he had important private business to attend to. Trudy didn’t even want to think of how Vincent had disposed of the body!

“Need some company?”

“Not really,” Trudy said without looking around.

Leo Shaw leaned on the railing beside her.

“All the bullshit gets to you after a while, don’t it?”

“What bullshit?”

“The fake people and their phony smiles. I can never get used to it.”

“Comes with the territory, I guess,” Trudy said.

“I guess,” Leo said. “How’d you get into the game anyways?”

Trudy gave him a sharp look. “The game?”

Leo turned his cool green eyes on her.

“Walking. Fashion. You know.”

“Ah.” Trudy turned back to the ocean. “I was discovered, as they say.”

“Yeah? How?”

“Waitressing in a coffee shop. A modeling scout gave me her card. That was it.”

“You don’t look like a waitress.”

“It was part time. I was in college.”

“Yeah, that’s more like it. You look smart.”

“Not so much,” Trudy said. “I wasn’t interested but my college friends pressured me into calling the number.”

“It was the right move,” Leo said. “A face like yours was made for the cameras.”

“Please. There are thousands of beautiful models out there.”

“But you’ve got that special something, honey. You’re going to be a star.”

Their thighs were touching now, and Trudy inched away.

“So what’s your story?” she said.

“You don’t know?”

“Should I? I just met you.”

Leo grinned. “Right. Well, I was in the can.”

“You were discovered in the toilet?”

“In the can, not on it! The joint. Prison.”

“Got it. And how did that happen exactly?”

“Girl, it was all over the internet. You sure you’ve never seen this face before?”

Trudy studied his chiseled features. “Nope.”

Leo looked genuinely surprised. “When I got arrested, somebody leaked my mugshot. It went viral.”

“And you were offered a contract based on that?”

“Sure. After I did my stretch, they put me on the catwalk.”

Leo was looking pretty proud of himself, so Trudy said, “And what did they put you away for?”

Leo shrugged. “All a misunderstanding. But what chance does a man of color have, right?”

“Right.”

Trudy looked back toward the reception where a few heads were turned in their direction. She didn’t want to give the gossip columnists any ideas, so she said, “I’d better head back. It’s been nice.”

“Wait up, what’s your hurry?”

Leo put his hand on Trudy’s arm and she looked at it before jerking herself free.

“My friends are waiting for me.”

For a fleeting moment, she saw the gangsta in those green eyes, but then he smiled and said, “I’m sorry. I just gotta ask you something.”

Trudy hesitated. “What?”

“Saturday night, there’s this thing.”

“Thing?”

“A party—I want you to go with me.”

Trudy looked at him. “I have a boyfriend. We’re getting married.”

“That’s cool. Nothing has to happen with us.”

“Well, thanks. But no thanks.”

Trudy started to move off, but Leo grabbed her arm again.

“You don’t understand,” he said. “You have to go with me.”

“I don’t have to do anything! Now let go of me before I scream.”

“Listen to me. This is important,” Leo hissed. “All you have to do is show up. Be social. It’s for appearances, that’s all.”

“What are you talking about?”

Leo turned his laser green eyes on her again.

“It’s a job, dumbass! Do I have to spell it out?”

Trudy suddenly went cold.

“A job?”

“That’s right. A job. We both have the same boss, Trudy. You can’t say no, and neither can I.”

“You’re talking about—?”

“Yeah. Vincent.”

Trudy’s knees wobbled and she fell into Leo’s arms. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw a camera flash go off.

***

They worked hard for the next two days. The ad people were happy, the fashion people were happy, the photographer was happy, but there was a tension in the air between the models that was not apparent in the photographs. Three sun-kissed, gorgeous young couples enjoying their vacation at the beach. Pearly white smiles, perfect bodies, girl’s bikinis and boy’s trunks, casual wear for cocktails by the pool, evening wear for a romantic dinner overlooking the ocean. Living the dream.

But between sessions, Trudy was withdrawn, anxious about the upcoming job. Leo was trying to reassure her which made Fan Fan jealous, and that made Bobby moody because he wanted Fan Fan. And Charlotte was still acting coolly toward Heath’s advances because—Trudy was now certain—she was involved with Eric. And to add to the confusion, Searles had indeed shown up, but was hovering on the fringes, and whenever he attempted to make eye contact, Trudy deliberately made a fuss of Leo to put him off. What a mess!

None of this emotional intrigue was lost on Anastasia, who knew her girls very well, but they were behaving impeccably in front of the camera lens, so she had nothing professionally to complain about. On the Saturday however, she insisted that they take lunch together, just the four of them.

They went to an unassuming waterfront eatery not far from the Tideline, and Anastasia treated them to seafood salads and chilled white wine. It wasn’t busy, and they ate and drank and basked in the sea breeze but the conversation was stilted at best.

Finally, Anastasia said, “Girls, am I missing something?”

Charlotte shrugged and Trudy drank her wine. Fan Fan twirled her fork in her salad and said, “Trudy’s got the hots for Leo.”

Anastasia frowned. “Trudy has Eric.”

“That’s why it’s not fair. Why should she get all the best guys?”

“I haven’t got Leo,” Trudy sighed. “It’s just work.”

“I saw you hugging him at the reception,” Fan Fan said. “Everyone did.”

“I was feeling faint,” Trudy said. “Leo caught me. That’s all.”

“He caught you alright,” Charlotte said.

“You’ve got it all wrong,” Trudy said. “I’m with Eric, and that’s all there is to it.”

“Don’t be too sure about that,” Charlotte muttered.

“What was that?” Trudy said sharply. “Do you have something to say to me?”

“Girls! Girls! Stop this!” Anastasia said. “You’re behaving like children! What has gotten into you? You all look so cool and sophisticated when you are working. I thought you were friends.”

“A friend doesn’t go on a secret lunch date with her friend’s fiancé,” Trudy said.

“What does that mean?” Anastasia said.

“Ask Charlotte,” said Trudy.

“Did you, Charlotte?” Anastasia said.

Charlotte stared at her plate. “Did I what?”

“Have lunch with Eric?”

“Yes.”

There was a silence as the other three looked at her.

“It wasn’t a planned thing,” Charlotte said. “Eric is very sweet and he needed somebody to talk to.”

“About what?” Anastasia said.

“About Trudy, of course,” Charlotte said. “Everybody knows she has been acting weird lately.”

Anastasia caught Trudy’s eye.

“And there was that other thing,” Charlotte said.

“Other thing?” said Anastasia.

“At the Ninth Street studio. Everyone’s been talking about that as well.”

“Charlotte, I don’t think we need to—”

“Is it true, Trudy?” Fan Fan said. “Did you wet yourself—?”

“No, she did not!” Anastasia said. “I was there and it’s a big lie. And when I find out who started it, I’ll be seeking legal advice on behalf of the agency. So be careful what you say to people.”

An awkward silence descended upon the table, and Anastasia refilled their wine glasses. Trudy was grateful that Anastasia had come to her defense, but then again, whoring herself to Searles was the whole reason they were working here now. Anastasia was a businesswoman first and foremost, and as soon as Trudy became a liability, she would undoubtedly cut her loose. Trudy knew she was walking a fine line.

“Now let’s not spoil a nice lunch,” Anastasia said. “We have one more shoot left this afternoon, and then the closing reception this evening. Tomorrow, you have the whole day to yourselves. Now let’s toast to a job well done!”

As they raised their glasses, Trudy said, “I didn’t know there was to be another reception tonight.”

“Yes, it’s a kind of a goodbye and thank you from the customers.”

“Do we have to be there?” Trudy said.

“Of course,” said Anastasia. “You are the stars of the show. It would look very strange if you weren’t there.”

“But what if I had already made other plans?” Trudy said.

“That’s what Sunday is for,” Anastasia said pointedly. “Until then, you are still working on my time—I expect you to be there, Trudy.”

***

“Meet me out back at seven,” Leo said. “A blue Porsche will be waiting.”

“What about the reception?” Trudy said.

“Fuck the reception.”

“If we’re both not there, people will talk.”

“If we don’t go to Don Rosario’s club, we’ll have a lot more to worry about than that!”

Shit! Trudy was trapped! Anastasia had made it very clear that Trudy was to attend the farewell reception. By not showing, not only would she embarrass Anastasia in front of her peers, but she would have defied a direct order from her boss. All the credit she had gained by subjecting herself to Searles’ disgusting fantasies would be severely diminished!

Unfortunately the alternative was potentially far worse. By now Trudy had figured out that Vincent probably belonged to an organized gang—maybe even one of the Five Families! If Trudy pissed him off, she would never be safe! She might even be killed, or worse, crippled or disfigured in some way! Compared to that, Anastasia’s fury seemed insignificant.

“Okay, seven,” she said.

“Be there,” Leo said, and hung up.

Trudy went to the minibar and poured herself a very stiff gin. Then she stepped into the shower and tried to think. She briefly considered feigning sickness, but she knew that Anastasia wouldn’t fall for that. No, Trudy would simply have to no show, and when Leo failed to show too, everyone would put two and two together, and then it would make the gossip columns and that meant Eric would eventually hear about it. Every way she looked it this, she was sure to lose—but she had no choice.

At eight-thirty, Leo parked the Porsche outside La Habana nightclub in Miami and handed the keys to an attendant. He opened Trudy’s door and offered his hand. There was a long queue outside and everyone was staring at them so she took his hand and stepped onto the sidewalk. A musclebound doorman in a tux opened the cordon and they walked past the waiting crowd. Trudy was relieved there were no paparazzi around.

“VIP, baby!” Leo grinned as another bouncer opened the door for them.

The club was packed, three floors of glass and chrome and laser lights and head pounding music. Leo kept a tight grip on Trudy’s hand as he led her up the flights of stairs to the top floor where a swarthy man in a suit stopped them.

“Leo Shaw and Trudy Beach,” Leo said. “Guests of Don Rosario, himself!”

The man ignored him but gave Trudy an admiring look up and down. Then he nodded and opened the door. The top floor was completely encased in soundproof glass, and Trudy looked down at the heaving throng as they were taken to a leather lounge suite already occupied by three glamorous Latino couples.

A short man with a goatee stood and held out his arms.

“Leo! Long time!”

They embraced and then he turned his attention to Trudy.

“And this lovely lady?”

“Trudy Beach. Upcoming catwalk star.”

“Wow! An absolute knockout! I am Carlos Molina, senorita. Welcome to Miami!”

He took Trudy’s hand and kissed it.

“Please sit.”

They were introduced to everyone but Trudy’s head was in a spin and she didn’t remember a single name. While the men made small talk, the other women checked her out. They were all dressed in metallic tight pants, low cut tops, and wore sparkling jewelry. Trudy had chosen a black and white crochet romper that showed off her long, bare legs, with a pair of black tasseled four-inch sandals. These Hispanic women were very sexy but Trudy was in a different class and they all knew it. The men kept stealing glances at her while they talked, and their women didn’t like it.

Champagne and snacks arrived and the men talked in low voices, largely ignoring their female companions. Trudy tuned out and took in the plush surroundings. All around her were expensively dressed clubbers draped in gold and gems, clearly reveling in their VIP status. It left Trudy cold. Not too long ago, she would also have been excited by all this ostentation, but something had snapped inside of her of late, and all she could see was ugliness.

Carlos tapped her on the shoulder and handed her a hundred dollar bill. “Trudy, please be my guest.”

For a crazy moment, Trudy wondered if he wanted her to put on a sex show for them—then she saw the lines of coke on the table and she froze as everybody, including Leo, made tubes out of their banknotes and took a hit.

Carlos wiped his nose and gestured at the table.

“Por favor.”

They were all watching her now, and it suddenly occurred to Trudy that she was very much on the spot. She looked at Leo and he nodded, so she rolled up the bill and then took just the second ever snort of coke of her life.

It all got very weird after that.




Chapter Sixteen

Anastasia terminated Trudy’s contract by email—she didn’t even call.

Trudy didn’t really understand the legalese, but there were a lot of long sentences about breach of conditions, unprofessional conduct, criminal prosecution, and so forth. It didn’t really matter. Trudy wasn’t going to contest it—she had far bigger problems to deal with.

Trudy still had no clear recollection of the events that unfolded after they left La Habana that night. After the cocaine, Carlos had passed around a glass tube of crystal meth which he heated up with a lighter. Following the others’ lead, Trudy had duly smoked it when it was her turn and within seconds she had no longer given a flying fuck about the farewell reception at the Tideline Ocean Resort.

She was instantly focused, full of energy, and incredibly horny, and she soon became the life and soul of the party. Carlos had given her some pills which she had gobbled up like candy and washed down with champagne—Trudy hadn’t felt this good in a long time! At one point she remembered being sandwiched between Leo and Carlos, French kissing each of them in turn, much to the delight of her new friends. Carlos had then succeeded in slipping his finger inside Trudy’s panties and when he had displayed his sticky finger to the table everyone had found it highly amusing!

Trudy didn’t remember when they left the club but she recalled carrying the briefcase outside. It was quite heavy and she had asked Leo to take it for her but Carlos had insisted she keep hold of it.

The rest of the night came to her in flashbacks. A large hacienda, floodlit stucco walls, an illuminated swimming pool, more drugs and alcohol, nude swimming, Leo undressing her, Trudy too wasted to care, Carlos joining in, Trudy with a cock in each hand—her first threesome.

The orgy must have gone on for hours because it was dawn when the FBI burst in. Time stood still as Trudy watched Leo run, his cock and balls swinging as he was wrestled to the ground. One particular freeze frame moment remained etched upon Trudy’s mind. A good-looking FBI agent just stopped among the chaos and stared at her naked body, his eyes filled with unmistakable desire. Then he had told her to drop to her knees, and as he cuffed her hands behind her back, he said, “How in hell did a girl like you end up in a place like this?”

***

Trudy had spent the next day in jail—without doubt the most frightening experience of her life. The next day she had been summoned to a meeting with an attorney but she had been in too much of a daze to remember the details. All she had understood was that in addition to the drug charges, she was facing a far more serious accusation of conspiracy to launder money.

Money laundering? Trudy was just a fashion model!

The attorney had somberly explained to her that she could be facing up to ten years in a federal prison. She had switched off at that point, unable to comprehend the way her perfect life had spiraled into this living hell!

But a few hours later, quite suddenly she was free. Apparently because she wasn’t regarded as one of the major players in this operation—how could she be?—and she wasn’t considered a flight risk, somebody had posted bail on her behalf.

Eric? Who else?

So for the past twenty-four hours, Trudy had locked herself in her Manhattan apartment, ignoring calls and messages. At one point she had seen a telltale picture of herself and Leo on the television news—she shut it off.

Eric finally called in the evening. Trudy was afraid to answer but she felt she had to.

“Eric, I—”

“Don’t.”

“Can I just explain—?”

“We’re past that, don’t you think? You have humiliated me and my family, Trudy. I thought I knew you. Sex and drugs parties? The Cuban mafia? Dear God! How could you? You had it all!”

“Is there any way we can start over?” she said pathetically.

“Absolutely not!” Eric said. “I couldn’t even bring myself to touch you after knowing you were with that man. Besides, my parents wouldn’t allow it.”

Trudy’s eyes started to brim.

“But you still bailed me out.”

“Yes. That’s what I called about. My father feels that if you were to go to jail, the stigma would attach itself to our family. He has high level connections, so he has managed to work out a deal with the district attorney.”

“A deal?” Trudy said.

“Yes. Because the FBI don’t regard you as a key defendant, the prosecution has a certain latitude to put your case on hold. It’s bending the rules somewhat, but as I said, my father has friends in high places.”

Trudy blew her nose. “So I’m not going to jail?”

“That is up to you,” Eric said. “If you choose not to accept our offer, then your case will go to trial—and you will be entirely on your own.”

Trudy hesitated. “And what exactly is this offer?”

“You will go to work at Lyons Cottage.”

“Doing what?”

“Whatever is required. Cleaning, cooking, gardening, running errands, that sort of thing.”

“A servant?” Trudy said numbly.

“Call it what you want. At least you won’t be behind bars. And God knows, it might do you some good. You’re still young enough to learn some humility.”

“But I don’t know anything about that kind of work,” Trudy said.

“Then you’ll just have to pick it up as you go along.”

Trudy considered this. “How long will I have to do this for?”

“A year.”

“A year?”

“That is what the district attorney has stipulated—as opposed to possibly ten years in a federal prison.”

“Isn’t there any other way?” Trudy said.

“No, this is all there is, Trudy. And you have to decide now. My father is waiting for an answer.”

Trudy frantically considered her options. The idea of working as a maid at the family cottage was inconceivable to her, but if she said no right now, she would be left on her own to fight against the mighty United States government. She briefly considered turning to her parents for help but they had limited resources and would undoubtedly already be crushed by what had happened. No, she was in a mess of her own making, and as humbling as it would be, Eric’s offer presented the only logical step forward.

“Okay then,” she said quietly.

“What was that?”

“I’ll go to work for you,” Trudy said.

“Just to be clear, this will be a punishment, not a job,” Eric said. “You won’t be getting paid. And I would have thought a little gratitude might be in order, considering the alternative.”

Trudy drew a breath. “Thank you, Eric.”

“You did this to yourself,” Eric said. “Remember that.”

“I will,” Trudy said. “So when do you want me to start?”

“Tomorrow,” Eric said. “You will report to Hank at the guest house.”

Trudy’s heart skipped a beat.

“Did you say Hank?”

“That is correct. You remember him, don’t you?”

“Hank the maintenance guy?”

“Yes. Hank Mallory. He is your new boss.”

“B-But I thought he was—”

“What?”

Trudy was breathing so hard she was almost hyperventilating!

“N-Nothing.”

“Very well, then. Do we have an agreement?” Eric said.

“Yes.”

“Good. Be there by noon tomorrow—and do not mess this up.”

Eric hung up and Trudy stared at her phone wondering what other nasty surprises were waiting around the corner for her.




Chapter Seventeen

Everything was the same as the last time she had come here—the overgrown stone pathway, the small wooden porch, the gray slate roof—and yet nothing was the same anymore. No matter how physically and emotionally painful Hank’s torments had been, she had always been able to walk away from here and for a few days pretend that everything was okay with her world. She could never fully repair the damage he had done, but at least when she was back in the city surrounded by the bustle and glamour of her work, she had been able to put up a mental buffer that had helped her to cope to a certain degree. She would be Trudy Beach the fashion model again, engaged to Eric Lyons, admired and envied by her peers, and even though that fragile veneer had been gradually cracking apart, at least she had had that respite long enough to keep her just about sane.

Now however, there would be no downtime, no breathing space from Hank’s insatiable sadistic appetites. She was really moving in here with him, for an entire year, and he was going to be her boss, telling her what to do not because of some blackmail pictures, but legally in the eyes of the court! And the worst part was that she had nowhere to hide. There was no modeling career waiting for her at the end of this. Her reputation had been destroyed in public. And there would be no fairy tale wedding either. It was all gone.

She dropped her bags on the porch and stared at front door. She still couldn’t believe that Hank would actually be waiting inside there. She had been so sure that he was dead! Vincent had told her so! Maybe Eric didn’t know. Had he been in touch with Hank? Perhaps not.

Clinging to that tiniest glimmer of hope, Trudy pressed the bell. She looked up at the attic window and wondered if it was still fitted out like a crude photo studio. Unbidden images of her humiliating sessions up there flashed into her mind and she physically shook her head to flush them out. But she reminded herself that she was no longer a model—she had been sent here to work as an unpaid servant, that was all.

The front door opened and Trudy looked up at the ghost of Hank Mallory. He peered down at her through those awful tortoiseshell glasses and Trudy felt compelled to lower her eyes. The huge bulge in his pants reminded her of everything they had done together and she felt her cheeks burn.

“So you’re back,” Hank said unnecessarily.

Was she supposed to reply? What were the rules now? She kept quiet.

“Come inside,” Hank said, and Trudy picked up her bags and followed him down the hallway to the back of the house. She had never seen his living quarters before and the unexpected intimacy made her uncomfortable.

Hank opened a door and said, “You can drop your bags in here.”

Trudy entered and looked around. It was a simply furnished bedroom with a large double bed. She had expected worse. Then she noticed the male accessories on the dresser and she looked at Hank.

“Whose bedroom is this?” she said.

“Mine. Ours now,” Hank said.

“Ours?”

“Yes. You’ll be sleeping with me.”

Trudy’s throat went dry.

“I-I wouldn’t want to impose. Don’t you have a box room I can use?”

“I want you with me at all times so I can keep an eye on you,” Hank said. “You are my responsibility now.”

Trudy’s eyes once again involuntarily dropped to the absurdly large package between Hank’s legs—had it just gotten even bigger?

“Leave your bags,” Hank said. “We need to go over the ground rules. Follow me.”

Ground rules. That didn’t sound promising. A part of Trudy had been hoping she might be able to serve out her tenure quietly going about her business undisturbed. Fat chance of that given her recent experiences with Hank! She was now firmly in the clutches of a sadist who had the power to do anything to her that his perverted imagination could conjure up!

Hank led her into a small living room that looked like it hadn’t been decorated since the fifties. He settled into an armchair but didn’t invite Trudy to sit, so she remained standing in front of him.

Hank said, “I assume Master Eric has explained the gravity of your situation?”

Trudy nodded.

“So we don’t need to go over the details,” Hank said. “The bottom line here is that you do exactly what I tell you or you go to jail. Got it?”

“Got it.”

“We’ll see. This is not going to be a walk in the park, Trudy. I will be working you very hard,” Hank said ominously.

Just then a red-hot bubble of resentment rose up inside Trudy—this was all so unfair!

“I have a question,” she said.

Hank raised his bushy eyebrows. “Shoot.”

“Why the fuck are you not dead?”

Trudy knew she was in no position to be pissing off this depraved old man, but she couldn’t help herself.

“Ah, yes, the contract you put out on me,” Hank said. “Well, it turned out that your friend from the criminal underworld spotted a money-making opportunity when he got here—luckily for me.”

“An opportunity?” Trudy frowned. “I don’t understand.”

“Why would you?” Hank said. “You’re just a bimbo who spends too much time looking in the mirror. How do you think that insider trading deal you made with Blake Schroeder kicked off? Where do you think Vincent got his information? And the money laundering deal in Miami that you fucked up? It’s all connected.”

“You broke into Eric’s den?”

“No, Trudy. You did. At least as far as the evidence will show.”

“You despicable—!”

“I would keep that smart mouth closed if I were you,” Hank said. “Remember your situation—one phone call from me and they will haul your ass back off to jail!”

Trudy balled her fists and glared at him.

“So,” Hank leaned back and crossed his legs. “Are you ready to start work?”

***

Trudy was dressed in tight jeans, a plain white shirt, brown lightweight jacket, and sneakers. She had probably thrown this casual outfit on hoping that it wouldn’t make any kind of impression on him—she couldn’t have been more wrong! Trudy could have turned up wearing a potato sack and she would still have given Hank a hard-on!

He still couldn’t quite believe how she had fallen back into his lap! The conclusions to their previous modeling sessions had always left him feeling heavyhearted and hollow because every time she had walked out of that door, he could never be one hundred percent sure that she would ever come back. Now however, she was here to stay, twenty-four seven—and this time Hank didn’t intend to let her out of his sight!

“First off, you’ll need to change into your cleaning girl uniform,” Hank said.

Trudy was still pissed, and she said, “Please don’t say you’re going to dress me as a French maid!”

“Ever the wiseass,” Hank noted. “No, I have something much simpler in mind—although you have just come up with an interesting concept. Maybe we could dress you up whenever Master Eric has house guests!”

Trudy’s face fell. Evidently she hadn’t considered the possibility that outside visitors might bear witness to her fall from grace!

“Anyway, you can start by getting out of those slutty clothes,” Hank said.

Trudy looked around the room. “Here?”

“Honey, I have already photographed every inch of your nude body,” Hank sighed. “I’ve even had my dick inside it, remember?”

Trudy flushed bright pink—she remembered alright!

Hank went on, “But if you still feel the need to protect your modesty in front of me, you are welcome to turn around.”

Trudy flashed him a venomous look and turned her back on him. Hank watched contentedly as his haughty young charge undressed in his living room. He actually preferred it when she was angry—it would make the coming humiliations far more entertaining!

When Trudy was naked, Hank tossed one of his old pinstripe shirts at her.

“Put that on.”

Trudy looked down at the shirt but didn’t move.

“Unless you want to go about your daily chores naked?” Hank said.

Trudy let out an infuriated sigh and bent her knees to pick up the shirt. Hank watched her slip it on and then fiddle around with the buttons—it was probably taking her a moment to figure out that there were only two of them still attached!

“Okay, let’s take a look at you.”

Trudy shuffled back around and chewed her bottom lip. The shirt was the perfect length for Hank’s liking, hanging down to just below her crotch, and the two remaining buttons ensured that her cleavage was very much on show!

Now Hank picked up a red and white polka dot headscarf and threw it at her feet.

“We don’t want your hair falling in your eyes while you’re scrubbing the decks, do we?”

Trudy scowled at him and picked up the scarf. After she had tied it around her head, Hank took a few pictures with his phone.

“You look very sweet,” he chuckled. “Did you eat breakfast this morning?”

Trudy shook her head.

“Too bad. You have a busy afternoon ahead of you. I’ll let you have some supper tonight if you’re a good girl.”

Hank stood and went toward the door but Trudy stayed where she was.

“Is this it?” she said.

“Is what it?”

“Is this all I get to wear? A shirt with two buttons and a stupid headscarf?”

“Yep.”

“Seriously?”

“Seriously.”

Trudy’s jaw dropped. “How about some underwear at least?”

“Now where would be the fun in that?” Hank grinned.

“Shoes?” Trudy said.

“I like to keep my slaves barefoot,” Hank said.

“This is inhumane treatment!” Trudy said. “The court must have rules about this.”

“You want to go complaining to the court, be my guest,” Hank said. “You’ll probably end up in the slammer, though. There’s plenty of folk think you’re getting off too lightly as it is.”

Trudy processed this and didn’t respond.

“And another thing. I’m getting real tired of your sass,” Hank said. “From now on I want you to keep that smart mouth of yours closed unless I give you permission to speak. Is that clear?”

Trudy nodded sulkily.

“Good, now follow me.”

It was sunny outside but a stiff breeze lifted the early fall leaves on the lawn. It wasn’t yet time to cover the pool but the water would be a little too chilly for swimming now. To the right of the cottage was a wooden shed and Hank opened the padlock.

“Maintenance and cleaning supplies,” he said, standing to one side.

Trudy looked inside with a blank expression on her face.

“Have you ever done any cleaning before?” Hank asked her.

“Of course I have,” Trudy said.

“Well, that’s something,” Hank said. “You are going to clean the pool patio first.”

Trudy looked back at the pool and then at Hank.

“Yeah, I figured as much,” Hank sighed.

He stepped into the shed and handed Trudy a plastic bucket and a bag of soda crystals. There were plenty of long handled brushes to choose from but Hank had a better idea and he found a wooden scrubbing hand brush which he tossed into the bucket.

“There’s a faucet over by the rose arbor,” he said.

Trudy looked with disdain at the scrubbing brush and said, “Can I wear rubber gloves?”

Hank shook his head. “Are you worried about damaging your nails? I don’t think you should be fussing about your appearance any time soon—you are a working girl now and the only time you’ll be posing in front of a camera will be upstairs in my attic.”

Trudy gave him an incredulous look. “You’re going to take more pictures of me? I thought I was working here as a maid?”

“You still don’t quite get it, do you?” Hank said. “You will do anything and everything I tell you to—otherwise I just pick up the phone and you go back to trial.”

Standing there in Hank’s old shirt with the bucket clasped in front of her, Trudy suddenly looked very young and vulnerable. She looked down and wiggled her cute toes in the grass as she tried to finally grasp the terrible reality of her circumstances.

Hank decided to spell it out for her anyway. “You belong to me now, Trudy Beach.”

***

Just for fun, Hank went into the rose arbor and watched Trudy at work through the trellis. The roses were about ready for pre-winter pruning, but that could be another job for Trudy—maybe he would have her do it wearing nothing but the headscarf.

Right now he observed her struggling to keep the shirt down over her bare ass with one hand while scrubbing the pool patio with the other. With just the hand brush to use, she was forced to kneel on the cool, stone slabs, and the inadequate shirt kept riding up her back. Hank found it a constant source of pleasure watching her hopeless efforts to protect her modesty.

He fondly recalled that day he had watched her sunning herself on this very poolside with her fashion buddies. She had been no more than a fantasy to him then, Master Eric’s fiancée—oh, how well they had gotten to know each other since that fateful day!

There was still much going on that Hank didn’t understand. Vincent was clearly running the show, but he seemed content to leave Trudy under Hank’s supervision for now—she was Hank’s reward but she remained Vincent’s property. But did that really matter? Choosing instead to focus on the present moment, Hank feasted his eyes on the soles of Trudy’s bare feet and her little pink toes, the delightful crack of her ass, and the enticing glimpse of the puffy peach between her thighs. There were millions of men all around the world who would do anything to spend just one night with this sexy young woman—and she was to be Hank’s personal plaything for the next year!

For the hell of it, he unzipped himself and pulled out his semi-flaccid cock, letting it hang down outside his pants. He casually stroked himself as he watched Trudy diligently scrubbing away. Given her rebellious nature, he had half expected her to take an unauthorized break while he was out of sight, but surprisingly she was still keeping hard at it like a good little maid!

With his big cock still swinging freely in the open air, Hank left the rose arbor and wandered back over to his unwitting victim. When his shadow fell across her, Trudy tensed her shoulders and she put her hand back to cover her butt crack. Hank walked around in front of her and she looked up and gasped.

“Remember this guy?” Hank grinned as he waved his rapidly engorging cock at her.

Trudy flushed, lowered her head, and began scrubbing again. Maybe she had opted to do her best to be good in order to avoid any possible disciplinary actions that Hank might think up. Too bad. She was presenting way too much of a desirable target for him to resist!

“Your bucket needs refilling,” Hank said.

Trudy stopped scrubbing and stared down at the patio.

“Let me help,” Hank said.

He pointed his cock at the bucket and watched with pleasure as Trudy’s fingers tightened around the scrubbing brush. He had to concentrate a little but it wasn’t too long before he managed to produce a strong arc of yellow piss that splattered into Trudy’s bucket. She flinched and turned her face away from the splashing droplets of urine but she didn’t jump up and run which emboldened Hank even further—he redirected his dick so that his stream now landed right on top of Trudy’s headscarf!

The poor ex-model shrieked and involuntarily looked up, which turned out to be a mistake because she immediately caught a mouthful of Hank’s hot piss! Now she jerked up onto her knees, coughing and spluttering, but Hank stayed with her and pointed his spurting cock at her chest.

Still on her knees, Trudy spat and hacked as the shape of her breasts and nipples emerged under Hank’s old shirt. When his urination finally abated, Hank said, “You had better get in the pool to clean up—otherwise you will be stinking by the day’s end!”

Trudy let out a little sob of revulsion and glanced at the swimming pool. It was going to be chilly in there and she knew it! She slowly raised herself on trembling legs and went toward the shallow end.

“Uh-uh!” Hank said. “You aren’t getting into Master Eric’s pool with those piss wet clothes on!”

Trudy stopped and glowered at him and Hank wondered if he might have pushed it too far too soon—after all, she still did have the option of serving her jail time, if she so chose.

But she didn’t. With a look of total repugnance on her face, she unbuttoned the shirt and let it fall down to the patio. Then she undid her piss-sodden headscarf and dropped that too. Now she was totally naked by the poolside and Hank’s cock stood to complete attention.

“You haven’t been shaving,” he observed.

Trudy placed her hands between her legs and blushed a deeper shade of red and then demurely stepped into the pool. In the cold water, her nipples immediately became as hard as Hank’s cock and goose bumps rose up along her arms and legs.

“Off you go, miss pissy!” Hank said. “Twenty laps should get you cleaned up—then we’ll get you started cleaning the cottage.”




Chapter Eighteen

Trudy awoke before dawn, initially confused by her surroundings—then she remembered. She was in Hank’s bed, the both of them naked together like a newly married couple! The big old man was still asleep, one arm around her shoulders. Trudy had no choice but to keep her head nestled against his broad chest lest she wake him up. She looked down at his humongous cock laying against his belly. Mercifully, he hadn’t fucked her last night, but he had insisted upon a long, wet kiss goodnight. Somehow that had been worse than if he had violated her—her reluctant compliance seemed to add to the illusion that they were now a couple of sorts. Maybe that was still his plan, to gradually draw her into his life until she felt comfortable being intimate with him? Well, that was not going to happen!

She lay still, watching the room slowly brighten, and wondered how she could possibly have allowed herself to end up here. She should be in bed with Eric in the cottage! Why had she allowed so many people to abuse her? Was this really all her own fault?

She looked at Hank’s cock again. It seemed to be throbbing all by itself. Trudy had never been with a man so well-endowed before—it was unnatural! He wasn’t circumcised but his bloated glans had escaped from its foreskin and the little eye was seeping precum—it was disgusting but also strangely fascinating.

With no earthly idea why, she reached out and touched it. A shiver ran down her and she pulled her fingers away and shut her eyes—this twisted pervert was old enough to be her grandfather! She opened her eyes again and there it still was, a huge one-eyed monster, staring right back at her!

“You can kiss it if you want,” Hank said.

Startled, Trudy looked up at him. How long had he been awake?

“I-I wasn’t—!”

“Yeah, sure you weren’t. Don’t feel ashamed. It’s really not normal, is it?” Hank said. “Go ahead. Have some fun with it. Nobody’s looking.”

Trudy looked up at the ceiling and drew a breath—it was time to tell him a home truth. “Hank, whatever you might be hoping for between us, it’s not going to happen. When my year is up, I’m gone and you will never see me again. Do you understand that?”

Hank shrugged. “That’s what you say now, but what kind of a life are you expecting to have? You know you’ll never work in fashion again. And how many suitable men will be interested in you? You could do worse than stay here.”

“I’ll go to another country. Change my identity and start over,’ Trudy said.

Hank chuckled. “It won’t matter where you go honey, your face will be too well known by the time you leave here. Every single man you meet will know who you are—and what you are!”

Trudy looked at him. “What do you mean?”

“You’ll find out soon enough,” Hank grinned.

Trudy stared at him but decided not to pursue it—whatever was planned for her was sure to be unpleasant. She would have to deal with it when the time came. Right now, it was bad enough just being naked in bed with this deranged old man!

“Anyway,” Hank continued, “I don’t expect you to fall in love with me, but whatever your feelings, we will be sexual lovers, and by the time this year is done, there won’t be another man on the planet who will be capable of satisfying you the way I do!”

In spite of herself, Trudy took another look at his jumbo sausage. He was getting excited just talking to her and now the grotesque thing had stretched all the way up to his belly button!

“You have fifteen minutes to play with it until breakfast,” Hank said.

“I don’t want to play with it!” Trudy pouted.

“Yeah you do,” Hank smirked. “Why did you touch it a moment ago?”

Trudy flushed. How did this old fart always manage to embarrass her so easily?

“Why don’t I go fix breakfast so you can play with it yourself?” she countered.

“Just grab hold of it, damn you!” Hank snarled.

Oops! Why did she always have to piss him off?

Trudy screwed her eyes tight shut and pressed her face into the pillow as she reluctantly reached for his huge shaft. She kept her hand still, trying not to pay too much attention to the hot skin beneath her fingers.

“Shift down between my thighs, smart mouth!” Hank said.

Trudy couldn’t bring herself to move.

“Or perhaps you’d prefer taking it in the ass?”

Trudy opened her eyes. “Huh?”

“It’s a simple choice,” Hank said. “Blowjob or anal? Suck or fuck?”

Trudy looked at him in horror—was he really expecting her to choose? There was simply no way she would survive taking that monstrous thing up her ass!

“Choose right now or I’ll make the decision for you,” Hank said.

“I can’t!” Trudy whined.

“Fine. Get up on all fours then—we’ll do it doggy style!”

“D-Do what?” Trudy said, attempting to stall for time.

“Take your asshole virginity, that’s what. I’m betting Master Eric was too much of a prude to stick it in your shit hole!”

“Please! I can’t!”

Hank sat up. “Last chance to make your choice!”

A wave of terror swept through Trudy as she stared at his rigid cock—that thing would surely split her in half!

“Okay!”

“Okay what?”

“I-I’ll do it!”

“What do you want to do?”

Dear God! The man was incessant!

“I-I want to suck your dick!” she said.

“Do you really, Trudy? Then beg!”

“Huh?”

“If you’re so desperate to suck my cock, then beg for it!”

Trudy was kneeling in front of Hank now, and she had a sudden vision of herself scratching his little piggy eyes out!

But instead, she meekly said, “P-Please may I suck your cock, Hank?”

“Maybe,” Hank smiled. “But first you have to lick my balls!”

“Lick your—?”

“And kiss them too. Lick and kiss, like a good little whore!”

Trudy really wanted to cry but she refused to give him the satisfaction, and to her deep shame she leaned forward and kissed his wrinkled scrotum! It was vile and disgusting, but having made that contact, there was nothing to be gained by stopping so she continued to kiss and lick his balls as instructed.

After a few minutes of this loathsome task, Hank said, “Now lick and kiss my shaft. Cover it with your saliva. Lick and kiss, Trudy! Lick and kiss!”

And Trudy did just that. She licked and kissed all the way up and down his nine inches of manhood until she was intimately familiar with every vein, mole, and pubic hair!

Finally, Hank breathed, “Now make me come!”

His fat cockhead was like a small, ripe apple! Trudy opened her mouth wide and took it all inside. There was no way her throat could possibly accommodate his entire length but she gave it her best shot. She knew she had to make him come—she was literally trying to save her ass!

The old guy lasted a surprisingly long time, but Trudy stuck diligently to her task, and just when she thought her jaw might break, Hank jerked his hips and his semen erupted into Trudy’s mouth. She immediately pulled off him and sat back on her haunches, her mouth agape as his seed dribbled down her chin.

“Lick your lips and swallow!” Hank gasped.

There was nothing to be gained by upsetting him now, so Trudy duly digested his bodily fluids, retching but keeping it down.

After regaining his composure, Hank said, “Good job, Trudy! You have passed the audition!”

“What audition?”

“For your new career! Trudy Beach, you are going to become a world-famous porn star!”

***

There was no further mention of porno movies for the rest of the week. Hank kept Trudy hard at it, barely letting her out of his sight, apparently quite content to watch her working in her skimpy shirt and headscarf. And work she did. Polishing, dusting, scrubbing and vacuuming in the cottage, sweeping up leaves and trimming grass and hedges in the yard, and then giving the guest house a thorough cleaning before fixing dinner.

After that came the dreaded shower which always concluded with a happy ending for Hank and a mouthful of semen for Trudy! By the time the weekend came around, Trudy figured she had sucked Hank’s cock at least twenty times! Her initial suspicions had been correct—he was trying to get her used to being with him, his skin texture, his muscles, his body hair, his smell, and of course his salty taste! Trudy wondered if this was all that she had to look forward to for the whole year ahead?

As it turned out, unfortunately for Trudy it wasn’t.

Saturday morning, she was kneeling on the kitchen floor in the guest house trying to remove a particularly stubborn tile stain, when she heard a familiar and quite chilling voice behind her.

“And there she is! My favorite model!”

Trudy swiveled around and looked up into Vincent’s wicked eyes. He grinned at her and she tugged the shirt down as she went to stand.

“No, don’t get up,” Vincent said. “Hank tells me you are much better down on your knees!”

Trudy slumped back down and Vincent took a chair at the kitchen table.

“So how has life as a lowly maid been treating you?” Vincent said.

Trudy could not respond to the man who had destroyed her life!

“I guess it’s a bit of a comedown after your time as a hot fashion model, huh?”

Trudy scowled at him but Vincent smiled back. “Say, could you make me a coffee? I could really use a cup.”

Trudy slowly rose to her feet, and making sure to keep the hem of her shirt down, went to the kitchen counter.

“So this all looks like pretty boring shit,” Vincent said. “I’ll bet you just miss all the glamour and attention of your old job.”

Trudy silently spooned coffee into a mug and kept her thighs pressed together.

“And you know what?” Vincent said. “I miss my best girl making money for me. It’s a terrible waste to be hiding your looks here in this little house, don’t you think? You were born to be in front of a camera, Trudy. That’s where you belong!”

Trudy put the mug on the table and stood awkwardly to one side with her hands clasped over her crotch.

“So here’s my new business idea,” Vincent said. “I’ve just formed a production company. That’s right! We’re gonna make movies! And you Trudy Beach, will be the star! Your name is going back up in lights! How does that sound?”

Trudy finally found her voice.

“What kind of movies?” she asked cautiously.

Vincent gave her bare legs an appraising look. “Grown-up movies, honey. You see you may have lost your innocence in the public eye, but you can still keep a lot of lonely men out there happy, if you catch my drift.”

Grown-up movies. He was talking about porn.

“Do I even have a choice?” Trudy said glumly.

“Did you ever have a choice?” Vincent said.

“What about the court order?”

“Ah!” Vincent waved his hand. “You’ll be doing most of the filming here anyway.”

Trudy tried to process this. Hank had warned her that this was going to happen. Vincent was going to put her to work as a porn actress! If she had thought there was even a minuscule possibility of salvaging her modeling career at this late stage, that hope would surely be snuffed out once her new profession hit the internet!

She had to ask. “What if I refuse?”

“Trudy honey, do you have any idea how many scandals, misdemeanors and felonies I have hanging over you right now?” Vincent said.

Desperately searching for a reprieve, Trudy said, “Why do you need me? You could get any number of girls to do this.”

“Sure, but not with your pedigree,” Vincent said. “You’re hot news, Trudy! You are the sweet little girl next door that broke bad! I can’t let an asset like you go to waste!”

An asset. That’s all she was to him. But then that was all she had been to Anastasia too. A piece of flesh to be used and then discarded when she was no longer profitable. Trudy felt all of the resistance draining out of her. This was going to happen and there was nothing she could do to stop it.

“Hey, cheer up!” Vincent said. “This is your big shot at stardom! So quit with the miserable attitude. You want to make a good impression for the production company’s owners.”

Trudy looked at him. “I thought you were the owner?”

Vincent chuckled. “Sure I’m one of the backers, but you’ll never see my name on any company papers, sweetie! I’m the silent partner.”

Trudy suddenly had a bad premonition about this.

“So who are the other partners?”

“You’ll get to meet them all at the company launch party,” Vincent said. “But first you get to perform in your very first porn movie!”




Chapter Nineteen

Dressed up in a thin white blouse tied off at her midriff, a plaid miniskirt, white stockings, and four-inch heels, Trudy waited nervously for the guests to arrive. She caught her reflection in the mirror and winced. Her hair was tied in bunches with bright blue ribbons and she had red gloss on her lips. Hank had even painted little freckles on her cheeks to complete the cute, girly effect. She looked like a bimbo—but that was the whole point.

Her queasiness wasn’t completely down to nerves—Hank had been kind enough to leave her with a bellyful of his semen after their earlier shower together. His huge cockhead had made her retch a lot and she could still feel it in the back of her throat. She should have been getting accustomed to receiving his massive penis by now, but she doubted she ever would.

But Hank’s cock wasn’t the only one she had been servicing during the past few days—she had been forced back into a sexual relationship with Mitch who had turned out to be her co-star in the first porn flick—a cruel little joke courtesy of Vincent! And after its release, the whole online world would be able to watch them at it! Every part of her body would be out there in close up detail to be perused by perverts in every corner of the globe!

She let out a sigh and cast her eyes around the pool patio. The tables were set, the wine chilled, the buffet ready to be served. The last time the patio had looked like this had been the night of her engagement party. She looked sadly at her finger that had once worn the sapphire ring. Was there even a slight chance that she could replace it now that her sordid new profession was to be revealed to the public? What kind of man would even want to date her now?

Right on cue, Hank came striding across the lawn in his white tuxedo—the very same jacket he had been wearing at Trudy’s party when she had mistaken him for a waiter. The moment that had driven him to take revenge on Trudy for a humiliation that he had suffered at the hands of a cheerleader called Sandy so many years ago. And now here they both were.

Hank looked at her ridiculous outfit and said, “You look cute.”

“And you look handsome,” Trudy responded.

Hank searched her face for any signs of sarcasm, but Trudy was fresh out of that by now. He looked around the patio and said, “Everything looks good here. Are you ready for your big movie premiere?”

Trudy was definitely not ready to watch herself having pornographic sex on film—especially with other people present! She had a dark feeling that this was going to be a very long and difficult night.

***

Vincent arrived first with a couple of swarthy looking men in sharp suits, and as per Hank’s prior instructions, Trudy showed them to a table and brought them their drinks while trying to ignore their lewd comments. They were joined shortly after by Carlos, the Cuban who had date-raped Trudy in Miami, along with two of the voluptuous Latino girls who had been at the club that night. They smirked at Trudy as she waitressed for them, clearly deriving a great deal of pleasure from her new lowly status.

Although she was surprised to see Carlos here after the FBI raid, his presence wasn’t a total shock—drugs, prostitution, extortion, gambling and pornography were probably the core business activities of these shady gentlemen. And they were sure to be expecting a good return on their investment in Trudy.

The next arrivals however, did come as a shock, and Trudy had to resist the urge to flee when she saw Anastasia and John Searles come through the door! She knew that they were doing a lot of fashion business together but she would never have thought they would get involved in this kind of sordid set up! To rub salt into her wounds, Anastasia barely acknowledged Trudy as she took her coat—although Searles look delighted to see his food-sex playmate once again!

While she was still recoiling from that bombshell, Trudy almost fell out of her high heels when the saw Fan Fan arrive arm in arm with none other than Leo Shaw! What the hell was going on here? Fan Fan flashed Trudy a victorious smile as she held onto Leo—who gave Trudy a conspiratorial wink as they passed.

It got worse. The next arrivals were Blake and Jacklyn Schroeder, and the filthy look Jacklyn gave Trudy left her in no doubt that Blake had told his wife all about their afternoon fling!

Mitch arrived next, clearly relishing his newfound celebrity status until he made eye contact with scary Vincent. He quietly sidled up to the bar and tried chat to Trudy but she was by now too busy—not to mention embarrassed—to respond.

But it was the last two guests to arrive that totally knocked the wind out of Trudy’s sails. Hank had now turned on the large flat screen television and Trudy and Mitch’s porn flick was playing in the background with the sound down while the guests chatted and drank. Not that it was being ignored, because the hum of conversation was periodically peppered with hoots and exclamations at various carnal moments on the screen.

Trudy was ignoring the lewd show by collecting some glasses when she glanced up and saw Eric appear on the patio. She had been half expecting him to make an appearance but when Charlotte appeared beside him, Trudy dropped the tray with a loud clang and a shattering of glass! Everyone turned to look as she knelt to pick up the pieces so she kept her head down, but then Charlotte’s feet appeared in front of her face.

“Hello, Trudy,” Charlotte said. “Nice uniform!”

Fan Fan snickered and said, “But she forgot to put on any underwear!”

Charlotte shifted her foot and a piece of glass popped under her shoe, making Trudy jump.

“Nothing to say, Trudy?” Charlotte said. “That’s not at all like you. Has your quick tongue deserted you?”

“Looking at that scene on the television, I’d say Trudy’s mouth has been pretty full recently!” Anastasia said.

What a mean bunch of bitches!

Trudy had always thought she was among friends at the Martin Agency! At what point did they all turn on her? Did they really believe she was capable of committing the crimes she was accused of? Then again, maybe they didn’t care if the allegations were true or not. Charlotte had always been after Eric, and Fan Fan hadn’t tried to hide her desire for Leo—and now they both had them. But the fact remained that Trudy had always been the number one choice and they obviously hated her for that. And Anastasia had always put business before friendship and she would probably never forgive Trudy for publicly embarrassing her.

“And the dirty slut loves having cock in her mouth so much that she doesn’t even care if the guy is married!” Jacklyn Schroeder said.

“Really?” Anastasia said. “Trudy slept with your husband? But she always made out that she wasn’t interested in him!”

John Searles said, “I thought I was her only secret lover!”

“Mr. Searles, too?” Charlotte said. “Really, Trudy! You do like to put it about, don’t you? I think it’s time you fessed up to all of your sins!”

“Yeah, time for a little show and tell!” said Fan Fan.

Trudy kept her nose to the floor—hoping it would open up and swallow her!

“So the question is, how many men here have you fucked?” Charlotte said.

“Wait,” said Jacklyn. “I want to see her humbled when she owns up to her transgressions. Stand up, Trudy!”

With the backdrop of her wanton sex acts playing out behind her, Trudy slowly rose to her feet and faced her hostile audience. Jacklyn stood in front of her and said, “You always felt you were better than everybody else, didn’t you?”

Trudy couldn’t find the words to reply.

“Well, if you want to act like a slut, then you’ll be treated like one!” Jacklyn said. Then to Trudy’s shock and surprise, Jacklyn spat in her face.

“Take off your blouse and skirt, you tramp!” Jacklyn hissed.

Trudy glanced at Vincent who merely shrugged. That was all the answer she needed from her de facto boss, so with Jacklyn’s spittle running down her chin, Trudy unbuttoned the blouse and slipped it off her shoulders. The sight of her exposed breasts shouldn’t have been that much of a revelation given the graphic show taking place on the screen behind her, but she guessed it must always be more exciting in the flesh for the men because they all stared at her brown nipples with great interest.

Trudy then unbuttoned the skirt and pulled down the side zip, allowing it to fall to her feet. She stepped out of it and now she was wearing just her sandals and white stockings.

“Ooh, Trudy is hairless—just like me!” Fan Fan giggled.

With a sadistic smile, Jacklyn said, “Place your hands behind your head, part your legs, and bend your knees.”

Trudy hesitated and then did as she was told.

“Squat down some more,” Jacklyn said. “Let’s make sure that busy beaver of yours gets plenty of air!”

Trudy lowered herself further, acutely aware of how she was now stretching her crotch apart in front of them all. She stared above the shareholders’ heads to avoid the look of amusement in their eyes.

Jacklyn regarded her and nodded. “Yes, that’s a suitably shameful pose. Not quite the elegant fashion model now, are you? And you really can’t hide anything in this position so now you can tell us all—who here have you fucked?”

Unsure of how long she would be able to maintain this vulnerable and uncomfortable posture, Trudy dropped her eyes again and looked around at the eager faces. She looked at Eric who just watched her with a mixture of disgust and pity. Then she saw Searles, the food fetish freak. On the next table was Mitch, who had set this whole nightmare in motion. Then she turned to Carlos, the catalyst for her arrest, and then to Leo, the other member of her threesome who was now apparently hooked up with Fan Fan. Over then to Blake who had relentlessly flirted with her but now seemed unable to look Trudy in the eye with his wife standing beside her. And then right at the back in his white tuxedo was big old awkward Hank, with the ever-present bulge in his pants crotch.

“Seven,” Trudy croaked.

“Say their names,” Jacklyn said.

Slowly and agonizingly, Trudy recited each name in turn.

“That is almost every man present!” Jacklyn said. “Now tell everybody why you seduced my husband even after I warned you off.”

How was Trudy supposed to answer that? That she had been forced into it by Vincent? That she was nothing more than his puppet? That she wasn’t even remotely attracted to Jacklyn’s sleazy husband? But the truth was that she really had seduced him over that lunch date. Trudy had made all the running that day, even when Blake had started to lose his nerve in the apartment. That would be what Blake would have told his wife and it was absolutely true—nothing could ever change that.

In fact every bad thing that Trudy had done had ultimately been her choice. The sordid modeling sessions with Hank, the vile food sex with Searles, the kinky bondage with Blake, and the threesome with Leo and Carlos—she could have just said no to all of it if she had been morally strong enough. Couldn’t she?

Trudy looked at Jacklyn and a tear trickled down her cheek. “Blake excites me,” she said. “I wanted him to discipline me. I-I enjoy being punished by strong, dominant men!”

Jacklyn gave her a withering look. 'Yes, my husband did eventually provide me with all the disgusting details. But I told you to stay away from him or there would be consequences, didn’t I?”

Trudy sniffed and nodded and her legs began to shake.

“Do you think you should be punished tonight for your adultery?” Jacklyn said.

“Yes,” Trudy whispered.

Jacklyn slapped her across the face. “We can’t hear you!”

“Ah! I want to be punished!” Trudy yelled.

“Why do you want to be punished?” Jacklyn said.

“Because I’m a whore!” Trudy wailed.

“Not a fashion model?”

“No! I’m a dirty slut!”

Jacklyn nodded with satisfaction.

“And who would you like to punish you?”

Trudy looked around the patio with teary eyes.

“Hank,” she said.

***

Hank returned from the guest house with the leather spanking paddle just as Eric and Charlotte were announcing their engagement to the guests. Trudy was standing to one side wearing nothing but her stockings and shoes, her face a beautiful picture of abject misery. It hadn’t been very long ago that she had been celebrating her engagement to Eric on this very patio.

So much had changed since then. Trudy was no longer a successful model but a soon to be famous porn star! She was also a money launderer, an attempted murder conspirator, a drug user, and an unpaid high-class hooker! And before this evening was done, there would be another significant and permanent change in her life.

Blake proposed a toast and Hank watched everyone raise their glasses. The scene looked like any other upper class Long Island gathering if you ignored the red-faced naked waitress with the nice tits and shaved pussy!

Hank crossed the patio and Trudy stared at the paddle with wide eyes. Hank had given her dozens of spankings over the past few weeks, but this would be her first in public—and in front of her former friends and peers too!

After toasting Eric and his new bride to be, the guests took their seats again and Hank turned Trudy around so that she was facing the television where her porn star persona was now giving Mitch a very thorough blow job! Trudy looked unimpressed by her own performance and lowered her eyes.

Hank took a pair of handcuffs out of his pocket and told Trudy to put her arms behind her back. He was about to lock her wrists when he had an interesting thought.

“Blake, seeing how much Trudy enjoyed you punishing her, would you care to do the honors again?”

Blake looked at Jacklyn who nodded, so with a grin he took the cuffs from Hank and clicked them around Trudy’s trembling wrists. Then he patted her on the ass and sat down next to his wife.

Hank placed his hand on the back of Trudy’s neck and eased her forward until she was bent over at the waist with her ass sticking out.

“Part your legs.”

Taking up his spanking position, Hank then noticed the lusty look in John Searles’ eyes as he gazed at Trudy’s firm cheeks.

“Anything you’d like to do with that, Mr. Searles?” Hank said.

“If I may!” Searles said, his eyes lighting up with excitement.

He went to the buffet counter and selected a long, curved banana from the fruit bowl. Then he knelt down behind Trudy and parted her labia with his fingers, giving everyone a clear view of her pink interior, and then stroked the tip of the banana up and down her labia. After a short while, Trudy’s outer lips began to respond, puffing up and moistening, and when he felt she was ready for it, Searles twisted the banana around and worked it into her pussy until only a couple of inches were still visible. Trudy raised her head and gasped as the yellow invader deeply penetrated her, and Searles planted a kiss on her right buttock before returning to his seat.

Hank looked at Leo and said, “How about you?”

Leo glanced at Carlos who grinned and produced a plastic vial of cocaine from his jacket pocket.

“No,” Leo chuckled.

“Why the fuck not?” said Carlos.

Leo shook his head and laughed. “Alright, let’s do it!”

“What are you going to do?” said Fan Fan.

“We’re gonna boof her,” Leo said.

“What’s boof?”

“Watch and learn, baby!”

Hank stepped back as the two men positioned themselves on either side of Trudy’s upturned rump. Then Leo pulled her cheeks apart and Trudy squealed as Carlos pushed a short tube into her anus and then poured some of the coke inside.

“After you,” he said to Leo.

Leo put his lips around the tube and blew. Now Trudy let out a groan as her rectum quickly absorbed the drug. Carlos laid out two more lines of coke on top of each of Trudy’s ass cheeks and the two men snorted it straight off her naked skin.

When their unusual demonstration of debauchery was over, Leo said to Fan Fan, “That’s boofing, sweetie!”

He leaned in to kiss her but she jerked her head away with a look of disgust.

Hank glanced at Eric but Charlotte shook her head and tugged on her new fiancé’s arm. Mitch, apparently still wary of Vincent, decided to remain at the bar, so now it was Hank’s turn to play.

He resumed his position, and being careful not to squash the banana protruding from Trudy’s cunt, laid down a steady series of rhythmic strokes, alternating left and right, the sharp slap of the leather matching Trudy’s yelps as it echoed around the patio.

After six strokes, her cheeks were bright pink. After twelve, they had adopted a rosier hue. And after twenty-four, they were deep crimson with little purple patches.

Hank straightened Trudy up and turned her around to face her audience again. Her face was damp with tears and her raw eyes were glassy.

“Do you have anything to say?” Hank said.

Trudy looked at Eric and sniveled, “I-I’m sorry I cheated on you!”

Eric said nothing and put his arm around Charlotte.

“Anyone else?” said Hank.

Trudy looked miserably at Jacklyn. “I’m sorry I seduced your husband!”

“And?”

Trudy turned to her former boss. “I’m sorry I ruined the good name of your company, Anastasia!”

“And now you’re going to make amends by being a good little porn actress so everybody here can make a lot of money, aren’t you?” Hank said.

“Yes,” Trudy sniffled.

“And not just for a year,” Hank added. “This is your life now. You will do exactly what these good people ask of you, no matter what. You belong to us all now. Do you understand?”

Trudy blinked and gave him a puzzled look, her pupils dilating as the cocaine in her ass took effect.

“Y-Yes.”

“Good. Now I have something to ask of you,” Hank said. He reached into his jacket pocket and held up the leather head harness with the metal ring gag.

“Trudy Beach—will you be my wife?”
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Kristin’s Demotion

When OFS Software sales executive, Henry Shepard, is assigned to work with new recruit, Kristin Hartman, he thinks his luck has taken a turn for the better. Young, stunningly beautiful, and with a body to die for, Kristin is the object of every man’s desire. Henry’s hopes are quickly dashed however, as Kristin uses her charm and wits to beat him to the vacant vice presidential position, and later takes great pleasure in firing him.

Whilst wallowing in his defeat, Henry unexpectedly discovers that Kristin’s rise to power involved illegally acquired software. He confronts her with the evidence of her crime and offers her a deal: in return for his silence, she is to obey his every command - effectively becoming his slave.

Kristin is initially horrified but after considering her options, reluctantly agrees to go along with his ‘arrangement’ until she can figure a way out. She soon discovers however, that Henry has no intention of giving her a moment’s rest, as she is systematically stripped of first her clothing and then her dignity.

Caned, collared, gagged, publicly humiliated, forced into oral sex and finally gang-raped, Kristin is kept in a constant state of fear, pain and confusion. Henry meanwhile, is discovering a new dark side to himself as he pushes Kristin’s limits of degradation ever further.

Convinced now that he has Kristin totally under his control, Henry takes the game to a higher level when he gives her a new job description at OFS - she is forced to act the part of the office bimbo, which includes sexually servicing clients and co-workers alike.

Now at her nadir, Kristin begins to lose her identity as she carries out her increasingly demeaning instructions without protest. She dimly recalls the proud and intelligent woman she once was, but can she find an escape route before her subjugation becomes complete and irreversible?

Includes: Spanking, caning, ball gag, public humiliation, multiple partners, anal & oral sex.

The Manga Girl

After inheriting a house, Nick advertises for a tenant to share his expenses - and along comes Lucy, an eccentric, outgoing, Japanese-American art student, with a passion for drawing manga cartoons. She is vivacious and sexy, and it isn’t long before Nick succumbs to temptation and visits Lucy’s room - where he discovers that she has somewhat unusual and demanding sexual needs.

Over the following weeks, Lucy lures Nick into her lascivious world of sexual role-play, and - reluctantly at first, but with ever-increasing enthusiasm - he eventually becomes her bondage master. Always full of surprises, Lucy spreads her carnal magic dust amongst Nick’s close circle of friends and very soon, he becomes completely intoxicated by her. Every day is an adventure with Lucy, as Nick’s previously chaste existence is transformed into one of bondage, spanking, cosplay, and, along with Lucy’s best friend Summer, wild threesome sex.

Then Lucy’s psychotic ex-boyfriend - yakuza hit-man, Johnny Ho - unexpectedly arrives on the scene. When Lucy suddenly disappears, Nick traces her to Johnny Ho’s secluded up-state cabin, where he discovers she is being systematically tortured and sexually abused. Nick is then captured himself, and Johnny Ho forces him to participate in Lucy’s daily pain and humiliation sessions - in an attempt to break the love that binds them.

Over the next few days, Nick and Lucy’s world descends into a dark routine of sexual torment and degradation. As Lucy gradually withdraws into herself, Nick realizes that time is running out, and that he must find a way out of their trap before he loses her forever.

Includes: Maledom role-play, spanking, suspension, whipping, group sex, cosplay, public nudity, forced exercise, water sports, enemas, humiliation, and anal penetration.

The Possession of Tyra Dove

Celebrated feminist and investigative journalist, Tyra Dove, is asked by a friend to look into the sudden disappearance of her younger sister. Based upon the research of her assistant Laurie Bass, Tyra is led to the isolated hilltop village of Foley.

Too late, Tyra discovers that she has walked into a trap set by her sexually depraved newspaper colleague, Alex Mundy, and she becomes the latest captive in a nightmare world of female subjugation. Striking a deal with the village’s leader, a self-proclaimed occultist named Valentine Vang, Alex also lures the naïve Laurie to Foley, where Vang uses his mysterious hypnotic potions to transform her into an illiterate, sex-crazed neurotic, and then subjects Tyra to some degrading mental and physical alterations of her own.

Laurie is then sent to live with a lecherous old man in the village, and Tyra becomes the slave of a sadistic, disciplinarian farmer. Corporal punishment, humiliation, and systematic brainwashing, are all meted out with cruel regularity as their lives degenerate into a daily routine of hard labor, demeaning punishment, and perverted sexual service. To her dismay, Laurie finds herself perpetually unable to curb her carnal urges, and Tyra suffers further torment when Vang programs her to become sexually addicted to Alex.

With no outside help on the way, both women soon come to realize that if they don’t regain control of their own minds they will be trapped forever. But with such an intricate web of phobias and addictions implanted in their heads, it is hard enough to endure the daily indignities heaped upon them, let alone formulate a plan of escape!

Includes: male domination, mind control, humiliation, forced exhibitionism, punishment, caning, bondage, public sex, oral sex.
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