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CHAPTER 1: SEDUCED
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This is the story of how I spent two years as the sexual slave of somebody I trusted.

I was not locked up or chained to a bed. The weapons of the people who controlled me were more subtle. Blackmail and intimidation, at first, and then, even worse, using my own shame and even my own desire to keep me doing things that I knew were wrong.

It all began with my consent; that’s the problem that initially prevented me from going to the authorities. It all began with me doing things that I very much wanted to do.

But I had no idea the consequences of those seemingly innocent and harmless actions.

This is the story of how I became a victim.

* * *

It started with a seduction.

It happened at a party. There were dozens of other people there. And it was a friend of my family, a boy that my parents knew and liked, a boy who was a good friend of my brother.

But the darkest and most wicked things can happen in public, I found that out. And the worst evil can come wearing a smiling face.

I’m not going to tell you the name of the city we lived in. Suffice it to say that it was a prosperous suburb, a place with little crime, an excellent quality of life, and a lot of smiling faces.

I’ll call the boy Robert.

The party was pretty wild, by suburban high school standards, anyway, at the house of somebody whose parents were out of town.

I was sitting out back by the pool with Robert.

He was 18, two years older than me, and while he wasn’t the most popular or even the most handsome guy in school, he was extremely attractive to me. He had dark wavy hair that he wore a bit long, olive skin, and big blue eyes. And could he talk! That’s what I liked about him. He could talk about anything, and he didn’t resort to the crudities and the pop-cultural references that so many teenagers relied on.

I’d seen him around for years, but my brother had introduced us a few weeks previously and we’d been talking a lot ever since, around the high school and online too.

He was such a gentleman, which is why I was surprised when he asked if he could put his arm around me.

“Well, at least you asked, and didn’t just do it,” I said, smiling.

“Well that’s not really an answer to the question,” he said.

“No, it’s not,” I said.

“So what’s your answer?” he smiled that TV star grin at me again.

“My answer is another question. After you put your arm around me, are you going to do anything else, or is that it?”

“Well, do you want me to do anything else? Or is the arm the beginning and the end of it?”

I giggled. “This is a sudden development to our conversation, I really don’t know what I should do!”

“Well, it’s kind of cool out here, isn’t it? So putting my arm around you will warm you up, right? So it’s got to be a good thing. Your health is very important!” he joked.

Of course, I wanted him to put my arm around me, but I wasn’t so sure I wanted people talking about us. “Well, you can put your arm around me then.”

He put his arm around me and I snuggled close to him. We watched the lights dancing on the waters of the pool. My heart was starting to pound as the clean masculine smell of him surrounded me.

“Thank you,” he said. I was aware that the side of my breast was pressing against his chest, and I thought I could feel his heart beating there also.

My breasts seemed to be growing almost daily, and they were so sensitive that they seemed to be driving me crazy half the time. I had to be careful what I wore, or my hard nipples would show through, and there had already been a few comments from mean girls at school about that.

He looked me in the eyes, and I felt my face growing hot, and I had to look away. God, he was so cute!

“What’s the matter?” he asked, playing innocent.

“Nothing,” I said. “Are you … going to kiss me?”

For my age, I have to say I was pretty innocent. I’d had a “boyfriend” or a while the previous year, a not-too-bright skater boy, and we’d kissed a few times and held hands, but like a lot of the kids he seemed to like internet porn more than real girls.

“Kiss you,” he said, smiling. “Well, do you want me to kiss you?”

“Yes,” I said, my heart pounding. I’d had a few wine coolers, more than enough to rid me of whatever inhibitions I’d had.

“Well, I’d like to,” he said. “But do you want everybody to see us doing that here?”

It was kind of like he’d read my mind. I looked around. Nobody seemed to be paying attention to us, but I could imagine getting carried away with making out with him, and then some kid nearby getting us with the video on his phone, and then the next day we’d be all over the internet. That would be so embarrassing! 

“I don’t,” I said. “We could go for a … little walk.”

We got up, his arm still comfortably around my waist, and walked around a bit. There seemed to be people everywhere, though, and not many other places nearby to walk other than sidewalks and other houses.

“There are a lot of empty rooms in the house. Most of the kids are hanging out in the living room,” he said.

“I’m not going into some bedroom with you!” I said, pulling away from him.

He pulled me closer. “Relax, relax. I didn’t ask you to. There’s a … around the back, it’s a study, really, a work area, and I know it’s empty.” He had been staying with our hosts – a pair of identical twins, football players, a couple of guys I didn’t like all that much – while their parents were away this weekend, so I was sure he knew the place well.

I didn’t think anything about it. It wasn’t far from the swimming pool. Surely nothing bad would happen, Robert was being such a gentleman. If the worst came to worst, I could scream, and the people around the pool would hear me. I remember actually thinking that. I thought there was nothing to be afraid of.

How wrong I was.

* * *

In the study, I sat down on the sofa with him. He was right; it definitely wasn’t a bedroom, and for some reason that was a big relief to me. It felt safer. We sat down on the sofa, and he put his arm around me again. My heart was pounding and I was really nervous, but he seemed cool as a cucumber.

“You didn’t want to go into the bedroom with me, are you afraid of me?” he teased.

I smiled. “Of course not. I’m just … sort of a … shy girl.”

“Well, you’re not too shy. You already agreed to kiss me, I think.”

I giggled. “Well, are we going to do that, or just talk about it?”

“I think we can do it,” he said, and put his hand on my cheek and turned my head towards him.

And then he kissed me. It was … amazing, the best kiss I’d ever had, though I’d not had that many. I felt shy and unpracticed, but he was gentle as he pulled me close and our lips worked together. Finally his tongue slid into my mouth and caressed mine, and I touched his tongue with mine, the first time I’d ever done that.

My heart was racing and I put my arms around him; we were sitting side-by-side on the sofa, though, so it was mainly just our lips and tongues and mouths touching. And that was enough, more than enough!

And then I felt his big warm gentle hand on my breast.

I let out a moan – it did feel good – but I jerked away from him and pulled his hand off my chest.

“I’m sorry,” he said, still smiling, still cool. “Did I hurt you?”

“No!” I said. “But … I don’t think we should do this. We just …”

“Just what?”

“We just kissed!”

“That’s right. We kissed. Didn’t you like it?” he asked.

“Of course I did!” I said. He still had his arm around me and he kissed me again, and again I felt like my head was spinning.

Now he pulled away. “Well, didn’t you like it when I touched you?”

“Well … it’s not right!”

“What’s not right about it? It’s harmless isn’t it? If you like it, and you like me, what’s the matter if I touch you?”

“It’s not … a good thing to do right now.”

“You said I could put my arm around you,” he pointed out.

“Well, you can! But I don’t … think I want you to touch me … there.”

“Where?” he smiled at my chest. I was wearing a t-shirt that was not skin tight or anything but … not loose.

“On my … chest!” I said.

“Your breasts?” he said.

“Yes!” I said. But I didn’t cross my arms over them or anything, still sitting there with his arm around me.

He moved away from me so that we weren’t touching at all, and smiled again. “Okay, there, we’re not touching at all. Isn’t that better?”

“Well …” I said. “I didn’t say you couldn’t touch me at all!”

“You want me to kiss you again.”

“Well … yes!” I said. “But you shouldn’t … touch my … breasts,” I said, as he took me in his arms and kissed me again.

Then he moved down and started kissing my neck, and I moaned aloud and tilted my head back. It felt so good, and now he pulled me closer so that one of my breasts was touching his muscular chest, and as he kissed and licked my neck and earlobe, I was aware of the pressure easing and intensifying; he was sort of rubbing our chests together, and the combination of that with the moist kisses on my neck was driving me crazy.

I moaned and rubbed my hands through his hair, and his mouth came up and kissed me on the mouth again, harder, and I kissed back just as hard, this time driving my tongue past his beautiful full lips.

He kissed my earlobe again. “Are you sure you don’t want me to touch you there again?” he spoke into my ear and the warm breath made me gasp, moving his chest against mine. My nipples were hard inside my new bra and I did indeed what him to touch them.

“Robert,” I moaned.

“That’s not an answer,” he said. He looked down at my chest. “Uh oh, I can see your nipples even through your sweater!”

I laughed and kissed him again, and when he put his hand on my left breast, I moaned into his mouth with the pleasure. Soon he had both hands on my breasts, the first time anybody except me had touched them, and I was moaning and writhing and kissing him hard as he did so.

He kneaded and gently squeezed my breasts through the sweater, and eventually a hand slipped up inside my sweater and was touching them through my bra, and I whispered, “Robert, we shouldn’t do this now!” as he kissed my neck.

“So do you want me to stop?” he asked.

It felt so good, how could I fight it?

“I just want to make you feel good,” he whispered in my ear. “I love to make you feel good.”

I moaned. “We can’t do anything else,” I warned. “Please, nothing else, I don’t want to get carried away! I like you so much but …”

“Hey, I’m a gentleman, aren’t I?” he smiled at me again, one finger slipping inside my bra and touching a hard nipple, and I gasped with pleasure.

“Yesss,” I moaned. His finger pulled the edge of my bra cup down and began stroking and playing with the hard nipple, and I kissed him hard again.

Then he leaned back, looking at me, and took off his own shirt.

I gasped and put my hands on his muscular chest and ran them over his flat washboard abs. “Oh Robert,” I whispered, and leaned back on the sofa and let him pull my sweater off.

I was wearing a new bra; a very pretty Victora’s secret one with red lace. He looked at it and said, “Why did you wear such a sexy bra, if you didn’t want to do anything like this?”

I giggled and looked down at it. “Do you like it?” My left nipple was hanging out of the pulled-down lace cup, and I straightened the strap up and hid the hard puckered pink nipple.

“Yeah, very much. Are you going to let me kiss your nipples?”

“Robert!” I said. “You’re shocking me tonight.” He kissed me on the lips some more, our almost-bare chests grinding together, separated only by the thin lace bra.

“Am I? Is it such a shocking thing?” he asked, still smiling.

“I’m a good girl!” I said. “This is the first time I’ve done anything like this.”

“Are you enjoying it?” he asked, and I giggled, “Yes!” and we kissed some more, and I hugged him tight around his muscular waist.

His mouth was on my neck again, and now moving lower, until he was kissing my cleavage. I moaned and threw my head back. My whole body was starting to flush, and I was aware of the wetness between my legs now.

At that moment, my mother’s voice came back to me: I know you think it’s safe to make out with a guy, but the more stuff you let them do, the harder it will be to stop, and then you’re going to have a baby, and then you’re life is over!

I pulled his head up and kissed him on the lips again. “Robert,” I said softly. “We can’t do that!”

“Why not?” he asked. Not angry, still smiling kindly. I was lying on the sofa now, and he was laying on top of me, and I was aware my legs were spread and he was lying between them, and though there was a lot of denim separating us, I could feel the bulge in his pants pressing between my legs. Oh god!

“I don’t want to get … out of control,” I said.

He smiled at me and kissed me. “Just let me kiss your nipples, and then we can stop.” He kissed me on the slope of one pale breast, and I licked my lips thinking about how good his wet mouth and tongue would feel on my nipples.

“I don’t know …” I said, as he started squeezing them through the bra again, and I arched my back.

“What don’t you know? You let me touch it with my finger already, you didn’t lose control or anything,” he said, and here his finger snaked inside the lace and touched the hard bud, and I gasped with pleasure.

“See?” he said. “You like that. Don’t you want me to make you feel good?” He looked so kind and sincere as he spoke. He peeled one strap down my shoulder and slid his hand inside the cup, his warm hand engulfing my breast, and it felt so good, I pulled his mouth to mine and sucked hard on his lips and tongue.

Finally he had both of my bra straps pulled down, both of my breasts bare, and he was kissing my cleavage and between them.

“I guess we might as well take this off, it’s not doing its job anymore,” he said, and reached behind me to unhook the bra.

“Robert,” I whined. “This isn’t right …”

“No?” he said and kissed one of my hard nipples.

I gasped and threw my head back, but he was smiling at me again.

“Did you like that? Want me to do it again?” he asked.

“Oh, you’re such a devil!” I said, as his mouth hovered over my big firm breasts and tingling hard nipples. I had no idea how correct my statement was!

“That’s not an answer,” he said, and I felt his warm breath on my nipples.

“Oh, yes,” I moaned finally, “Do it again.” His warm mouth and flickering tongue surrounded my hard nipple and I moaned in ecstasy. His practiced fingers unhooked the bra and he removed it, and now his hands were covering and squeezing my breasts as his hot wet mouth moved from nipple to nipple, occasionally kissing me between my breasts, and I writhed and moaned and our crotches pushed together in the ancient powerful rhythm of lust.

I was in heaven, I’d never felt anything like this, my heart was hammering and my whole body felt like it was on fire. I felt a pressure in my belly that I’d never felt before, and then I was aware of the pressure of the bulge in his jeans against my own crotch, and then I felt hands beginning to undo the button of my jeans ….

I forced myself to stop. I pulled his head away from my pleasantly aching nipples and wriggled out from under him and stood up. I struggled to catch my breath and said, “Robert, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, but we have to stop! This is too much for the first time.”

He sat up on the couch, blinking at me in the dim light. “Are you sure? You seemed to be enjoying it.”

“I loved it! Robert, that’s not the point!” I was still out of breath and red-faced and I picked it up and pulled it on over my hot throbbing breasts. “We just can’t do this, not right now. Not the first time, I really like you a lot and everything, and I hope you’re not angry …”

He didn’t look angry. He was sitting there as calm and collected as a statue. But he wasn’t smiling anymore. Or rather, he was smiling, but his eyes weren’t smiling.

“I’m not angry at all, Samantha,” he said, calmly. He stood up, chuckling a little bit, a laugh with no humor in it. “In fact, you’ve made me very happy. Now, take a look at that laptop on the table over there.”

I glanced at it; the screen was open, but still dark.

But then I saw what he was talking about.

The blue light under the webcam was on.

“Oh my god,” I said. It was like a bucket of ice water being dumped on me. My legs started to tremble as I realized what had happened.

“That’s right, Samantha,” he said. He touched the screen and it lit up and I saw both of us on the screen, me standing there with my hair in my face, my bra on over my big breasts and looking messy and … slutty.

He smiled at the camera, and the big white smile appeared on the screen.  “I just recorded everything you just did with me.”


CHAPTER 2: EXPOSED
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It was like the world suddenly turned upside down.

Do you know that sick feeling in your stomach when you lean back in your chair, and start to fall, but then catch yourself at the last minute? It was similar to that, but … there was no catching myself.

I had started making out with a boy that I liked and trusted. I decided to let him get my top off, but when he tried to take my pants off, I had stopped him.

But then he had taken the floor out from beneath me by revealing he had just made a video of what we had done.

It was in a back room at a party; there were dozens of other people right outside the door by the swimming pool.

But who could I ask for help? What would I say?

I stood there in my bra, breasts still aching and lips swollen from the attention he had given them.

He looked at me and then touched a button on the laptop and played a little of it back for me; there we were -- there I was, my bra coming off and my big breasts coming free, and he was kissing them. The look of ecstasy on my face made me burn with shame. But I remembered the lust that I’d felt, as his mouth and hands moved over my nipples, and that lust was clearly written on my face in the video.

“You have to erase that!” I cried.

He smiled at me. That beautiful kind smile, but now his eyes were as cold as blue ice. “I don’t think so.”

“You have to! Oh my god! You can’t do this!” I was starting to cry.

“I did it. Didn’t you like what we were doing? It looks like you were enjoying it,” he smirked.

“I … didn’t give you permission to videotape it!” I yelled.

I tried to pick up the computer, but he stepped in front of me. He turned off the computer and folded up the laptop. “Didn’t you see the camera light on the computer? I thought you saw it.”

“No! Oh my god, how can you do this! I thought you were a nice boy!” I yelled. I was still standing in my bra. Face burning with humiliation and anger, I pulled my sweater back on.

“I am a nice boy,” he said. “You agreed to everything we did. Maybe I just wanted a little … memento.”

“Please, Robert!” I begged. “You can’t do this! You can’t keep that! You have to erase it!”

He just smirked at me. “Why would I erase it? I like it. You look great there. We look good.”

My lip was trembling, and my knees were shaking. “Please, Robert! What are you going to do with it?”

He just smiled at me. “Don’t worry about it, Samantha.”

He started to walk outside and I grabbed his arm. “Listen! What do you want? What are you going to do with it? What do you want?”

“Don’t worry, I told you,” he said. “Just don’t worry about it.”

“I’ll tell! I’ll tell the police!” I said, tears streaming down my face.

He smirked at me again. “Oh well, okay. I’ll drive you down to the police station, if you’d like. I bet the twins’ father is going to really love watching this video. The twins will enjoy it, also. Or would you like to tell your parents? Your mother will particularly like this video, I think.”

I buried my face in my hands. The Morgan twins (not their real names) were the hosts of the party we were at, and their father was a chief of detectives in the city we lived in. And my mother … she’d met Robert many times. He was friends with my older brother. And my mother very strict with me about boys, constantly warning me not to start performing sex acts until I was married, or at least ready to have a baby.

“Ohh god!” I wailed. “Why are you doing this to me?”

“Doing what?” he asked, with a look of surprise on his face.

“This! I liked you, Robert! I trusted you!”

“I know, and you liked it when I kissed your tits, didn’t you?”

I just stared at him, my lips still trembling, tears still streaming down my face.

“Thanks for a wonderful time, tonight, Samantha,” he said, and he even kissed me on the cheek.

Then he walked outside back into the main party.

I sat in the study trembling for a while, all my excitement about my first sexual experiences turning to dull humiliation and anger and fear, my world suddenly ruined. I felt like a cartoon character with a giant boulder falling off a cliff towards them.

I couldn’t sleep all that night, and I told my parents I thought I was coming down with the flu. I waited for pictures of me and my big blossoming breasts to appear on Facebook. Or would he just show the video to other people? Would everybody at school know what we had done the next day? Would he ask for money … or something else? My head was spinning with all the possibilities, all of them bad.

I went to school a couple days later, and he smiled at me and greeted me in the hallway as if nothing had happened. I said, “Hello,” and tried to smile, though I think the fear was on my face, so I made excuses and went to class.

It was whirling around in my head like a nightmare. I even began to wonder if it had really happened. I was waiting for all my judgmental mean girl classmates to start calling me a slut, but nobody seemed any different.

He sent me a text message a few days later saying, “Thinking of you,” with a smiley face.

“What are you going to do!” I replied. “What do you want?”

“I’m just staying home watching videos” he said, with another smiley face.

I burst into tears and cried most of that evening.

When my mother asked about it, I told her I had menstrual cramps, and she gave me some of her valium.

Those chilled me out real fast!

It took a couple weeks, actually, before he contacted me again.

I’d almost started to forget about it.

Almost. It was still like a gnawing itch at the back of all my thought, a fever that wouldn’t quite go away.

He sent me a text one afternoon. “Hi! Why don’t you stop by my house for a few hours after school today?”

“And if I don’t?” I replied.

He sent me a smiley face.

My heart was pounding as I drove to his house. I noticed that his parents’ cars weren’t there.

He answered the door, looking calm and relaxed. He was still wearing the khakis and white shirt he’d worn at school. As evil as I thought he was, I had to admit he was still a nice-looking boy. I hadn’t changed clothes either. I was just wearing jeans and a dark sweater.

“Hello Samantha,” he said warmly.

My knees were trembling. “What do you want?” I asked, my voice breaking.

“What do you mean?” he asked.

“You know what I’m talking about!” I said. “What are you going to do? Is this the day? You’re going to … blackmail me, or something?”

“Blackmail,” he said, smiling. “What do you mean? Do you think I need your money?” He gestured around at the big house. His parents were rather wealthy.

“You want something else,” I said, dully.

“Or really? Like what? What do you think I want?” he said.

I just looked at him, and started to cry again.

“Oh hey,” he said, “Don’t cry. Don’t cry, okay? Listen, if I promise not to touch you, will that make you feel better?”

I wiped tears away. “Under the circumstances, no! Why should I believe you?”

“Well,” he said, “I always did what I said I would do, before, right? I asked for your consent, before I got your shirt and bra off.” Here his mask of kindness and sympathy slipped a bit and his cold cruel eyes shined at me.

“You didn’t ask me if you could make that video,” I said, my voice breaking.

“I thought you knew about it, it was so obvious. When you asked me to turn it off, I did,” he said.

“Oh god,” I wailed. “That’s not true! You’re twisting everything around! Why are you doing this? I liked you Robert, I really liked you!”

He smiled at me and said, “I know. Come inside the house, Samantha. I promise, I won’t touch you at all.”

Shaking, I stepped inside.

“Do you want to watch the video?” he asked.

“No!” I said. “Of course I don’t!”

“Why would you wear such a nice bra, if you didn’t want people to see it?” he asked, eyes dancing over my body.

I crossed my arms. “I … didn’t want everybody to see it.”

“You only wanted me to see it?” he teased.

I looked down and away.

“Are you wearing it today? I like red. Red lace looked really good on you. Do you have matching panties?” he asked.

“Don’t talk to me like that!” I said.

“I already saw it, why shouldn’t we talk about it?”

“I … that was before you made that video!”

“Are you saying you didn’t want to do those things with me? Did I force you?”

“No,” I said softly. “I wanted to. But I didn’t want you to make the video!”

“Well why?” I asked. “I mean, I haven’t shown it to anybody. I haven’t done anything with it except watch it. Just me. I saw your bra – your tits – that night, and I’ve seen them on video. Is there anything wrong with that?” He was still smiling confidently and moving closer to me.

I stepped backwards, my arms crossed, lips trembling. “I … you betrayed my trust. I trusted you, I liked you, and you betrayed me.”

“I haven’t betrayed you,” he said. “I haven’t shown anybody that video.”

“Just … erase it then! Give it to me!”

“I mean, can you imagine what people’s reaction would be? How ashamed you would feel, if anybody saw that?”

I nodded my head violently, shaking all over. I hadn’t thought of anything else for the last week.

“I mean, it’s your fault,” he said. “You teased me like that, and then you just stopped.”

“What do you mean?”

“You let me kiss your tits, got me all turned on, and then you just stopped. You know what the word for that is? Cock tease.”

“That’s not true! I can say no whenever I want!” I said.

“Of course you can. You can say no whenever you want. But then there will be consequences.”

“Oh god,” I said. “You can’t do this!”

“Do what? I’m not doing anything. We’re just talking. Anyway, you clearly liked what I was doing to you … and I think you like men watching you.”

“I don’t like men watching me!” I said.

“Why would you wear a tight sweater like that, if you don’t want men looking at you?”

“It’s just a normal sweater!” I cried.

“It’s pretty tight, don’t you think? And low cut. You like men to look at your tits, I think. And that red bra, with sexy lace … you wanted me to see it, didn’t you, you liked letting me do it. You little tease.”

“I’m not a tease!” I yelled, crying. “Stop talking to me like that!”

“Okay, if you’re not a tease, show me the bra you’re wearing today.”

“No! Fuck you!” I yelled.

“Listen to the mouth on you! I’m trying to be polite and you’re using filthy language,” he said, shaking his head. “Show me that bra you’re wearing today.”

“I’m going to tell that police!” I said.

“Samantha,” he said patiently. “No you’re not. You’re just going to show me the bra you’re wearing today, or I’ll have to show the world what a tease you are.”

“No, I won’t!” I said. “You … can’t do this! Why are you doing this?”

“Well. Let’s just think of it as … a little experiment. Come on, Samantha. Just show me the bra you’re wearing. Nothing bad is going to happen. I promised I won’t touch you. This just stays between us, I promise. Just you and me. Like in the study, right? There’s a video, but nobody has to see it, if you stop teasing me.”

“If I show you the bra I’m wearing, will you erase the video that you have?” I asked tearfully.

He said, “If you don’t do what I say, tonight I’m going to invite the twins over and watch that video with them. That’s all. It can stay between you and me, or … I can show the twins what a tease you are.”

“Oh, god, no. Please don’t. Please don’t show anybody.” The Morgan twins were football players, two of the most popular and good-looking kids at school. Again I burned with shame and humiliation at the thought of anyone – everyone – seeing me like that.

“You said that you only wanted me to see your bra, not anybody else” he said. “So show me.”

I gripped the edge of my sweater. “Don’t make me do this,” I said.

“Well, it’s your choice, like I said. I mean, I saw the other bra, what’s the big deal?”

My lips trembling, I pulled my sweater up and showed him the one I was wearing – just plain white cotton. Nothing fancy. The red bra was at the bottom of my drawer, I hadn’t worn it since he’d taken it off me that night.

I let my sweater drop and said, “There, are you happy now! You sick pervert!”

He smiled at me. “No, of course, that’s not enough. Sick pervert? What kind of thing is that to say to a guy who was just trying to make you happy? Kissed your breasts, for the first time, right?”

“Yes,” I said. “I’m sorry I let you do it!”

“No you’re not,” he said, “Do you want to watch the video again and see how happy you were?”

“Oh god, you’re evil!” I said.

“Take off your sweater, Samantha.” He wasn’t smiling anymore.

“God!” I cried. “Right here in your living room? Your parents could come in!”

“Yeah,” he said. “They sure could. Now take it off, right now.”

I sniffled my tears. “I don’t want to,” I said weakly.

“All right,” he said. “It’s your choice. Do you want to stay here with us, while the twins watch that video?”

“Oh, god,” I said, and took my sweater off. I stood there in my bra, trembling, the bright light of the day shining in through the big bay windows of the living room. I held the sweater against my stomach.

“All right,” he said, and walked around me like he was inspecting a horse he was about to buy. “Very nice. You’re such a beautiful girl, Samantha. Now take off your pants, also.”

“No!” I yelled, through my tears. “You said I just had to show you my bra, you didn’t say anything about my jeans!”

“Well,” he said calmly. “I mean, I saw your bra last time, and your breasts. I’m not asking you to take off your bra, I just want to see your panties. What’s the big deal?”

“You’re sick!” I yelled. “Why are you doing this to me?”

He shook his head. “I’m not doing anything! And what’s the big deal? If we were on the beach together, you’d be in a bikini, and it would probably be even more revealing. You even have bikini pictures up on Facebook and Instagram, so you obviously like people to see your body.”

“I don’t … I’m not …” My head was spinning and I felt like I was going to be sick. “It’s not … the same!”

“So you don’t mind showing your legs and ass to the world, on the internet. But you don’t want to show it to me, the first guy you let get up your shirt. Well, that just shows what a little tease you are,” he said, shaking his head.

“I’m not a tease,” I said again, desperately.

“Then take off your jeans. Didn’t I promise I wouldn’t touch you? Have I tried to touch you, or hurt you?”

I stood there trembling, not knowing what to say or do.

“Answer me,” he said. “Have I tried to touch you?”

“No,” I said.

“All right, then take off your jeans and let me see your panties, and then you can leave.”

“Are you going to make me take off my bra and panties?” I asked, weeping.

“No,” he said, smirking. “Just take off your jeans and let me look at you.”

“That’s all?” I asked. “You’re just going to look at me? You’re not making a video of this?”

“No!” he said. “It’s okay, Samantha, take off your jeans.” He was still circling me as I stood in the center of the room. I was looking mostly at the carpet.

“Why are you doing this?” I asked quietly.

“Because I like you so much, Samantha,” he said. “I knew from the beginning that there was something special about you. And when we kissed, I knew it. It’s okay, Samantha. Take off your jeans and let me look at you, and then you can go.”

Weeping silently, I took off my jeans, standing there in my plain white cotton bra and panties, feeling the sun on my back and the chill of the air-conditioning.

“Very nice,” he said. “And since you’ve been such a good girl today, I have a gift for you.”

I just looked at him confused.

He took a bag from near the sofa and removed a pair of black high heeled pumps. They were Louboutins, and I’m sure they cost at least $500.

“I bought them just for you,” he said, and handed them to me. “Put them on.”

Wordlessly, amazed, my head spinning, now calm in my submission, I put on the beautiful high-heeled shoes.

“Okay, stand up straight. Now turn around.”

I slowly spun around, a little clumsy. I wasn’t used to such high heels.

“You look so hot … that’s beautiful,” he said, looking at me with eyes full of equal parts adoration and cruel lust. “Throw your shoulders back. Walk back and forth a little bit. Model for me.”

My face burning, I walked back and forth in the living room in my bra and panties and expensive high heels, my shoulders thrown back and my breasts thrust out.

“How do you feel?” he asked.

“Like a whore,” I said, a few tears falling on my cleavage.

I stood there waiting, my heart pounding. I was sure he was going to rape me; he stood looking at me with fiery lust in his eyes.

But finally, he just laughed. “Get dressed.”

I let out an exhalation of relief, feeling like bursting into fresh tears. I got dressed. He put the shoes back in the box and handed them to me.

“Very good, Samantha,” he said. He kept his promise of not touching me as he walked back to my car. “You did very well today.”

I drove home, feeling sick, somehow knowing that this was only the beginning.


CHAPTER 3: OVERWHELMED
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I went home crying, after the first time Robert made me strip down to my bra and panties for him.

I was going to tell my mother and stepfather. Surely they would help me.

But every time I tried to think of what I was going to say, it overwhelmed me. “I let a boy take my shirt off, and he made a video of it, and then I took my clothes off for him and let him see my underwear.” How could I do it? It was kind of just my word against his, also. And there wasn’t any physical evidence that he’d raped me, for example.

“He only made you show him your underwear?” I could just imagine my stepfather asking, with that puzzled look he often gave me. He wasn’t around much, traveling a lot on business, but even when he was around, he didn’t seem to know what to make of a teenage girl. He was a lot more comfortable with my stepbrother, a nice normal athletic kid.

And if I told anyone, everyone would definitely see the video! It was the only evidence.

My head spun. Maybe it would stop now. He had been rather nice about it. He hadn’t made me have sex with him. Maybe that was all he wanted. Maybe that was all he would do. It wasn’t so bad, like he’d said, it was just like standing in front of him in a bikini, right?

When I got home crying, my mom asked me what was wrong, and I told her it was just stress from school. “And hormones?” she asked. I nodded and asked her if I could have another valium, and she gave me one.

Already he had won. He was making me an accomplice in his crime, making me feel responsible and ashamed and making me afraid to go for help.

If I’d gone for help then, there would have been some shame, undoubtedly, and it surely would have affected my life for the worse.

But it would have saved me three years of the worst kind of degradation.

After about a week of anxious waiting and a few more valiums stolen from my mom, he called me over to his house again.

“What do you want?” I texted him. “When is this going to stop?”

“Don’t worry! Same as last time,” he assured me.

“That’s all?” I asked eagerly. “Same as last time? You promise?”

“Yes,” he said. “That’s all!”

I walked into his house on another sunny day; again his parents were gone. I’d told my parents I was going shopping.

He was looking very pleased. “No tears, today. I like that. You’re not afraid of me, are you?”

“I … don’t know,” I said. “If you give me that video back, I definitely won’t be afraid of you.” I was trying to reason with him now; I thought perhaps we could make an arrangement. He wasn’t an unreasonable guy.

“I haven’t touched you,” he pointed out. “Not since the first time, anyway. I just wanted to … get to know you better.”

“You could get to know me better anyway!” I said. “You don’t need to blackmail me!”

“Now, Samantha,” he said patiently. “That’s not true. Remember when you tried to stop me, when I was going to take your pants off?”

“I ... well, yes, I remember, but …”

He pressed play on the remote control, and I was horrified to see myself on the big screen TV in the living room, kissing him.

“Are you sure you don’t want me to touch you there?” he asked on the video.

“Robert,” I moaned, as he began to feel my breasts – the hard nipples on my plump breasts visible even through the white sweater I was wearing.

“Oh god, turn it off,” I said, looking down, ashamed. “Please turn it off.”

“Don’t worry,” he said. “It’s just between us, only between us,” he said. “Right? Just between us.”

“Yes,” I whimpered. “Just between us.”

And I took off the red top I was wearing. Underneath was the red bra, the red bra I’d worn that night.

“Very good!” he said. “My favorite. You’re trying to make me happy, I like that.”

“Yes,” I said, defeated.

“You know I wanted to see the matching panties.”

I was wearing a skirt that day. I was already wearing the black high-heel Louboutins he gave me. Hiding them from my family had been easy enough, I just kept them in the car and changed into them.

He sat on the sofa and watched me in my short skirt and red bra. “Don’t take off your skirt yet,” he said.

I stood there obediently, my heart pounding and face flushed.

“Would you like some vodka?” he asked suddenly. He went to the bar adjacent to the living room and poured himself a glass of vodka mixed with 7-up.

“Yes,” I said, with a little hesitation. I’d already taken half a valium. I’d stolen a few from my mom’s supply, as she had more than enough.

He mixed me a drink and handed it to me, and then sat down.

“Can you dance?” he asked.

I surprised myself by laughing. “I took tap and jazz lessons.”

“Pull up your skirt and let me see your panties,” he said. “Slowly.”

I slid the skirt up my legs until the red lace panties were visible, and then let them drop. I began to feel a sense of power; I had something he wanted, also, it wasn’t just that he had something I wanted. Maybe I could use that to my advantage.

Of course, that’s just the way he wanted me to feel.

“All right,” he said. “You can leave.”

I looked at him dumbfounded. “What? Really?”

“Yes,” he said, and picked up a copy of a music magazine off the coffee table and began reading it.

I was still standing there, not sure what to do, and slowly went for my top.

“What? What’s the matter? You want to strip some more?” he asked, seeing me moving slowly.

“Umm,” I said. “I … just, it was a surprise, that’s all.”

He nodded absently, and went back to his magazine. “See you at school,” he said.

The problem was that I couldn’t stop thinking about it. That was what he wanted, of course. Always wondering, always waiting. And thinking of him. The way he looked at me. Why had he not looked at me with the same lust the second time? Did it mean he was tired of me? Would he let me go soon?

He started talking to me a lot at school – always about innocent things, of course, but he seemed to be making a big show of being nice to me.

People were starting to ask me if we were going together.

I denied it vehemently.

Finally he sent me another text message inviting me over to his house.

Heart pounding, I went to his house again.

I stood in the center of the living room, and he started talking to me about a test that was coming up at school. He fixed us both a vodka and 7-up.

“I … are you going to make me strip?” I asked suddenly.

He smiled. “Do you want to strip?” he said.

“Well, I was … I didn’t think it was going to be different, this time. I don’t want to … I have to get home, you know, I can’t be gone all afternoon.”

“Okay,” he said. “Go ahead and strip.” 

I took off my top and the shorts I was wearing. I was wearing black bra and panties today, smooth silk finish, no lace. I put on the high-heel Louboutins he had bought me and stood before him.

“Did you buy those underwear for me?” he asked.

I shrugged. “I just bought them. I needed some.”

He smiled at me. “Hmm. Nice, but I like lace. I’ll buy you some more with lace.”

I didn’t say anything, I just stood there, face burning. 

“You’re really beautiful,” he said. “I don’t know why you’re not the most popular girl in school.”

“What are you talking about,” I said. But of course I enjoyed the compliment.

“It’s like people look at you with the wrong eyes. They just see a serious girl, they don’t see the sexy young woman underneath that.”

I didn’t know what to say to that. I felt my face growing hot and looked down at the carpet. “I’m not … sexy,” I said.

“You are. Just watch that video if you don’t believe me,” he said, and I whimpered. “I’ve been watching you for years. Since your breasts started growing,” he said. “I’m sure a lot of men look at you on the street now.”

I hesitated, looking down at my full cleavage. “Yes,” I said.

“How does that make you feel? You like it when strange men look at you?”

“I … it … sometimes it makes me feel … more attractive …”

“But?”

“I don’t … want to be … like, an object, like a piece of meat!” I said. “I don’t know why you’re doing this to me!” I shifted nervously back and forth on the high heels. I felt like I had to pee.

“A piece of meat?” he asked. “That’s ridiculous. You’re a work of art, you know? If I stand and stare at a beautiful panting in a museum, or a statue, does that mean it’s just an object? Like a piece of meat?”

“I … don’t know … it’s different, you’re making me do this!”

“Am I?” he asked. “You just said you like it when men look at you. You let me kiss you and hold you and touch you, what’s wrong with looking at you?”

“I … if you like me so much, why did you make that video?” I felt my head spinning even worse than usual as the alcohol and the valium started to combine in their effect. I stood staring at the carpet; I couldn’t even bring myself to look at his gorgeous face, his bright eyes, and long wavy hair.

There was, of course, a part of me that had dreamed about attention from him. And enjoyed this attention very much. But another part of me was screaming that it was wrong.

“I told you, Samantha, it’s because I like you so much. I just wanted a memento. A souvenir. It’s just between us, right? It’s my special memory. Our special memory,” he stood up and stood behind me as he spoke, and I could smell the alcohol fumes on his breath as he spoke. I could feel the heat of his body behind me on my bare back, but he was still keeping his promise not to touch me.

“Just between us,” I said. “Promise me, Robert, that it’s just between us!” A single tear rolled down my face and rolled down my cleavage into the black silk bra.

“It’s just between us,” he whispered in my ear, still not touching me. “It’s okay, Samantha, it’s just between us.”

He moved back to the couch and sat down, finishing his drink off. “Good. You’re so beautiful, Samantha. Shoulders back. You know, you kind of tend to slouch. Maybe that’s one reason people don’t think you’re beautiful.”

I pulled my shoulder back, my chest heaving up.

“Now walk back and forth,” he said. “One foot in front of the other. Put a little style into it.”

The alcohol and valium were taking my inhibitions away, and I prowled across the room in my high heels and bra and panties like I was on the catwalk of a modeling show. If I made him happy, maybe he’d let me leave quickly, like last time.

“Good,” he said. “Toss your hair.”

I actually giggled as I tossed my hair. It was only medium-length so it didn’t toss very well, but I did it.

“I was the first guy to touch your tits, and the first guy to see them?” he asked.

“I … yes, you were.”

“You touch them yourself, though,” he said.

I felt my face redden as I said, “Occasionally!”

“Your stepbrother never saw them?” he asked with a smile. He was friends with my stepbrother Gerald.

“No!” I said, shocked.

“He’s never seen you in your bra and panties.”

“I … well, actually, maybe he did, yes.”

“You let him see you like that? You like to have men watch you, I can see that.”

“It was an accident!” I said. “When he first moved in, before I … got used to having a boy living there!”

“I don’t know,” he said. “You didn’t want to tease your stepbrother? He’s a good-looking guy.”

My stepbrother had just moved in a couple of years previously … kind of just at the time I started to develop and notice boys. So maybe it hadn’t been the most comfortable thing for me.

“I didn’t do it on purpose!” I said, crossing my arms over my chest.

“It’s okay, Samantha, there’s no reason to lie here. You can be honest.”

Another tear rolled down my cheek, and into my cleavage.

“What about your stepfather? Has he ever seen you in your bra and panties?” asked Robert, leaning back on the sofa and crossing his legs and taking a drink.

I thought for moment, then shook my head.

“That’s good. I’d hate to think of other men seeing you like this. It’d make me so jealous. I’d hate to think you were a little exhibitionist.”

“I’m not!” I said, and a sob came out. I fought back the tears.

He stood up. “Uncross your arms, and get down on your hands and knees,” he said.

“I … what?”

“Get down on your hands and knees,” he said.

“What are you going to do?” I asked fearfully. “You promised you weren’t going to touch me!”

He stared at me angrily. “Did I try to touch you? Did I say anything about touching you?”

“No,” I said weakly.

“Then do what I say and get down on your hands and knees.”

Trembling, I got down on my hands and knees on the shag carpet on the big living room. It was a little awkward with the high heels.

“Good,” he said, and now he was walking around me again, examining me. “Put your face on the carpet and your ass in the air. Kind of a yoga pose, you know,” he said.

I sobbed and did what he asked me to do. My face was burning and my body was trembling as I pressed my arms against the carpet and my face between them. I closed my eyes and tried to think of being somewhere else, but his questions kept drawing me back to reality.

“How do you feel now?” he asked.

“Scared!” I said. “And … vulnerable.”

“I could do anything to you, couldn’t I. We’re here all alone. I’m a lot stronger than you. I could rape you. I could do … anything.”

“Oh god,” I moaned. “Please don’t hurt me!”

“I’m not!” he said, in a voice of mock shock. “Why would you think I was going to hurt you? I haven’t touched you, I haven’t done anything to you. I was just saying that it was possible, not that I was going to do it. Why are you crying?”

“You’re making me … expose myself to you!”

“I’m not!” he said again. “Why did you say that? You still have your bra and panties on. Just like a bikini at the beach, right? You did let me take your top off at that party, though.”

“Oh god,” I moaned again.

“Don’t you like it when I look at you?”

“Not like this!” I moaned.

“So why did you come here and expose yourself for me? Why are you doing what I say? You could have gone to the police. I even offered to take you there.”

“Oh please,” I said. “Please stop.” My tears were falling onto the carpet beneath my face.

“Please stop what?”

“Stop torturing me!”

“I haven’t touched you!” he said again. “Isn’t that true? Have I touched you?”

“No,” I said, sobbing.

“Now, roll over on your back.”

Sniffling back my tears, I rolled over, and looked up at him with my tear-clouded eyes.

He was standing over me triumphantly, stroking the bulge in his khakis.

“Do you like to touch yourself, Samantha?” he asked.

“Oh god,” I said.

“What? It’s just a question. You said you like to feel your own breasts. I mean, you’re lying on my floor in your panties, but I can’t ask you if you masturbate?”

“I don’t want to talk about that!” I cried.

“You just want to let me kiss your tits, that’s all? And then tell me to stop?”

“I got carried away! I liked you! I didn’t know … who you were!”

“You didn’t? We had talked a lot, before that. You’d seen me around for years.”

“I didn’t think you would do something like this! We talked about normal stuff! Not this!”

“Masturbation isn’t normal?”

“Oh god,” I moaned again. “I don’t know what you want me to say!”

“I want you to tell me if you masturbate, that’s all.”

“Oh please, of course I do! Doesn’t everybody!”

“Do you watch porn?”

I sobbed. “I’ve seen it.”

“But you don’t watch it regularly?”

“No.”

“You just like men to watch you. You like to tease.”

“No!”

“Then why are you laying there on my floor in your bra and panties?”

“You ... told me to! You said you’d show the twins that video!”

“I didn’t,” he said. “I said that last week. I didn’t say anything like that today,” he said.

“Oh god,” I said again, crying hard. I curled up in a ball on my side.

“Shhhh,” he said. “It’s okay. Let it all out. You know I’m doing this because I care about you. I don’t care that you’re a little tease.”

“I’m not a little tease!” I said, between sobs.

“You’re wearing that sexy black bra and panties, you practically came in and asked if you could strip for me, and now you’re on my floor telling me about how you like to touch yourself. Doesn’t that make you a tease?”

“Yes!” I said. “Whatever you want me to say! Yes, I’m a little tease!”

“That’s good,” he said. “Now, look at me. Stretch out. Don’t curl up like that. Do you want to touch yourself? I want to see you masturbate.”

“No, please,” I moaned.

“You don’t want to touch yourself, or you don’t want me to see it?”

“Neither,” I said. “Please, neither.”

“You want me to do it? I’d be happy to touch you.”

“Oh please,” I said, “my head is spinning. Please, stop this.”

“Stop what? I’m just talking to you. You want me to be quiet, and just watch you while you masturbate?”

“Please don’t make me … do that.”

“Do what?”

“Touch myself,” I sobbed.

“You mean masturbate? You can say it.”

“Please don’t make me masturbate for you,” I said quietly.

“I said I’d be happy to do it for you. Do you want me to do it?”

“Oh, no, I don’t want that, either.”

“You just want me to kiss you and suck your tits again?” he asked. He was bending down, looking down at me, still stroking himself.

“I want to go home,” I said.

“Take off your bra now,” he said.

“If I do that, will you stop this? Can I leave after that?”

He smiled at me. “I’ve already seen your breasts. I can see them on video. It’s not any big deal. I’ve already had them in my hands and my mouth. But yes, you can leave … after that.”

I sat up and slowly, looking him in his bright blue eyes, and reached behind myself and unhooked the bra which was somewhat wet with my tears. I took it off, and arched my back, my breasts full and firm, the nipples hard.

“There,” I said. “You can see them. Now can I go?”

“You don’t want to masturbate for me?” he was smiling now, knowing he’d won

“No, please.” But my voice was full of doubt.

“You don’t want me to touch you?”

“No,” I whimpered.

“If your panties are completely dry now, you can go home. If I check your panties, and see that they’re wet, I’ll know you’re lying.”

“Please!” I said. “Please don’t.”

“Are you saying that you’re not turned on at all? Why are your nipples hard? You look pretty horny.”

“It’s cold,” I said weakly, although it wasn’t. The sun was shining through the windows.

“Liar. Your panties are wet, aren’t they?”

“Oh god,” I said.

“Tell me, or I’ll check them myself.”

“Yes. They are.”

“You like exposing yourself to me.”

I shook my head.

“Liar.”

I sobbed.

“Then cover your breasts. Put your hands on your tits for me.”

Surrendering myself to my humiliation, I took my big firm breasts in my hands, and couldn’t stop myself playing with the hard nipples as he watched, licking his lips

“But you don’t want to masturbate for me?” he said, smiling.

I shook my head, lips trembling. 

“And you don’t want me to touch you?” he smiled down at me. He was on his knees over me now.

I hesitated a moment before I said no. I almost wanted it to be over with; I knew it would eventually come. How much more torture would I have to endure first? But I forced myself to say: “No, I don’t.”

“Are you lying?”

“No,” I said, but I was panting now, squeezing my own breasts.

“Masturbate for me now, and I’ll erase that video.”

I moaned and reached into my panties with one hand, while touching my breasts with the other, my face burning with shame and humiliation but knowing that I had no choice.

“Please,” I asked. “If I do this, will you erase that video?”

He nodded, eyes glazed with lust. “Yes, I’ll erase it.”

He unzipped his pants and took his penis out; it was big and hard, the head purple. He stroked it through his fist as he watched me.

I slid my finger inside myself and found the sensitive button of my clit, throbbing hot and wet, and stroked it and the humiliation and the fear and the arousal and the relief of surrender ballooned up quickly in me, and my back arched and I cried out as I had an orgasm, the high heels digging into the carpet.

He grunted, jerking himself off above me, and he also had an orgasm; the globs of hot white semen fell on my breasts, hot and sticky, and I moaned in anguish.

“Little tease,” he said disdainfully, and stood up suddenly. “Get dressed.”

My legs still shaking, I stood, relief washing over me, “Thank you,” came out of me before I could even stop myself. I got my bra back on, not even bothering to wash the drying semen off, and realized I was more than a little dazed from the alcohol and valium, my knees weak.

“You know I’m only doing this because I care about you so much,” he said tenderly, after I was dressed. “I think there are a lot of things you don’t know about yourself. I’m the only one who knows those things, and I want to show you … what I know.”

I just looked at him. “What about the video?” I asked weakly.

“You want it? I’ll give you a copy,” he said.

“You said you’d erase it,” I said.

“Well, I could … but you know it’s too late now. The things you’ve done here, coming over here and stripping for me, I could tell people. They’d believe me, you know. People already think we’re fucking. Haven’t they asked you? The video was never necessary, you know? I could just tell people anything I wanted, and they’d believe me, and they’d shame you. I could say you sucked my cock at that party, or anything else. You’d be shamed. They don’t really need physical evidence.”

I just looked at him, tears spilling from my eyes.

I knew he was right.

As he walked me to my car, he handed me a gift. A necklace with a small emerald pendant.

“Oh my god,” I said. “I can’t take this! How can I explain it?”

“You can tell people that we’re going together,” he said smugly.

“We’re … dating?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said. “You can change your Facebook status.”

I was struck completely dumbfounded by this. I didn’t know what to say.

But now I knew there was no escaping him.

The next stage of my sexual slavery had begun.

I had surrendered myself to him, and I was his.


CHAPTER 4: USED
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I suppose it took me a long time to realize I was Robert’s whore.

If you’d told me I’d been the victim of sexual trafficking at that point, that I was being used as a sexual slave, I would have laughed. Sexual slavery? That was like in the movies, where some poor girl gets kidnapped and tossed in a box and shipped overseas to be sold to the Arabs.

What we had? Well, it was just a slightly different kind of relationship.

I mean, he was my boyfriend! That’s how I thought of it. He treated me well, in general, and gave me a lot of gifts, including cash. Most of the cash was going for prescription pills, now, but I also had new clothes and jewelry.

My mom was a bit concerned, but she’d always told me it was important to find a good man. As a trophy wife herself, what should she be concerned about? She just warned me to be careful about sex and not to get pregnant.

And what could be safer?

Robert liked to watch me masturbate, that was all. He would make me strip for him, showing the nice underwear he would buy me, and then he liked to watch me touch myself, while he touched himself. 

It was a perfectly normal thing to do with your boyfriend, wasn’t it? Safe sex, most definitely. No disease and no pregnancy.

And the blackmail video he had made of us, the first time we’d made out?

It was just his slightly unusual way of getting to know me better. He was an unusual, special guy, that’s all. He treated me wonderfully! He was funny and charming and pleasant. He hadn’t asked anything of me that I hadn’t already wanted to do.

That’s what I tried to tell myself. And, of course, what he constantly told me.

And of course, how could I not enjoy it?

He made sure I had orgasms. He’d watch and even coach me along, and he could tell if I faked it.

As it happened, I didn’t have to fake it. He was gorgeous, after all, and rich. Charming. He doted on me at school. All the girls were so envious.

How could I not enjoy the attention? It wasn’t a usual relationship, I supposed, but what was so great about those? Most of the girls I knew who’d have full-on sex complained it was painful and over quickly.

So what was wrong with our relationship? Our sexual activity?

Everybody masturbates, right? What’s wrong with having your boyfriend watch you?

Of course I knew what was wrong, but between the gifts, the drugs, and my own rationalizations, which he was happy to bolster and even provide me with, I couldn’t admit it to myself.

And I certainly couldn’t admit it to anyone else.

People would ask if we’d had sex, and I’d say we hadn’t gone all the way.

He would make videos. Not just of me, but of the both of us. Stripping and masturbating. Since we were doing it together, I felt better about it. He couldn’t show them to anybody.

Or so I told myself.

“Well,” he admitted, when I pressed him, after another leisurely afternoon session of masturbating together on video. “The twins have seen some of the videos a few times.”

I was horrified. The twins were the most popular two guys at school, on the football team, tall good-looking blondes. As if that weren’t enough, their dad was chief of detectives.

He assured me it wasn’t a problem. They were his best friends, and he’d jacked off with them in the same room while watching the videos. They wouldn’t tell anybody.

“And admit it,” he purred into my ear. “Doesn’t the thought of them, those two good-looking guys, who could have any girl they wanted, the thought of them pleasuring themselves to you, isn’t that a little bit of a turn on?”

He made it a turn on, of course. I was being systematically trained as his personal sex doll, being trained to like all the things he liked. If I had doubts, he convinced me. My sexual development was pretty much completely in the hands of this twisted predator.

Meanwhile, we looked like a normal couple. We held hands and went out to dinner with other friends and talked about normal stuff. We posted happy pictures of ourselves on social media.

After a few months, of course, I brought up the issue.

“Are we ever going to … have sex?” I asked, laying on the floor naked, panting, after another orgasm on the carpet of his living room. 

He smiled down at me, his semen drying on my chest. “Well, aren’t you satisfied? You just had an orgasm.”

“You know what I mean,” I said.

“You stopped me when I tried to take your pants off that time,” he said. “I thought you weren’t ready for sex.”

“Well,” I said, my voice a bit slurred from the vodka and pills. “I mean, this is … like sex?”

“So you’re saying you want me to touch you now? You’re ready?”

“I … after all this, I mean …”

“I don’t know if you’re ready,” he said. “It’s a big step.”

“Well … isn’t this, like a big step? What we’re doing?”

“Masturbation is perfectly normal and healthy, isn’t it? They tell us that in biology class.”

“Well … yes, but …”

“But what? What are you saying? Do you want me to fuck you, right now?”

I was blushing furiously, and I said, “Well I thought you wanted to!”

“Never mind what I want, it’s what you want, isn’t it?” he said.

“I …we’re a … couple, aren’t we? We can … like, make out and stuff, you don’t even kiss me very often.”

“Are we? And you feel you’re ready for sex?”

“You never give me a straight answer! You always twist everything around!” I said and started to cry.

“Ohh, shhhh,” he said, and came over and took my big breasts in his hands and I kissed him hungrily as he played with my big nipples, and then his mouth was on my cleavage and finally he began licking and sucking my hard nipples. I writhed and moaned in pleasure – finally some contact from somebody other than myself. I reached down and touched his cock, for the first time.

It got hard quickly, and I didn’t resist as he pushed me on my back and reached down and touched me between the legs for the first time. It was still wet, and he expertly found my clit and I began shaking and gasping as he stroked it with his fingertip.

“You love to be touched, don’t you?” he whispered in my ear.

“Yes,” I gasped

“And you love it when I watch you?”

“Yes,” I said, my hips thrusting.

“And you don’t mind if the twins watch you.”

“No.”

“It turns you on to think of it, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, yes it does,” I said, breathless.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” he asked.

“Yes,” I gasped.

He just smiled. “No, not yet. I don’t think you’re ready.”

I whined in protest, and he dipped his head down between my legs. He kissed me on the inside of my thighs and I moaned in pleasure again, my hands coming up to hold my big breasts as he did so, and when his hot wet tongue touched my clit, I came almost immediately, grinding against his face, long and hard and loud.

He had made me go to him. Made me ask him.

He had made me complicit in my own seduction, my own submission … and he would continue to make me a part of my own humiliation.

Forcing somebody to do something is much more work than convincing them that they want to do it, I would find. Trust and desire were just two more weapons he used against me.

After he first made me cum like that, he continued to make me masturbate for him, but refused to touch me, saying he didn’t think I was ready.

When he finally suggested that we could make some money masturbating together on the internet, I was hesitant, but he produced the bright feathered Mardi Gras masks, and reminded me about the various celebrities who were still famous and well-thought of after making publicly seen sex-tapes.

“I mean, nobody will see your face, and I’ll be right there with you, and we can make some money this way. We’ve already established that you love it when men watch you,” he said.

He gave me some pills and I had some vodka, and agreed.

“This is the next step in our relationship, Samantha,” he said.

We masturbated side by side, in a pay-per-view arrangement he had set up, and afterwards he gave me $500.

We started doing these shows weekly, and I watched the money roll in.

The money and the gifts continued to flow in. I told my mom that he’d been doing day-trading on the internet and been showing me how to do it. That was his cover story for this sudden new cash flow.

“That’s great, honey!” she said, happy that she had to give me less money. And that I was no longer sneaking her valium.

I had my own sources for drugs, by that point. (Provided by Robert, of course.)

And stepdad?

He was in China on business most of those months.

The webcam shows went on for months, but he refused to touch me again, saying I was not quite ready for that intense physical relationship.

He made me beg.

I asked if I could touch his penis again. I asked him if I could put it in my mouth.

“I don’t know, Sam,” he said. “Are you sure you know what you’re doing?” he asked.

“I … think so.” I said.

“Go home and watch some pornos until you’re sure you know what you’re doing,” he told me.

I did so.

He produced a dildo the next time, and made me show him that I knew how to suck cock properly. That was also put on video, me on my hands and knees naked in my Mardi Gras mask, working the big dildo into my mouth.

After it was good and wet, he told me to use it on myself.

It was another amazing orgasm. I’d never had anything bigger than a finger in my before – and usually my own fingers, at that.

After he turned off the camera, he said, “You’re working very hard, Samantha. Such a good girlfriend to me! I think you deserve a reward.” He undid his pants and took his long straight cock out. I took it in my mouth, sucking it lovingly, worshipping it with my mouth and tongue, crazy with lust and also weeping with both humiliation and relief.

He gave me $1000 afterwards.

I had the money and the clothes and the boyfriend, but my grades were suffering a bit, with all the drugs and the alcohol.

He made sure my grades didn’t fall below a certain point. He forced me to study with him, if they did, and arranged for me to cheat on tests, too. I’m not sure how he did that, but he and the twins were straight A students, and seemed to have access to answers on tests before the actual tests occurred.

All the teachers loved him, of course, as did my mom and stepbrother.

Everyone commented that I was really coming out of my shell. I seemed more relax and cheerful, and more talkative. The pills were good for that, if nothing else. But also, he was instructing me on how to be charming. And beautiful, I should say. He reminded me about my posture, even helped me with my makeup, and of course the new clothes that he bought me helped emphasize my rapidly-blossoming figure. We went to the gym together, too.

I was becoming a woman … exactly according to his design.

Finally, he agreed that it was time for full-on sexual intercourse.

We’d save it for a special occasion, he said.

It was agreed – it would happen after the junior /senior prom.

I was so excited as I picked out my dress, a gorgeous blue shimmering mermaid gown.

We went to the actual prom and danced, and then he took me to the party at the twin’s house.

The party was the fun part; the dancing at the prom was kind of boring. We posed for the usual pictures. I look at them now and I look so happy … but there’s an emptiness in my eyes.

When we got to the twin’s house, my heart was pounding. This was where it had all began, where he had seduced me into getting my top off, where he had made a video of it … where he had somehow managed to convince me that it was a normal part of a courtship.

I was drinking like a fish all night, excitedly, but for once he encouraged me to stay relatively sober. For once.

Finally, when he led me into the back bedroom, my panties were already wet. I kissed him enthusiastically before we went, his hands rolling over my ass and big breasts.

Then we got into the room, and I saw both of the twins standing there, completely naked, their hardons like steel bars in front of them, a video camera on a tripod,

The terror was like cold water pouring on me.

Robert locked the door behind us and began taking off his tuxedo.


CHAPTER 5: VIOLATED
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After the prom, Robert brought me home at 4:00 am.

After he and the twins had thoroughly used me.

Mom was asleep when I got home but there was a note from her on the kitchen table:

DRINK SOME ORANGE JUICE BEFORE YOU GO TO BED, IT WILL HELP THE HANGOVER ;-)

I’d never felt so sober in my life. The adrenaline and the terror had rushed all of the alcohol out of my system quickly. And then I’d been too busy to take any more pills as Robert and the twins had stripped me, held me down, and used me as their plaything.

Used me? They had held me down and violated me in every orifice.

Every orifice.

And when they had cleaned me up and dropped me off at my house, Robert had kissed me on the cheek afterwards, and thanked me for a wonderful experience.

“I hope you enjoyed your first time as much as I did,” he said, with his beautiful wide smile.

He – and only he – continued to pretend that it was something other than a gang rape.

When he took me into the back bedroom, where the naked and fully erect twins were waiting for us, I burst into tears and tried to run out of the room.

He caught me, effortless, and held me by the hair. “I thought you said tonight would be the night,” he said, feigning innocence as the naked twins moved on either side of me and took my arms.

“I didn’t agree to anything like this!”

“You’ve been teasing me all these months, masturbating on my floor, giving me head, parading around in that underwear that I buy you, making these videos that you wanted the twins to watch, and now you’re going to say no? Do you think that’s fair, Samantha?” he asked, his voice as always cool and collected as he stripped down.

“I didn’t want them to watch!” I screamed.

“You said it turned you on when I told you they watched it,” he said. “Don’t lie, Samantha.”

There was no point trying to argue. He could twist anything around the way he wanted it, and most of the time he had me convinced his twisted view was accurate.

The twins, on the other hand, were not going to bother to play his mind games. Both of them were a foot taller and hundred or more pounds heavier than me, and fighting against them was like trying to fight brick walls, for all the effect it had.

One held my arms while the other stripped my prom dress off me.

“Careful with it,” said Robert mildly. “It’s expensive and we don’t want any signs of struggle.”

He took out his phone and started making a video as the twins stripped me down to my underwear and sandwiched me between them, taking turns kissing me, my neck and my lips, as I tried fruitlessly to wiggle away from them, their huge cocks rubbing against me.

“No, no, no,” I whimpered.

“Yes, yes, yes,” said one of the twins. “This is the night. All the fucking teasing stops.”

“I never teased you!” I said.

“I’ve jacked off so many times to videos of you, I’m going to enjoy this so much,” said the other.

Finally they pulled the underwear off me and pulled me down on to the bed.

Beginning to feel dazed from the pills, I walked into my bedroom, and stripped out of my dress.

There were no marks on my body, that I could see. But everything was sore, everything.

Especially my heart and soul.

The pills were beginning to work and I crawled into bed naked, too empty even to cry, and finally slept.

I spent the next day in bed.

Mother assumed I had a hangover after the prom and brought me food and gave me about as much mothering that day as she had in the last year.

But I refused to speak much other than single syllables. Yes. No. Thanks.

I stayed in bed all night and fully intended to stay in bed all the next day, too, and all week, if I could, but the twin’s father arrived in the evening.

Chief of Detective Morgan.

My mother came into my room and told me he wanted to speak with me, and while my heart started pounding, my first reaction was: relief.

Finally, an adult had noticed what was going on. Finally it would stop.

I considered what laws I might have broken, though, and what I wanted to say, but my mind was just blank, clinging blindly to that hope. Finally, it was going to stop, finally someone had noticed this hideous perverse things going on right in our peaceful suburb, right in our living rooms.

I got dressed and went out to him.

He was tall, even taller than his sons, and had sandy hair and mustache. He was a good-looking older man, with laugh-lines around his eyes.

He wasn’t smiling today though as he asked my mother’s permission to talk to me about something related to his sons.

Mother was intimidated and of course quickly agreed. She never even though about calling a lawyer, nor did I, despite or because of all the cop shows we’d seen.

I got in his big SUV with him and we drove around aimlessly on the dark streets for a while, and I sat quietly staring at my tennis shoes.

“Do you know why I’ve come to talk to you today, Samantha?” he asked quietly.

I shook my head. I wanted so much to tell him, tell him what his sick sons had done to me, tell him what kind of an evil manipulator Robert was, but I didn’t know where to begin, or how to say it.

“Is there something that you want to tell me, Samantha?” he asked.

I started crying harder. “Yes,” I gulped. “Your sons raped me. Robert, Robert is an … he’s making me do things for him, making me do these internet shows … “ but I was having a veritable panic attack, tears and snot rolling down my face, and I was shaking so hard I could barely speak.

He watched me fall apart.

Finally he spoke. “Samantha, I want you to know that I’ve seen some videos of you … some very obscene things. I found these videos among my son’s belongings.”

I nodded my head. “They forced me, they made me do it!” I cried.

“I understand,” he said calmly. “Please, Samantha, I understand. Try to calm down. Everything is going to be okay. I’m here to help you,” he said.

Finally I got my tears and my shaking under control, feeling like someone who was drowning but had been thrown a life raft.

“Now,” he said. He parked the car on a dark street on a hill overlooking the lights of the suburb below. “I don’t want to take you to the police station and make this even more nerve-wracking for you. I know that this is extremely painful, and I just want you to relax, okay? Breathe. Count to ten.”

I managed to get myself calmed down a bit further. Finally, someone was going to help me. It was like a ray of light through the darkest clouds you could imagine. 

“Now, my sons … assaulted you, you said?”

Continuing to look at my shoes, I said that they had.

“They raped you … vaginally?”

I didn’t speak, but I could feel it all waiting to rush out of me, and a few tears rolled down my face.  I nodded.

My first time, I reflect. Immediately followed by my second time, and my third time. And on and on, all night, with the seemingly insatiable boys endlessly potent.

“I need you to tell me exactly what happened, Samantha,” he said. “It’s the only way I can help you.”

“They stripped me,” I said. “They took off my prom dress while Robert made pictures, made a video.”

“Did you fight them, or did you feel it was safer not to?”

“I tried to fight but they were so strong,” I said, sniffling, feeling so weak and small.

“And they stripped you and … then what?”

“One of them pulled me down on the bed and he held my arms behind my back, sort of laying underneath me and holding my arms, and the other two … did things to my … breasts.”

“Did things? What kind of things?”

“Kissed them, sucked them.”

“Anything else? I need you to tell me everything.”

“They … rubbed their … penises on them,” I said, feeling my face burning.

“I see,” he said quietly. “And after that?”

“They held my legs apart and … took turns … going down on me.”

“By going down on you, you mean they put their mouths, their tongues, in your vagina?”

“Yes,” I said, trembling with humiliation.

“How did that feel?” he asked, and I felt a cold feeling in my stomach.

A cold familiar feeling.

I looked over, and he had his pants unzipped, and his huge erect purple-headed cock was pulsing in his lap.

“Oh god,” I said. I felt so weak and terrified, I couldn’t scream or cry anymore. All hope had just been taken away from me. I felt like I’d been buried alive. I could hardly breathe.

“I don’t see any bruises or anything on your arms,” he said. “And was your dress ripped?”

“No,” I said weakly.

“And they went down on you? Why would they do that if they were just raping you? It sounds like they were trying to make you feel good.”

Make her nice and wet, Robert had said. Make sure she’s nice and wet.

“I’ve seen the videos of you, Samantha,” said Detective Morgan. “You look pretty happy in them.”

I shook my head, a few silent tears falling. There was no hope.

“No orgasms?” he asked. “Because it certainly looks like you’re having orgasms in those videos. In fact, the video of my sons fucking you, it looked like you had an orgasm, also.”

I started shaking again, all the warmth, all the light draining out of me.

In fact I had had two orgasms. They took their time with me, and fucked me thoroughly and skillfully, with attention to my sensitive breasts and my clit from Robert, who knew exactly how to make me have orgasms. He’d spent months and months … in preparation.

“Oh god,” I sniffled. “What do you want from me? Are you going to rape me, too?”

“Rape?” he said softly. “That’s such an ugly word. Is it rape to give a girl an orgasm that she secretly wants?”

“Yes!” I cried. “If she says no, it’s a rape!”

He just smiled at me, continuing to stroke his cock as he watched me. I couldn’t imagine I looked too attractive with snot and tears running down my red swollen face, dressed in loose sweatpants and t-shirt, but his eyes moved hungrily up and down the length of me in the seat next to him.

“They treated you right, Samantha. They didn’t hurt you. They kissed your tits and your pussy. There are no bruises, no blood, no ripped clothes. They gave you something that girls like you only dream of, three big young cocks in you at the same time,” he said.

“How can you do this?” I asked. I was so numb with terror I could barely speak. “Your own sons. And you’re a … police officer.”

“That’s right,” he said. “And if I look in your purse, am I going to find illegal pills?”

I didn’t answer. It was like the final shovel of dirt on top of my coffin. I knew I was absolutely helpless and nobody was going to help me.

“Or your mom’s house. I imagine most of her pills are by prescription, but … It’s not hard for me to plant evidence, obviously.”

He smiled a tight smile at me, and then reached over with one hand and began feeling my big breasts through my sweater. I cringed at his touch but didn’t try to run or fight. I knew there would be no more fighting.

“Take it off,” he said.

Without a word, I pulled the sweater up over my head.

“And the sports bra,” he said.

I pulled it off, my goose-pimpled breasts and hard nipples bouncing free.

I was so cold, but it didn’t matter. Nothing mattered anymore.

“Such beautiful big young tits,” he said, still jacking himself off in the dim light inside the SUV. “Robert chose well. You’re perfect for this. And he said you were pretty good at sucking cock, when you were properly inspired. You didn’t look like you were sucking too good last night, though,” he said.

I remembered the three cocks going in and out of my mouth. After a while I’d just given up and done what they told me, generally without much enthusiasm or skill but they didn’t seem to require much from me.

“I mean, most guys don’t care, as long as the job gets done, but I think we can make it so that you really learn to love this job.”

“Job?” I asked softly.

“Yes. You’ll be paid and paid well, of course. Now, you’re going to suck my dick, right here in the car. There are two possibilities that might happen after that,” he said.

He showed me an envelope with $1000 in it. He counted it in front of me and lay it on the dashboard.

“Now, suck my dick. And suck it l like you love it. Suck it like it’s the best cock you’ve ever had in your mouth. And it probably will be. I mean, Robert is pretty well-hung but he’s still just a boy. I’m a man. I know you’ve never had a real man’s cock in your mouth before, have you?”

I just shook my head.

“And if you don’t suck it like it’s the best cock you’ve ever had, we’ll go down to the station, and you’ll be arrested for prescription of illegal drugs. Maybe your brother, too. And then your house will be searched … and videos of you masturbating, and loving it, will be found in your father’s computer. “

“Oh god,” I moaned.

“And they’ll try him for that, even though he’s rarely in the country, because everybody loves that narrative. Evil daddy fucks daughter. So that’s why she’s so fucked up! And believe me, even on the off chance the courts don’t convict him, despite whatever stories you might try to tell, he will be ruined. Forever. He might as well stay in China because he’ll be completely ruined in America.”

I admit that I felt a certain relief in deciding not to fight anymore. The struggle was over, the doubt was over. There was only one future for me, and it was in the hands of these people.

“So put my cock in your mouth and suck it like your life depends on it. Because it does. Your life and the life of your family.” He smiled at me, his cock throbbing in his lap.

Without a word, I lowered my head and did as he told me.

And judging from his response I did a good job. He gave me the envelope and drove me back to my house.

“Your night is just beginning,” he said. “Go inside and fix yourself up nice. Robert is coming to get you in two hours, and you’re going to make some more money. Understand?”

I just nodded.

“Say thank you,” he said.

“Thank you,” I said.

I was a whore, and I was a sex slave, and I had yet to graduate from high school.


AMERICAN VICTIM

YEAR TWO
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CHAPTER 1: PERSUASION
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He spent a year preparing me.

Grooming me.

Making me into the girl they wanted me to be.

First, it was just webcam masturbation shows

Teaching me to enjoy sex – under the terms he dictated, in the ways he liked.

He kept me off balance and unsure, plying me with money and affection and pills and alcohol, but showing their power with threats and force.

Giving me the attention that some part of me evidently craved.

Worst of all, he convinced me that it was all perfectly normal.

Masturbating for money on live-streaming video – a perfectly normal expression of a young girl’s sexuality, right? And if you could make some money, even better.

When that began to seem normal to me, they knew it was time to turn me into their whore.

And my first experiences as a prostitute – or my first with a paying customer, anyway – weren’t that bad.

But of course they weren’t. 

They planned it that way.

After all – they wanted me to be a good little sex slave.

* * *

Robert picked me up a couple hours after the twins’ dad, Police Chief of Detectives Morgan, dropped me off back at my house.

After he’d admitted watching a video of his sons raping me.

After he’d threaten to plant pornographic pictures of me in my father’s computer, and arrest me for drug possession.

After he’d made me give him a blowjob.

I’d gone home and brushed my teeth and taken a couple of Valium with a shot of vodka. It was still kind of early, like 8:00 pm, and Mom was out somewhere, drinking wine with her friends or getting a Botox injection or whatever.

When Robert’s car pulled up, I went out and got into the passenger seat without a word, staring straight ahead, still dazed and breathless and feeling like I wanted to vomit.

“Samantha,” he said softly. I looked at him, his profile so perfect and his smile, so kind in the soft light inside the car as we headed through the dark streets of the suburb. “I know you’re scared. But you have to think about this the right way. This is a really big opportunity for you.”

I couldn’t contain my look of revulsion and horror. “Opportunity!” I said.

He looked at me. “Yes, an opportunity. You can make some serious bank here. You know what I’m saying? I mean, look how much money you made from the webcam shows. Do you know how much you made?”

I’d been doing web-camera masturbation shows with him – though we wore masks – for months. I shook my head.

“You have no idea how much money you made?” he asked.

I thought about it. “I don’t know,” I said wearily. “Thousands, I guess.” I had a lot of nice gifts from him, and a lot of cash, and a lot of pills, but I’d never really bothered counting it all up.

He shook his head angrily. “Oh, that’s just typical. You’re so spoiled, Samantha. Money doesn’t mean anything to you, huh?”

“I … my family … we have enough money,” I said weakly. We weren’t rich like his family, but we had money. Most of the people in the suburb we lived in had money.

“Yeah, and did you have all the nice clothes and nice shoes and all that? This kind of money? No, you didn’t, that all came from me, and from the income streams I taught you about, and you don’t appreciate it at all.”

“You forced me to do all that!” I said, clutching my face in my hands.

“Forced you,” he said. “I forced you to be my girlfriend? How would that work, exactly?”

“Blackmail,” I said, dully, staring at my lap.

“Jesus! Will you get off of that! All those hours we spent together, that was from blackmail? Why didn’t you just tell somebody, huh? And all those hours on the internet masturbating, you act like you were faking all those orgasms?”

I shook my head. He could twist reality as he wanted, I knew he could. There was no point trying to talk to him.

All I knew was that I felt sick. And tired. So very tired.

“Answer me!” he yelled. “Were you faking those orgasms?”

“No,” I said and started to cry. This surprised me. I thought I was too drained to cry.

“Of course you weren’t,” he said. “Samantha, can you not understand that I’ve done this, all of this for you? To help you come out of your shell? To help you feel good, and discover your sexuality?”

I looked at him, and felt my heart going up into my throat. He was so gorgeous, and he was inside of all my thoughts, all my feelings.

(It would be much later that I would realize that was not a good thing.)

“You’ve played with me like a toy,” I said, tears streaming down my face. “And gave me to the twins and … their father.”

He looked at me quizzically. “What do you mean, their father?”

“He made me suck his cock!” I sobbed.

He put a hand on my arm. “Okay, well, I’m sorry about that. I’ll really try to stop that from happening again. I know he can be kind of … heavy-handed.”

I just stared at him, shaking my head.

He looked at me, bit his bottom lip, and said, “Samantha, I’ve tried to show you a different world, that’s all. A world where you can be free. Where you can really express yourself and be the … in control, confident women that I know you are. I mean what were you before all this? A little dork. You didn’t have any friends.”

“I did!” I squeaked. But of course most of those friends had drifted away from me when I’d fallen under Robert’s spell. Or I’d drifted away from them. Robert let me hang around with them, but with my new … interests, suddenly all the usual high school stuff of pop stars and social media seemed idiotic. And I guess, if you wanted to be unkind, those girls were kind of dorky.

“I mean, look at your mother and father. Do you want to be like them? A joyless, loveless marriage. Your mother files her nails and neglects her kids while your stepfather works at his bullshit job all the time.”

“I don’t want to be a whore!” I said, bursting into fresh tears.

“Samantha, that’s so old-fashioned and closed-minded. You think your mother isn’t a whore? Didn’t she marry your stepfather for his money?”

“I don’t know!” I whined miserably.

“What else did you want to do with yourself? Go to college for 6 years and rack up a few hundred thousand dollars in student loan debt so you can get some shitty office job that barely allows you to survive? So you can get drunk on the weekend and get fucked by guys you don’t know for free?”

“I wouldn’t have to do that! Not everybody ends up like that!” I cried. But I thought of my stepbrother and his friends talking about all their drunken hookups.

“How would you know? What’s the other option? You want to live at home alone with your cat?” he asked. “I offer you a chance for money, for excitement, for experiences like most girls only dream of, and you act like it’s the worst thing that ever happened to you.”

I put my head in my hands. “It’s … not my choice.”

“Oh really? Well, you talked to Detective Morgan, and he saw those videos, and he concluded it wasn’t rape. He’s a police officer, don’t you think he’d know rape if he saw it?”

I just looked at him, the gnawingly abyss of loneliness and emptiness opening up in me. “I loved you so much,” I said. “I think of you all the time and now you’re going to make me fuck other men!”

He looked at me like he was shocked. “Haven’t you been watching those porn links I sent you? Didn’t you read those articles by the hired escorts, where they discussed how much money they made? I’m trying to show you a new world here, Samantha. Monogamy, what the fuck is that? This is the 21st century. That’s for your boring-ass parents, and your whore mother.”

I just looked at him, wiping tears from my eyes.

“Listen, Samantha, you really want to go back home? You can go. We can go back home. You go back home, forget about this, and have a normal boring shitty life. I want all that jewelry I gave you back, of course. You can go back to working as a fucking babysitter or get a job at Burger King, for all I care.”

I blinked and wiped tears away. “Really?” I asked. “What about … Detective Morgan? He said he’d arrest me and put my father in jail.”

“He got what he wanted from you, it sounds like. I can handle him. He doesn’t have a copy of the video anyway. You think I’d let him have it? If he arrests you, well, my dad is the best lawyer in town, you know that.”

He pulled the car over on the side of the road, looking at me, his gorgeous dark eyes and his hair falling in a wave over his forehead. “I’m serious, Samantha. You can go now.”

I just looked at him, my lower lip trembling. “I don’t believe you,” I said.

“Well, try me and see what happens. You claim this is the worst thing that ever happened to you, well, anything would be better anyway, right? If you’re being honest with yourself.”

I wiped my eyes away. “You’ll take me home?”

“Absolutely,” he said. “Or you can try this, this one thing, and make $2000.”

He laughed when my eyes widened.

“That’s right. $2000 for just going to meet a friend of mine. We’ll call your mom and spin a story about studying all night for finals.”

“All for … me?” I asked. I was actually thinking. Well, if I’m a whore, at least I’m a well-paid whore. “What do I have to do?”

“I told you, all you have to do is meet him. If you decide that you don’t like him, you don’t have to do anything at all. You can change your mind at any time.”

My head was spinning. I remembered the threats from Chief of Detective Morgan. I remembered his twin sons holding me down and taking turns fucking me.

“That’s right. All for you. And you are welcome to come with me now, and meet the guy in question, and if you still want to change your mind, you will be able to.”

I just looked at him.

“I mean, don’t you think, between the Morgan twins and me, we could just, like drag you to an apartment somewhere and tie you up, if we wanted to, and let whoever fuck you?”

A chill shivered through me, and I nodded my head. Of course they could.

“But we’re trying to help you here, Samantha, give you a way out of this fucking dead-end boring-ass suburban existence, and you are fucking completely just … difficult, and ungrateful.”

“You … raped me,” I said again. But this time, I even sounded doubtful to myself.

“Get real, Samantha!” he said. I was aware of how quickly his voice turned from tender to angry. “Don’t you think half the girls in the school would sell their fucking souls for the opportunity to fuck one or both of the twins?”

I sighed. “Yes, they would.” They were indeed the stuff girls dreamed about. The twins were football heroes, big blonde muscular guys

“And me? Don’t you think a lot of girls would love for me to be their first time?” he said, and I had to nod my head again. He was dark and good-looking and rich, well-dressed and charming, one of the most popular guys in school.

And as he said it, his voice actually broke a little. And in the light of oncoming cars, I saw that … he had tears in his eyes!

My heart was in my throat again, and I reached over and put my hand on his neck. Could this all just be a massive misunderstanding? Was I really just a clueless younger girl who hadn’t understood a lot of things? Did Robert know me better than I knew myself?

Of course, he wanted me to think all those fucking idiotic things.

And maybe he actually convinced himself, who knows.

I flashed back to the twins holding my arms while Robert fucked me. I was aware that I was breathing heavily.

My first time.

I’d had orgasms. Two or three.

“A lot of girls feel weird after the first time,” he said. “But if you look deep inside yourself, you know that you haven’t done anything wrong. You know that I haven’t done anything wrong. You know that you got an experience that most girls only dream of.”

Of course, that’s exactly what he wanted me to think. It was an experience girls dream of, sure, but some dreams are best as dreams. The reality of them is difficult to deal with.

But I was young, and dumb, and he knew how to make me doubt myself. 

He leaned over and kissed me, hard, and I kissed him back. Our tongues snaked together, and his hands were on my big breasts, and then he was kissing my neck, and whispering in my ear.

“Please just try it, Samantha, please just try it, this is our ticket out of here,” he said.

“I’ll try it,” I said breathlessly. “Promise me you won’t make me do anything I don’t want to do,” I said, and the tears from my eyes were now tears of relief.

“Oh god, Samantha, I love you so much, you know I wouldn’t ever ask you to do anything you didn’t want to do,” he lied.

But of course, that was the trick. Forcing somebody to be a whore was one thing. Convincing them they wanted to be a whore, that was a little more difficult.

But only a little.

He put his warm hand on my thigh, and I moaned and spread my legs. I was wearing a short skirt and a tight black top, just as he’d instructed me.

And I’d worn the pink lace bra and panties, just as he’d instructed me.

“Oh Sam,” he moaned, squeezing my breasts and kissing my neck. “I’m so so sorry about what the twins’ dad did to you. I promise I’ll protect you from him.”

“Please don’t let him hurt me,” I said. “Don’t let him hurt my family.”

“I will,” he whispered, and his hands were sliding up under my shirt to feel my big tits – my new, sensitive big breasts – just like he had the first time, when all this had started, and I moaned and threw my head back, submissively exposing my throat to him.

He kissed it and slid his mouth up to my earlobe, gently biting it.

“I love it when you touch me,” I whispered. Most of our previous sexual experiences had been us masturbating at the same time; not many of them had involved him touching me.

But now he lavished me with caresses. He pulled my top up and pulled the cups of the lace push-up bra down, and his head dipped down and he sucked and licked my hard nipples while I ran my hands through his hair.

I wanted to believe he was my knight in shining armor; but he was the dragon, in disguise.

His hand fell on my thigh and I gasped and spread my legs, and his fingers slipped inside me and I was panting and thrusting my hips against his hand, and he expertly found my clit and began gently tickling it as he quickly flicked my nipples with his tongue and I was crying out with pleasure and soon after that I was clutching his head against my chest and having a huge orgasm.

He wrapped my hair around his fist and pulled my head to his mouth and kissed me, and then he stuck the wet fingers into his mouth and then into mine. Looking into his eyes, I sucked his fingers hungrily.

“Holy communion,” he whispered, smiling at me. “Come on, beautiful. Let’s go meet my friend,” he said, starting the car to drive me to my first trick.


CHAPTER 2: TEMPTATION
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Sexual predators have many weapons.

Brute force is only one of them, and in my opinion, not even the most widely used.

There are other methods of coercion. Lies and blackmail, of course.

But also sweet words and attention.

That’s important to remember. The predator is often giving the prey attention and kindness that is lacking in their lives.

That is often desperately craved.

Unfortunately, this kindness is then strategically withdrawn.

And the most fiendish weapons of all, of course, are the pleasures of the body. 

Sex feels good, most of the time. Of course it does.

How is somebody supposed to fight against things that feel good? Especially when too young to know any better?

My first trick was a good-looking guy.

I don’t know why that surprised me at first. The popular stereotype of somebody who pays for sex is some filthy little loser, but in fact many of the most successful and attractive men in the world regularly pay for sex. In recent years everyone from Wall Street executives to politicians to Google executives to Secret Service agents have been caught with prostitutes.

Of course my first trick was not chosen at random.

I was told that he was a good friend of my “boyfriend” Robert. The guy was 23 years old, having recently graduated from business school and gotten a good job at an investment bank. We met him at his apartment, which was in a converted old brick building in the downtown of a city near the suburb where I lived.

Despite the orgasm Robert had given me in the car, I was nervous and shaking when Robert finally arrived in the parking lot. I didn’t know what to expect, and I saw the Robert was reveling in my fear.

“Here,” said Robert. “Take this.”

And he handed me a pill, and a bottle of water to swallow it.

I’d been taking pills for some time, mostly diazepam which killed my doubt and anxiety and left me calm and placid. It was clearly a different kind of pill, but I didn’t care. Whatever it was, it would surely help.

We walked to the door, my legs shaking a bit, but I calmed a little when I saw how good-looking the guy was; with sandy blond hair and big blue eyes, and an athletic build, he looked all-American and clean and wholesome, and he greeted me in a cheerful and open manner. His name was Graham.

You’d think I would have learned at that point that a wholesome appearance didn’t mean much, but no.

When we got inside, he poured us all glasses of wine and put on some soft music. I was terrified, not knowing what to expect, and having been raped by Robert and the twins the night previously and their father a few hours previously.

That Robert had managed to convince me this was all a more or less normal state of affairs shows how smooth he was, and how immature and disoriented I was.

The two of them were calm and relaxed, and I began to be aware of a warm feeling in my belly. The wine, I supposed.

We talked about music for a while, and he and Robert talked about sports, and about some stuff connected to going to university. We also talked about my plans for going to university, and I told them I wanted to study English.

“You want to be a teacher?” Graham asked.

“I don’t know,” I shrugged again. “I like to write.”

Then he asked me about some of the books I read, and he surprise me by liking some of the same writers I did. Robert read a lot but mostly non-fiction, self-help and business books, and said he thought fiction was kind of a waste of time.

But Graham was really engaging, and after we’d been there about 45 minutes, I began to be aware of how relaxed and how pleasant I felt.

That pill, I thought, and giggled. I felt way more than relaxed. I felt absolutely great. Sounds, the music, colors, all seemed so … rich. The texture of the leather couch I was sitting on fascinated me. I rubbed it, loving the cool smooth feel of it.

I didn’t know it at the time, but I’d been given a tablet of MDMA, popularly known as Ecstasy, causing feelings of euphoria and empathy.

I was aware of some bad stuff, but it all seemed far away. Whatever I was doing, I was sure it was for the right reasons and it would work out.

“So Robert tells me this is your first time doing this,” he said.

I just nodded, smiling.

“That’s great. I’m glad you’ve decided to step outside the box. I mean it’s the 21st century and this is a great way for a student to make extra money. I mean, what else are you supposed to do, flip burgers?”

I just smiled. I had a friend – back in my loser days – who worked at a fast food place, and she stank of grease so much after work I could barely stand to be around her.

“I was just telling her that,” Robert said. “She’s got a lot of doubts.”

“Oh really?” said Graham, smiling at me. “Well, I certainly don’t want to put any pressure on you.”

“I told her that, too,” said Robert. “I mean, there are plenty of girls who would take this opportunity to make some extra money.”

“Absolutely,” said Graham. “Plenty who would do it without pay, also, of course.”

“And you’re free to go anytime, of course, Samantha,” said Robert. “Do you want to leave?”

“I … feel like I’m cool here,” I said.

“She’s been doubting my intentions towards her,” said Robert, rather glumly. His shoulders sagged and he put his hands in his lap and looked down at them. “I’ve done a lot of stuff for her to make her more independent and popular, give her new experiences, and she kind of thinks I’m … just like, using her or something.”

“Robert,” I said softly, and put my hand on his shoulder. He looked up at me and smiled.

He had blackmailed me into masturbating on camera with him, and the night before, he and his friends, the twin Morgan brothers, had raped me repeatedly. Literally only a few hours before, the twins’ father, a local police chief, had forced me to suck his dick and threatened to have me and my family arrested.

Bur Robert had managed to make me believe that this was all a natural part of our relationship, just like making me have sex with other men for money would be.

And the drugs he had given me made all that seem just fine, just normal natural part of a normal natural week.

“Robert is one of the best, smartest guys I know,” said Graham. “You ought to listen to him, I think he knows a thing or too.”

Then I was holding Robert, hugging him tight, and that felt very good, the drugs coursing warmly through me. “I was just afraid, that’s all!” I said.

“I know, Samantha,” said Robert. “I know you’re scared. But you feel safe with me now, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said, enjoying the feel of his body against mine.

“And you know I want the best for you?” he said.

“I … yes, I know it.”

After that, it became like a genuine party. High as a kite, I danced with Robert, and then with Graham, and then with both of them at the same time.

Then I kissed Robert while Graham rubbed against me and held me from behind, and when his hands moved from my ass up and around to cup my big breasts I giggled and almost fell down and squirmed away from them.

“Oh, she’s nervous,” said Graham.

“I think so,” said Robert.

“No pressure,” said Graham.

“None at all,” said Robert.

“I mean, we’re here to make you comfortable,” said Graham.

“Make you feel good. We just want to give you a fun evening,” said Robert.

He took off his shirt, at this point, and I felt a little flutter at seeing his lean muscular torso and rippling abs. Graham took off his shirt; he was more muscular and had a couple of tattoos.

Graham took out a stack of 100 dollar bills.

There were quite a few of them, and they laughed when my eyes grew wide.

“Come on now, Graham, you heard her, she’s got an artistic soul, what does she care about money?” asked Robert.

“Yeah, good question,” said Graham. “I mean, money, it’s the damndest thing. People say it doesn’t matter, but usually the only people who say things like that have a lot of it.”

“So let’s see,” said Robert. “I promised her $2000 for tonight, so let’s see. A bit of dancing. How much is that worth? A hundred bucks? You can take your 100 dollars, Samantha.”

He fluttered the 100 dollar bill through the air and it landed in my lap.

“Thanks,” I said dazedly.

“How much for a kiss?” asked Graham. “Just one kiss and you can leave. How much do you want for it?”

“You don’t have to pay me for that,” I said, and giggled, and took some more wine.

He sat down next to me and kissed me, and soon we were sucking eagerly on each other’s tongues. I was lost in it, and the drugs coursing through me made my body sing with the heat and the pressure of his strong arms around me.

He broke the kiss. “Oh, that was nice. That was worth 200 bucks, easily.”

I giggled. “200 bucks for a kiss with me?”

“You think you’re not worth it?” he whispered in my ear. “I can’t believe you think like that about yourself. You’re so pretty and so, so sexy,” he said.

I was felt like I was glowing with all the drugs and the attention.

Robert was sitting on sofa next to us, and I felt his warm hand on one of my bare legs. “Yeah, Sam, why is it so hard for you to see how desirable you are? You can see how turned on men are by you. Isn’t it great to feel this way? Don’t you love to feel like you’re loved and wanted?”

“Yes,” I murmured. Graham was holding me around the waist and kissing my neck, and I tilted my head back submissively and ran my fingers through his hair. When one of his hands moved up and engulfed one of my breasts, I gasped and moaned and didn’t push his hand away.

“How much to touch you? Huh? How much just to hold you and touch you like this?” he whispered in my ear.

“That’s got to be worth 500, easily,” said Robert. “You could support yourself just letting men hold you and touch you. That’s a thing in Japan you know. I mean, strippers do lap dances, they only make $50 or $100.”

“I’ll pay $500 to touch you like this, I’ll pay it,” whispered Graham in my ear.

“Oh god,” I moaned. Robert had reached over and was squeezing my other breast, and started kissing the other side of my neck.

“How much to take your clothes off?” asked Graham. “Or just down to your underwear.”

“Graham likes your underwear also,” said Robert.

“I’ve seen your videos,” said Graham. “Seen you on the internet. So nice to finally see your beautiful face. How much to see you masturbate like that in real life?”

I just moaned and lifted his face up and kissed him.

I moaned and stood up off the sofa, a bit unsteadily on my high heels.

“You want to leave, Samantha?” asked Robert calmly.

“No,” I whispered. Then I stripped off my shirt and stood there in my bra and skirt, smiling down at him, feeling like I was on fire with lust.

“And what do you want to do next?” asked Graham.

“You can tell us,” said Robert.

“Yeah,” said Graham. “What’s your fantasy? Whatever you want. I’ll pay you to do it.”

“Yeah, Samantha. Anything you want,” said Robert.

“I’ve got an idea,” I said, gripping the edge of my skirt. “How much to… eat my pussy?”

Graham smiled. “Well, I’ll expect a discount if I make you have an orgasm,” he said.

I sat back down in Robert’s lap and kissed him, and then turned my legs towards Graham.

I pulled the hem of my skirt up, looking him in the eye, revealing my now slightly damp pink lace panties.

“Very nice,” he said, and ran his hand up my smooth thighs and gripped the waistband and gently eased my panties down my legs and off – over my high heels, which he didn’t remove -- while Robert helped me out of my bra. 

It was dawn before Robert and I strolled outside, not a little unsteadily.

Once again I’d been fucked by two guys.

And this time there had been no hesitation.

I’d loved every minute of it.

And so had they.

Robert kissed me as the dawn crawled up, gold and pink over the old brick buildings of the downtown.  “You are so going to love this new lift, Samantha.”

He handed me $500, and tucked the $1500 in his own pocket. “I’ll start investing this for you, and soon we’ll be on our way. We’ll be out of that shithole suburb, and living our own lives. Free, and making money doing something we love.”

I felt a little twinge, seeing that money disappear into his pocket, but I felt so warm, so satisfied, so completely fucking dazed and euphoric from the drugs, that I put my arms around his waist and kissed him.


CHAPTER 3:  COLLISION
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Months went by before a client hurt me.

I had entered rather enthusiastically into my life as a prostitute.

It was fun. Of course it was.

My clients were located for me by my “boyfriend” Robert, by the internet and by word of mouth. They tended to be young or young-ish guys, mostly young professionals and college-age kids from wealthy families. There were a smattering of older men, like older-than-my-dad-older, but these guys were so polite, and lavished me with such praise, attention, and money, that I didn’t mind them.

Didn’t mind them. Of course, I basked in all the attention. Not like I got much from my real dad.

Some guys just wanted something quick, and obviously that wasn’t much trouble, because it was over quickly. The others, the ones who wanted a more extensive sexual experience, well, these were sex partners with a lot of experience who generally wanted their partners to feel good, also.

I mean, sex feels good, most of the time. If you’re not thinking about the social dynamic too much. Drugs and alcohol feel good. While you’re doing them, anyway.

Afterwards, not so much.

Attention felt good.

A lot of girls my age partied a lot. Slept around. Did drugs.

I just got paid for it.

I partied for money.

Hooker. Escort. Whore. The world’s oldest profession.

Robert went with me to my first few dates, and he either participated or waited in the car.

I had quite a few regular clients, including the stock broker who had been my first real client, so the total number of different guys I had sex with that first year was probably no more than fifteen. Some of them I met every month, some every week.

These meetings usually happened in the evenings, and my mother, increasingly was staying out later than I was, so she didn’t notice much.  My father was working in China most of the time, so he too didn’t notice.

The money rolled in.

How much money?

I don’t know, because the money got paid directly to Robert, and he gave me only some of it in cash. The rest, supposedly, he was investing for me, and “laundering.” He said a bank account had been opened in my name and the money was going into it, after being declared as profit from an online store selling herbal health supplements that didn’t actually exist.

It was all bullshit, of course. He showed me bank statements that I now know he printed up himself.

But I did get cash, and that amounted to thousands and thousands of dollars. Clients were, supposedly, paying up to $500 for a 2-hour session with me, and $1000 for a whole night.

The gifts continued to roll in, also. From clients and from Robert. Jewelry, shoes, bags, clothes. My mother did notice these things, and she was happy that my boyfriend was treating me right.

Ha.

I thought so too, of course. He continued to assure me that he loved me, that he had introduced me into this world only for me, that he could see that I was dying inside leading the boring suburban life, hiding all my animal passions. That this was just to save enough money for us to go off together when we finished high school.

And have some fun, of course.

My first sexual experiences were masturbating on internet broadcasts with him, and he’d managed to convince me that his blackmail was only because he loved me. My first sexual intercourse had been rape by him and two other guys, and he’d managed to convince me that not only had I loved every minute of it, but that it had been my idea.

How could I believe all this/

Denial, of course.

But mainly it was the drugs. My brain was a fog of pills and vodka, and I often took Molly before meeting with clients on the weekends.

And I was young and stupid, of course. Naïve.

The empty spaces in me caused by the neglect of my parents were easy to fill with sex, with fake affection, with manipulation, with porn and drugs and alcohol. Robert kept sending me books and blogs by escorts who had made enough money to buy houses, put themselves through school, who had found the whole experience rewarding and empowering.

There are some, of course.

And many many others who are destroyed by the whole experience.

For me it was dizzying, dazzling. I’d been a kind of nerdy girl before, and suddenly I was going to expensive hotels and expensive restaurants and being shown the kind of attention that a Disney princess could only dream of.

It had never been my dream, of course, but he’d convinced me that it was.

The twins’ father, Chief of Detectives Morgan, visited me again, with Robert, and his demeanor was completely different than the night he’d threatened to destroy my family and jail me for drugs. He brought me an envelope full of cash – a thousand dollars – which he described as a bonus and congratulated me on the great job I was doing.

After he left, Robert assured me he’d come to an understanding with him, and there would be no more problems from him, only a necessary level of police protection.

My experiences--- and Robert’s coaching – gave me a new confidence, a new demeanor, that was also turning heads at the school I went to. It was my senior year, and most of the guys there now thought I was one of the most popular – and hottest – girls at the school.

This was mainly thanks to Robert. He’d changed the way I dressed, the way I walked and stood, everything about my life.

I became a flirt. I teased guys in ways I wouldn’t have dreamed of even a year previously. I wore low-cut tight tops and the shortest skirts we were allowed to wear at school. Expensive jewelry.

And the high heels of course. I was rocking Louboutins.

It was like a dream. Life had changed completely.

But of course all dreams eventually collide with reality, and my collision happened when I felt the handcuffs click around my wrists.

* * *

He was an older man, a doctor, and that’s part of the reason I trusted him. “Do no harm” is the physician’s oath, right? Even after all I’d been through – betrayed by friends, family, and police officers – I still wanted to believe that looks or position was some kind of guarantee of honesty.

I’d met him once before, in his house. He was in his 50s, and though he had grey hair he was still in good shape. He was apparently a widow, his wife having passed away and his daughter – who was older than me – having gone away to college.

I’ll call him Dr. Mann.

Our first “date” – as they were always politely referred to – consisted of a bit of small talk and then him watching me masturbate while he jacked himself off. Harmless enough, by the standards of the business.

The second date was a few months later, and I’d been an escort for nearly six months at that point. I was no longer shy and inexperienced. I’d turned into the girl that Robert wanted me to be – a brazen teenage sex machine.

So when he asked to give me a massage on the second date, I didn’t think much of it. I’d never had a request like that before, but it certainly sounded harmless.

I stripped down to my white lace bra and panties – all worn as instructed by Robert, who I believe checked with clients first about what I should wear. Most of them had become “fans” while watching my webcam shows with Robert, and most of them were fans (or fetishists) of lingerie.

“Want me to take everything off?” I asked.

“No, that’ll be … just fine,” he said, licking his lips. He was rather handsome, but his crinkled leathery face, grey hair and glasses made him look very much like an older guy and a doctor. Most of the older guys I had sex with were guys who had invested a great deal of time and energy into looking younger. “I hope you don’t mind if I get a bit of … oil on them?”

I considered. “Well, I suppose it will come out in the wash.”

He frowned. “I tell you want. Find out exactly how much those cost, and I’ll pay for them. I have a … particular fantasy of cutting the underwear off a girl. Can I do that today?”

Of course my eyes flashed when he said “cutting” but he immediately assured me he would use a pair of medical safety scissors, not too much different than the kind kids use in kindergarten. He showed them too me.

It sounded a bit deranged, but when he offered me $100 on top of the price of the underwear, I said yes. I clarified that the $100 would be paid to me and not to Robert.

“Oh yes,” he said. He took a wallet full of cash out of his pocket and laid two hundred on the table. “$100 for the underwear, and $100 for the privilege of removing it.”

I smiled at him, and lay down on a padded leather massage table that he had ready, and he was rubbing his hands together. “Hope my hands won’t be cold.”

“Cold hands, warm heart,” I said, with my evocative smile that I practiced in the mirror.

He had some hot oil, and he poured it on me, and proceeded to give me a very skilled massage that had me moaning aloud. I played it up for him, but only a bit. Robert had stressed with me that I should never try to overdo my reactions, that most guys would prefer an understated reaction to something that was overplayed.

It wasn’t usually a problem. I had orgasms frequently. Robert had taught me how to do that, also.

The massage went on for nearly 30 minutes, and under the influence of the pills I had taken and the vodka I had drunk, I actually felt myself dozing off. He was rubbing my arms and hands, which were sort of together above my head, and then I felt something cold and metallic wrap around both my wrists, one after the other.

It took me a moment to come back to reality, but I fairly quickly realized they were handcuffs.

I tried to sit up, but both my arms were handcuffed together, and the chain was running through a metal loop built into the top part of the padded table. 

“Shhh, shh, shhh, Samantha, it’s okay, it’s okay it’s okay,” said Dr. Mann as I struggled to sit up, started to ask him what the hell he was doing.

He opened his wallet and took out two more hundred dollar bills. “It’s okay, Samantha, please, don’t be afraid, I’ll give you two hundred more dollars see? Just for you? Okay?”

I looked up at him, unsure what to say.

“Please, it’s just my fantasy, that’s all. It’s just a bit of harmless role playing. You have to be handcuffed when I cut the underwear off you, it’s just a silly fantasy I have. Please, I’ll pay you whatever you want. See, here’s two hundred more, in addition to the price of the underwear and the hundred dollar tip.”

I looked up at him. He looked the picture of a mature respectable medical professional.

“Three hundred more,” I said. “If you had warned me we could have come to some kind of agreement, but you really scared me just now.”

He smiled. Consent was always something predators loved to get. He made a small pile of money and put it on the dressing table nearby, near my neatly-folded top and skirt.

I rolled over on my back and tried to smile up at him coquettishly again, and rolled over on my back, my arms still handcuffed above my head. My heart was pounding, but I was actually turned on a bit. After all, Robert had managed to successfully instill in me a connection between arousal and helplessness and humiliation, with his initial blackmail of me.

The doctor took the safety scissors and held them up to me, and then stroked them gently along the length of my bare, oiled thigh. The blades weren’t sharp but the cool metal made me shiver and burst out in goosebumps. My nipples hardened to peaks instantly.

The doctor laughed; he could see them through the thin lace of the bra that I wore. “Are you scared, Samantha?”

I bit my lip, and then nodded. “Just a little!” It was true, but I also figured it was the answer he wanted.

He traced the blade of the safety scissors over my stomach, and I shivered again. The look in his eyes was faraway, and I could see the erection bulging in his khaki trousers.

“Okay, Samantha, I’m going to cut your bra off now,” he said.

I realized I was holding my breath. I nodded.

He inserted the rounded blade between the cups of my bra and snipped them apart, baring my plump breasts and rock-hard nipples.

He was breathing heavily as he pulled the two lacy cups away, and traced the stainless steel up over my cleavage and then brushed my hard nipples with the cold steel.  I moaned and closed my eyes. I was breathing heavily, too.

“Very good, Samantha. You’re a good patient. Such beautiful breasts.”

I felt a cold pinch on one nipple, and that made me moan as a thrill shot through me. I opened my eyes and looked down. He had one nipple caught gently between the blades of the safety scissors. I was afraid even to breathe.

“These scissors are advertised and not being able to penetrate flesh, but I think you could get a nasty pinch from one, don’t you agree?”

“Please don’t,” I said in a soft voice.

He chuckled warmly. “I won’t, Samantha.”

He slid the scissors down my stomach again, stroking the bulge in his trousers with his other hand, and then inserted the blade around the side of the waistband of the lace thong I was wearing.

He snipped through the left side, and then through the right side, and I was aware that I was holding my breath, that my breasts were thrust out, and that I was already very wet between the legs, and also aware that tears were flowing from my eyes.

“Do you feel helpless?” asked the doctor.

“Yes,” I said.

“Good,” he said.

I sobbed.

He grabbed the snipped remains of my panties in the blade of the scissors again and used them to pull the remains of my panties from under me, pulling them up between my legs.

He looked down at me, chained to the table, now completely naked, and he switched on a bright overhead light that made me squint.

He was pulling on a pair of surgical gloves now, and he lubricated the two longest fingers with some clear lubricant from a tube.

I started to speak, but then closed my mouth again and simply closed my eyes.

“Okay, Samantha, I want you to spread your legs for me.”

I spread my legs, and his gloved fingers touched the outer lips of my vagina, tracing circles. They were cold with the lubricant and the slick latex of the gloves made me gasp out loud and sob again.

He just laughed.

He slid his finger between my labia and expertly found my clit, tickling it gently.

I gasped and my hips began jerking involuntarily. I had my eyes squeezed shut tight.

One finger entered me, pushing gently into me and curling, sliding in and out. Another slick rubber gloved finger was rubbing one hard nipple.

“Do you want two fingers, Samantha?” he whispered.

I nodded, keeping my lips pressed tightly together to stifle the moans.

“Say it, Samantha. Tell me that you want it,” he said.

“I want two fingers,” I gasped, pulling against the chains that bound my hands above my head.

Two fingers slid into me, expertly curling upwards to find my g-spot, and I cried out, the chains rattling as my body spasmed and I had an orgasm.

I looked at him, still trembling with desire and terror. He had unzipped his pants, and had his pulsing erection enwrapped with his other hand.

He withdrew his fingers, and he said, “Turn over.”

I did so, still trembling from the orgasm.

“I’m going to take your anal temperature now,” he said. I felt his slick finger rubbing lubricant around the rim of my anus, and then one dipped aside, making me moan again.

Then the cold glass cylinder of a thermometer was inserted into my butt. I started to pant like a dog, hearing myself whining.

“There there,” he said, patting my hair. “Just relax. Be still now. I need to keep it in there for two whole minutes to get an accurate reading.”

Tears were flowing freely down my face at this point, the leather beneath my face damp.

Finally, after what seemed an eternity, the thermometer was withdrawn.

I continued to weep silently.

“Turn over, Samantha.”

I did, the chains twisting and pulling the cuffs into my sore wrists.

“Tell me, Samantha, did your father ever spank you?” he asked.

“No,” I wept. “Never.”

“Did he ever abuse you in any way? Did he ever touch your inappropriately?”

“No,” I said. “Never.”

“Neglected you then. Absentee father.”

“He works in China a lot, he’s not around very much.”

“There, there,” he said, taking off his gloves and wiping the tears off my cheeks with his warm hand.

He began to take off his belt and I burst into fresh tears.

“Shhh, shhhh, I’m just going to give you the discipline that you need, Samantha. Okay? It will hurt, but only for a little while.”

He put the heavy leather belt on my stomach while he dug out his wallet again. I was bawling hysterically now.

“Shhh, shhh, it’ll be okay, it’ll be okay. I’m going to pay you five hundred dollars, okay? I’ll give you five hundred dollars, just for you, and I’m going to give you the discipline you need. The love you need. Don’t you think you deserve it?”

“Yes!” I cried. “Yes, I deserve it!” I was so terrified I barely knew where I was. I felt like I could hardly breathe. I would have said anything he wanted me to.

But of course, on some level, I did indeed feel like I deserved it.

Just like Robert wanted me to feel.

“Now, you should turn over and lay still. If you don’t turn over, I’ll have to spank your breasts, and that will hurt a lot more.”

I turned over, sniffling and crying, my entire body shaking.

“Are you ready Samantha? I need to hear you say yes.”

“Yes I’m ready!” I wailed, and the cracked down on my ass for the first time, a lightning strike of pain.

A few hours later, he led me, limping and dazed, to the front door, wearing nothing but a skirt and skimpy top, my underwear sealed in plastic bags in his basement, my ass burning and my purse stuffed with cash.

He kissed me on the cheek before closing the door behind me.


CHAPTER 4: DEVASTATION
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There comes a time when you can’t lie to yourself anymore.

But that’s only after a LOT of lying.

A lot of denial.

After the viscous spanking by Dr. Mann, Robert picked me up, and I could barely speak I started crying so hard. My ass was so sore even the soft leather seats of his Lexus felt like fire on my butt; I curled up in the backseat as we drove through the dark summer night. 

Robert didn’t speak. He just glanced at me in the rearview, his eyes as ever confident and amused.

“Why didn’t you warn me?” I finally gasped.

“Warn you about what?”

“That he was a fucking sicko! That he likes to hurt women!”

“Did you not agree to do that with him?”

I sniffled. “I agreed but …”

“But what?”

“He went too far!”

“Well … do you want to go to the hospital? Do you want to call the police?”

I pulled my skirt up to show him the bruises on my ass and the bright red welts from the belt-whipping he’d given me. “What the fuck are you talking about, the police! Have the twins or their dad go over there and beat the shit out of that asshole!”

“Samantha,” he said quietly. “He’s a very important client. He helps us out with a lot of things. Now, what exactly did he say, before he did that? Did he ask your consent?”

“I said, he did!”

“And you gave it?”

“Yes, but I didn’t agree to let him beat the shit out of me!”

“Samantha, you’re just … angry and excited. Nothing seems to be broken. I said, if you need to go to the hospital I’ll take you.”

“I don’t need the hospital,” I said. “I need you to fucking … take care of me! How could you let that happen to me?”

“Tell me what exactly he said and did.”

“He … handcuffed me! He cut my underwear off!”

“And he didn’t ask permission?”

“He did, I said! But then he wanted to … punish me!”

“And did he ask permission?”

“Yes, but …”

“And did you give him permission?”

“Robert, I was scared! I didn’t know what to do!”

“Did he … pay you extra?”

I suddenly closed my mouth.

“You know what we agreed,” he said. “You’re not supposed to ask for or accept extra money from clients. I’ve explained this to you many times. It’s really, really unprofessional, Samantha.”

His cold eyes bored into me in the rearview mirror and I looked down.

“I know,” I said softly. “I’m sorry.”

“So again, I ask you, are you hurt badly? Do you need to go to the hospital?”

“No, no,” I said. “I’m not.”

“Then I really think you need to just calm down,” he said. “It sounds like he might have gotten a little carried away, but you did too.”

Now he stopped the car on a dark hilltop lookout. The suburb we lived in stretched out before us like a dark carpet woven with gold lights.

He helped me out of the car; it was more comfortable to stand, my ass was so sore.

“Unprofessional,” I said, “how can I be professional with my ass black and blue?”

He touched my face and kissed me, and as always a thrill shot through me. I sank into his arms and sobbed. He wrapped his arms around me and held me.

“You know I love you,” he said. “And you know I’ll keep you safe, and you know I’ll take care of you. But you have to let me do that. If you’re going to go behind my back with the clients, things like this can happen,” he said.

“I won’t do it again,” I murmured against his chest, his shirt wet with my tears.

Then he was kissing my neck and I started as a hand closed around one of my sore ass-cheeks.

“Ow,” I moaned. “It hurts, don’t …”

“It has to hurt a little or it’s not any good,” he whispered into my ear, and I giggled. His warm hands felt good.

He turned me around, so my back was against his chest, and he was squeezing my tits through my tight top as his hard cock pressed against my sore butt through his jeans. No bra or panties; Dr. Mann had taken them.

“It’s okay now,” he whispered in my ear. “I have you and I’m not ever going to let you go.”

“Oh Robert,” I moaned, reaching back to rub the bulge in his pants.

“You came, didn’t you? With the doctor?”

“Yes,” I admitted.

“I knew it. Another fantasy I can give you. We’ll go everywhere, do everything. All the pleasures in the world, we’ll do them together.”

He bit me lightly on the neck and I moaned.

“You love the places we’ve gone together, don’t you? Say it.”

“I love it,” I admitted.

He bent me over the car hood, which was still warm from the drive, and felt really good on my breasts, and then I felt him enter me from behind, and I forgot all about the pain.

It was a few weeks later that he made me participate in the rape one of my friends.

He had been after me to bring another girl into our little circle, a quiet and shy friend of mine. She was blossoming in some good ways; her skin had cleared up and she was tall and willowy and pretty in a natural way that the average doofus teenage boy in our high school might not notice.

But he noticed. He liked to say that he had an eye for the dark horses.

I realize now that mainly what he was looking for was low self-esteem. The slouched way she waked and the way she didn’t make eye contact; the hesitant way she spoke. I know her father had been a military guy, and he’d been a bit of a drunk, and her mother had become religious after he’d left her to marry some woman from the Philippines.

We’ll call my friend Karen.

Karen had not been horrified by my change like some of my old friends, and I started talking to her more and more. Robert encouraged this, of course. Wouldn’t it be nice to have another girl, an old friend, to share some of these experiences with? Would it be nice to have another girl who could understand the kind of life I was living? 

And had I ever fantasized about having sex with a girl?

Well, of course, I had. Robert had made sure he exposed me to porn of all sorts – although I should say it was the best quality stuff with the best-looking performers -- and the “gay for pay” porn culture had taught me that having sex with girls was a quick way to get approval from men.

And once you start living out some of the fantasies you already had, you have to think of new fantasies.

So, yes, I thought of girls.

Robert encouraged me to invite my friend Karen to one of our parties.

Karen knew that I dated Robert, knew that we went to college parties, and I suppose she had heard vague rumors about the sex at the parties. I honestly don’t know how Robert kept things as quiet as he did; but that’s Robert for you. He knew how to work the angles with everybody.

Karen came with us to a club near the college; Robert charmed her as he charmed everybody. She took a glass of wine, eagerly, and Robert asked her if she drank a lot and she just sort of smiled. She and I danced all night, with Robert, his arms around both of us, and he bought her drink after drink. The twins arrived and they were a bit less intimidating than usual although both looking handsomer than ever. Soon she was dancing between the two of them.

Of course it went to her head, just like it had gone to mine. The most popular guys at the school macking on her at a club.

Before the end of the night, she was making out with both of them.

She had lied to her parents and we were all going to spend the night at Robert’s parents’ house. They were, of course, out of town. We all staggered in at 3:00 am, Robert and I making out while she took turns kissing each twin … and then Robert said, “Well, time for some sleep!” and Robert took her to the guest bedroom and kissed her goodnight, and the twins thanked her for a lovely evening.

I could see the mixture of relief and disappointment on her face that she was going to sleep alone.

Robert took me into his room, which was next door to the guest bedroom, and fucked me long and slow, my moans rising and I’m sure going through the wall, and then he turned me over and moved his cock into my ass, for the first time. The twins had taken my ass on prom night, but Robert hadn’t done that yet.

I don’t know if my howls of pleasure and pain kept Karen awake, but I’m sure she heard them.

* * *

He invited us over again, a week later. All week at school, Karen was puffed up and full of herself; what does a teenager want from life except to be popular? 

We all went to Robert’s house again, and he got out a bottle of vodka and Karen and I both got wasted and soon the two of us were dancing around in our underwear.

I don’t know what Robert put in the drinks; he was experimenting with all kinds of drugs and mixtures of drugs. I believe it was GHB, a powerful psychoactive that was popular in the clubs at that time. It was something like Ecstasy or Molly, with a similar euphoric, libido-arousing effect. The difference was that it was a bit more intoxicating, especially when mixed with alcohol, so I don’t remember big swathes of the evening.

The first time I’d lost memory from a night of drugs and alcohol, but not the last.

We kissed, with tongues, Karen and I, my old friend. I’d gone to summer camp with her and we’d talked about kissing boys but never tried it on each other. I was babbling and I’d told Robert that.

We were on top of each other on the couch, my expensive black lace underwear rubbing against her plain beige cotton underwear, both delirious with pleasure.

Then I remember being naked, in bed, and someone was going down on me and I was practically convulsing with pleasure, Robert, definitely Robert, and the twins were naked on the side of the bed, their cocks at full mast, with Karen between them, her eyes glassy, and she was holding onto both of their cocks, stroking them as they took turns kissing her.

Robert stood up and took Karen’s hand and pulled her onto the bed and told her to kiss my pussy.

“I’ve never done it before,” she said, as he pulled her close and kissed her.

“It’s just like kissing a mouth, just kiss he pussy like you kiss her mouth. Just stick your tongue into her and enjoy her taste. You can taste her on my mouth, can’t you? Taste how sweet she is.” He stuck his fingers into her mouth and she sucked them and licked them and then he kissed her again and took her head and pushed it towards my crotch.

Karen moaned her pleasure and got on her hands and knees before me and I said her name and rubbed my breasts and spread my legs as she eagerly drove her tongue into me. I came very quickly, I remember that.

Then I was being fucked by Robert, I remember that, with Karen lying next to me on the bed, and we were holding hands.

Then I remember lying next to her on the bed, as Robert fucked her, and I remember how red her face was, contorted with pleasure, her hair hanging in wet strands in her face. I was rubbing her small tits, pinching the small nipples, and I remember that her cheeks were wet with tears.

Then I remember the twins, both of them, one of them taking her from behind, and the other with his cock in her mouth, and I was helping her suck the big hard cock, telling her to pay attention to how I did it, to relax her throat, take all of it in there.

Then I remember looking down and laughing; I had a dick.

But of course it wasn’t a dick, it was a strap-on phallus.

It was attached to a pair of spandex bikini briefs, and it was big and pink and well-shaped, with a nice bell-end, and I looked down at the bed, and Karen was squirming there, struggling to sit up, completely wasted, but the twins kept gently pushing her back down.

Robert was lying next to her. “Shhh,” he said. “You’re doing just great, you’re doing so well, you’re making me so proud, just one last thing, just one last thing and it’ll be over.”

“I wanna go home,” she said, in a  weary voice, and her eyes managed to focus on me as I lowered myself onto her and put the strap-on inside her, and then she was moaning with pleasure again, clutching me close to her, kissing me hard, “Oh god, please, please no, please no , please no,” she begged.

I laughed. I remember I laughed. And the twins were jacking their big cocks off as I fucked her, I remember that.

* * *

The next thing I remember is waking up, the terrifying gap in my memory, the splitting headache.

I was laying on the floor next to the bed, and my mouth was so dry I could barely swallow. My tits and pussy both ached and I looked down and saw a bright purple bite mark on my stomach. I struggled to stand and look down at the plastic cock still attached to the spandex briefs I wore.

I sobbed when I saw Karen, still passed out on the bed, her face covered with semen. She was on her back, breathing shallowly, and I saw her eyeballs fluttering beneath her closed eyelids.

I clutched my mouth so I wouldn’t sob again. One of the twins was asleep on an easy chair nearby, completely naked.

I started trembling and rushed into the bathroom and vomited into the toilet.

The other twin was asleep in the bathtub, snoring, wearing only a pair of boxer shorts.

He didn’t even twitch as I scrubbed my face with water, shaking.

I struggled to find my clothes, and with shaking hands and legs managed to get into my jeans and top – no point trying to find my underwear – and then found my purse, and rushed outside. I ordered an Uber car and chain smoked while I waited.

When it arrived, the driver looked at me with the combination of amusement and disgust that didn’t surprise me much.

“No bags?” he asked.

I’d ordered the car to go to the bus station.

“No,” I said. “None.”


CHAPTER 5: DEVASTATION
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I’m not sure that I ever really thought I was going to escape.

Sick and hungover, shaking, weeping, I sat on the bus for two hours.

I didn’t know where I was going, or what I was going to do. I had some money in the bank and a bank card, if I had any plan it was just to get a hotel room and think about it.

I couldn’t think about anything except the face of my friend Karen, unconscious, covered with dried cum, thoroughly used.

Because of me.

If I thought about it at all, the thought in the back of my head was that I could go to another town and find a guy to take care of me, another pimp.

Anything had to be better than Robert.

The bus finally pulled into a bus station, a dreary place attached to a big truck stop in a dusty little town a few hours from the comfortable suburb where I lived. I got off the bus and wandered inside to the smell of fried food, my legs still shaking and hungover, seeking something to drink.

A beer would have been great for my hangover, but I didn’t even have any fake ID to buy any. And it was still quite a few years before I could legally buy alcohol.

I bought a 44-oz soda and began drinking it down greedily, the sugar rush making me dizzy.

Then a hand touched me on the shoulder and I wasn’t even remotely surprised when I saw the twins’ father, Detective Morgan, standing behind me.

He didn’t say a word. He led me outside and we got in his SUV. I didn’t resist. I didn’t try to run away. I felt a bit of relief, actually. Escaping meant thinking, and I wouldn’t have to think anymore.

We drove out onto the highway, and I sat silently weeping, clutching myself.

He turned the radio to country music, although he was polite enough not to turn it very loudly, and his expression was tense and thoughtful. I couldn’t see his eyes behind his sunglasses.

“I have to pee,” I finally said.

He nodded, but didn’t say anything, and the car didn’t slow.

After about 20 minutes more, the SUV finally turned off the highway and went down a dirt road. The road was lined with trees and the SUV pulled into the driveway of an old dilapidated, abandoned house, and then went right through an old field towards a barn that was tilted to one side.

He parked near the open front of the barn, and got out and opened my door, barely even seeming to look at me.

He took off his sunglasses and looked around, then looked up at the bright blue merciless sky, and then finally looked at me.

“Go ahead and piss,” he said.

I looked around and started to walk around the barn, but he said, “No.”

Looking at him, still shaking, my face burning, I undid my jeans and pulled them down – I’d left without my underwear – and I squatted and peed on the ground. A few tears rolled down my face to join the steaming puddle beneath me.

He was watching me intently.

I stood up, my lip quivering, and he walked over and slapped me hard in the face.

It wasn’t just a slap; it was a powerful open handed wallop that knocked me flat in the dirt, my jeans still half-pulled down, piss running down my legs.

Then he kicked me in the side. This hurt tremendously and knocked the wind out of me, and I lay there in the dirt and fresh piss gasping for air, wondering how much pain I would be able to feel. I was already starting to get cold and numb again; going into shock, I suppose.

“Stand up,” he said.

I struggled to my feet, watching him, shaking, and he said, “Suppose you had a dog, and it bit you. I mean, really bit you, not just nipped you. Suppose it really bit you good, really fucking mauled you. What would you do to that dog?”

I could barely whisper, “I wouldn’t treat my dog so badly in the first place.”

He just smiled at me, a cold tight smile. “Girl, you don’t know what bad treatment is. Not yet, anyway.”

I was still standing there trying to get my jeans back up and zipped.

“Don’t bother,” he said. “Take off your clothes, now. All of it.”

My legs felt like jelly and I almost fell down again as I took off the dirty jeans and peeled off my top. No hesitation; I was perfectly comfortable undressing in front of men now.

He looked at me for a long time. “Do you remember what I told you, what would happen if you made trouble?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Repeat it for me.”

“You’d arrest me for drugs, and put child porn on my father’s computer,” I whispered.

“So, you’re ready for that? Ready to be arrested?”

“I don’t know,” I said. That was an honest answer. I didn’t feel like I was ready for anything. I surely couldn’t continue with Robert, in the ever widening spiral of degeneracy.

“I suppose you don’t know what prison will be like. You’ll be raped, repeatedly. No nice shoes or clothes for it, either. I’ll personally make sure that a guard I know rapes you every night while you’re in lockup. Of course other female inmates will rape you and hurt you, also.”

He walked in a circle around me while he talked, as I stood naked and shivering. “And then the trial. All of your awful whore behavior over the last year will come to light. Your classmates, your customers, will testify what a little slut you are, and of course nobody will admit paying you. You’ll probably try to blame me or the twins or Robert, but nobody will believe you. We’ll make sure everyone sees the videos of what a willing participant you are.”

It was hard for me to care about much of anything. I just kept thinking of Karen.

As if he could read my thoughts, he said, “Open the trunk.”

My heart pounding, I opened the back of his SUV and when I saw the still blanket-wrapped bundle inside, I knew what it was without even seeing her face. I saw her hair, that’s all, a few locks of her strawberry blonde hair emerging from the top of the bundle.

The wail of anguish started deep inside of me and came out of me without conscious effort, and part of me wondered what the horrible noise was.

With shaking hands I reached out to touch the bundle, hoping against hope that she was still alive, but knowing that it wasn’t so.

The blanket was cold and so, so still.

I collapsed to my knees, hyperventilating.

“You want to see her face? Huh?” said Morgan as he walked up behind me. He grabbed my hair and pulled me roughly and painfully to my feet, and peeled the blanket down to show the cold blue face of Karen, still covered with dried cum … but now thoroughly dead and lifeless, the jaw slack and eyes sunken.

I started screaming and trying to fight him then, pounding on his huge powerful body with my tiny fists, but he knocked me to the ground again effortlessly, another open handed smack that sent bright flashbulbs popping in my head.

Then I was being dragged into the barn, dragged by my ankle, surrounded by the smell of hay and mold and old manure, and then I was being beaten with a belt. It felt like being set on fire or being eaten by ants or being struck by lightning. It burned, it burned so badly as the belt cracked and cracked and cracked on my shoulders, my back, my legs. I was aware my body was covered with red welts, but my eyes were so full of tears I couldn’t see much.

Then the rape.

I was surprised how much it hurt. He took pleasure in it, and his cock was huge. He choked me and bit me while he did it. He was hairy in a way none of the men I’d had so far had been. I kept thinking deliriously of being attacked by a wolf or a bear.

I finally lost consciousness, and the next thing I knew I was being slapped awake and forced to take some more pills.

I don’t have much memory of the days in between, fortunately, but I am aware I was handcuffed down to a bed and raped repeatedly during that period. It was a hotel room, in a not very nice hotel, and I remember men who I had never seen before, men who were unclean, men covered with tattoos, men who spit on me, men who burned me with cigarettes.

I have a memory of being in a car, and the men in the car panicking as red and blue lights started flashing in the rear view mirror, and I remember falling from the moving car and rolling over the concrete, the world spinning around me.

The next thing I remember is waking up in the hospital, one leg broken, covered in bandages, every part of my body sore, lips and eyes nearly swollen shut, my weeping parents and two uniformed police officers beside me, as were the parents of my friend Karen.

My poor dead friend Karen.

Chief of Detectives Morgan established that I was awake and coherent before reading me my Miranda rights and informing me that I was under arrest.


And that’s my story.

I’m glad you’ve allowed me to give my testimony on video tape rather than in the courtroom. My lawyer doesn’t know yet if I’ll be required to be in court, and I don’t know what kind of impression I’ll make. It’s currently only my word against theirs, but I think the condition I’m in now shows that not everything I experienced was consensual.

I’m amazed I’m alive. I suppose it was just chance that I escaped from the men who Morgan gave me to. Finally some luck for me, I guess.

They will say that all of this was consensual. And some of it was. But I consented through fear and confusion about my place in the world. They did everything to keep me off-blance, confused, and afraid, so that the decisions I made were the wrong ones. 

I made mistakes, but I’ve paid for them many times over. The men who have done this to me have not paid, and I don’t know if they will.

But I see hope.

I see women all over the world in the #metoo movement telling their stories, and I see powerful men who raped and terrorized for years finally being called to account, even being sent to jail, for their crimes.

Will that happen now? Will the world believe me, or the men who did this to me?

I don’t know.

All I know now is that my story is here, my story is told, and I will stand by it. There are no more secrets, no more lies; not from me, anyway. There was only one other girl involved that I know of, and she’s dead. I don’t know if the Morgans and Robert will manage to lie their way through it, or if they’ll start to turn on each other. There is evidence, but will they be able to destroy it?

Will anyone believe me, or will I remain just a victim?


Author’s Note

This story is a work of fiction, but it is based on true events and things that are still happening every day. 10 percent of sales will be donated to the Wayne Foundation, a charitable foundation devoted to ending domestic sex trafficking.

Waynefdn.org

You can visit their website for more information and listen to podcasts with the founder, Jamie Walton, who has had first-hand experience with this terrible subject.

There are also links to other resources there. If you’re disturbed by what you read … do something about it! Donation and education are two great places to start.


If you liked that story, you might also like these works by Natasha Stevens
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Jana is blonde and beautiful, and has just turned 18. She's always been careful to avoid temptation though, so she's still a virgin.

But everything changes one day after school in the Principal's office, when Jana finds herself forced into a world of dominance and submission, of blackmail and lust, of discipline and bondage and punishment.

Jana's journey will take her to places which alternately thrill and horrify her, as she is forced to confront the strongest and worst urges of herself and others, and forced to find the boundaries that should never be crossed - and then cross them.

But Jana proves to be more difficult to control than anyone, including Jana herself, realizes...

Buy Jana’s Journey here on Amazon
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Elena is an underwear model and trophy wife with a dark past. Joshua is a former NAVY Seal with a dark present; he is now a burglar and thief who robs the homes of the wealthy.

One night he breaks in, ties her to the bed and ravishes her - and she gives her full consent, in order to protect her most important possessions. And that is only the beginning of a cat and mouse game of lust and blackmail that will unite the thrill-loving couple in an attempt to steal a million dollars worth of gold and jewelry from Elena's ex-husband.

But Elena's ex-husband has some terrifying and dangerous friends, with tastes just as kinky but far more depraved and deadly than theirs ...

Get  BOUND BY THE BURGLAR HERE on Amazon!
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He picks the lock and quietly enters the dark house.

She awakens to find a man in her bedroom, touching her.

But he is not a stranger. Not quite. He is the brother of her former boyfriend. The former boyfriend who tried to kill himself, because of her.

The man in her bedroom wants to get even ... and he wants her.

WARNING: THIS STORY CONTAINS EXTREMELY GRAPHIC AND DISTURBING MATERIAL It is not a romance, it is a dark and twisted tale of control and compulsion.

Buy I OWN YOU now HERE on Amazon


Or something a bit lighter but no less taboo …

[image: ]

18-year-old Victoria has a problem. Her stepfather won't have sex with her, no matter how many times she parades around the house in her bra and panties or rubs up against him. He won't have sex with her, but he has a lot of other ideas …

This collection follows the inappropriate but scorching hot relationship between teenage cheerleader Victoria and her good-looking stepfather (and the hot Russian babysitter!) in three stories.

Buy TEACH ME ABOUT SEX HERE on Amazon
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It all seemed like a dream...

38-year-old divorced former tennis pro Richard is driving back to his beach house one evening when he sees the 18-year-old girl next door, Mia, staggering down the road, wearing nothing but a bikini top and a short skirt, having had a bit too much to drink. And soon she is sitting on the sofa in his living room.

Can he resist her? Does he even want to?

What's more, Richard is divorced because his wife Ariel had an affair with Mia's stepdad. And this is only the beginning of a very naughty plan Mia has to get even, and to live out her most forbidden fantasies, and help Richard live out his.

But as usual in the works of Natasha Stevens, all is not quite as it seems...

Buy THE NEIGHBOR’S DRUNK SLUTTY DAUGHTER HERE ON AMAZON!
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She’s one of the most highly-paid escorts in the world.

He’s one of the most dangerous assassins.

He used to love her, but now he’s been paid to kill her.

He wants to hold her and tell her that she’s safe.

But that would be a lie.

This is another sizzling and sexy dark romance Russian mafia erotic crime thriller from Natasha Stevens. Violent and shocking as well as tender and moving, this is Natasha Stevens at her very best.

Get THE HITMAN AND THE ESCORT HERE on Amazon now!
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An Extreme Horror BDSM Dark Erotica Thriller!

Tara is desperate to escape from her current life. A mysterious stranger offers her a way out: a completely new identity, a scholarship to a university far away ... and $50,000. 

But in return, she must endure three days of fiendish and twisted and hot and heavy BDSM scenarios, which will test the limits of her desire and teach her new definitions of pleasure and transform her physically through tattooing and piercing. 

Everything will stop if she says one word: mercy. Can Tara withstand their ministrations and find a new life? 

But someone doesn't want Tara to go anywhere, and he is trying to find her ... 

Buy THREE DAYS A SLAVE HERE on Amazon!
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Natasha Stevens is one of the hottest and most uncompromising voices in taboo and dark erotica and this is a collection of eight of her hottest stories. 

A trophy wife gets a visit from a thief who might want more than her valuables. A neighbor sees the girl next door walking home drunk, and can't resist inviting her in. A naive girl wants lessons in the most personal of acts ... 

These stories and others will teach you a new meaning to HOT. Younger men and older women, humiliation and reluctance, bondage and spanking, and other kinky fantasies that push the line -- and then go right over it. 

This book is a sampler of eight stories, introducing the reader to the dark and sexy world of Natasha Stevens.

Buy NAUGHTY BITS HERE ON AMAZON!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Natasha Stevens is a bold an uncompromising new voice in dark and taboo erotica. Her Catholic School upbringing regrettably did not stop her from becoming a wanton slut, but she now tries to channel those energies into her erotic writing.

She tries to leave out the boring parts that most people skip, and establish character and story through dialogue and action. Most of her stories involve older men and younger women, dubious consent and the dynamics of sexual power exchange. Though some of her works can be fairly dark and disturbing, she likes to think the good guys always win.

Find more works by the author here at Natasha Stevens’ Amazon author page

Visit the author’s website at http://www.natashastevensbooks.com


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, places, or events is purely coincidental.
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