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Bondage Town


Chapter One

Cynthia Marshall gripped the wheel of the ancient hatchback with fierce determination. The sun was beating down, lofting heat off the tired asphalt in shimmering waves. She was making the trip of her life and the road seemed to be stretching forever. Her heart thudded as she finally saw it—the exit sign for Charred River. Releasing one white knuckled hand, she took a deep breath, signaled right and eased up on the accelerator with her bare toes.

The tollbooth hadn’t changed in twenty years. Digging into the pocket of her cutoffs, fending off leers from the uniformed Florida Turnpike operator, who was making a point of ogling both her and her eighteen year old daughter asleep in the passenger seat, Cynthia produced the exact change, pressing the coins into the man’s beefy palm. It was red, like his neck and forehead.

The sign at the end of the ramp was hokey as ever. A steer surrounded by ears of corn and wearing a necklace of oranges to symbolize the three ancient industries of the town, Charred River. Even the name was bizarre. Supposedly when the eight original settler families had taken possession of the state chartered land, they’d had a common burning to clear the underbrush. The smoke and debris had temporarily blackened the nearby river, hence the name.

“Reyna, sweetie, we’re almost there.” Cynthia touched her daughter gently on her obscenely bared thigh. Waking the child was never easy, and whenever she did get up, she was bound to be in a foul mood. Sure enough, Reyna muttered something unpleasant and turned to her side, increasing the volume of her headphone radio and filling the air with the thumping sound of whatever excuse for music she was into now.

It was amazing how at times like these Reyna looked so sweet, all curled up, her long light brown hair in a top knot, her face lost in a dream. Of course, she was a well-developed child, wearing way too little as usual. Cynthia had bit her lip when her shapely daughter turned up this morning in a camouflage halter top, flip flops and cut-offs short enough to rouse the spirits of an octogenarian.

What could Cynthia do? Anytime she’d tried to lay down the law, Reyna would run to Zeke, her ne’er do well father, tracking him down in whatever state he happened to be in at the time. A perpetual beer chugging adolescent himself, he was hardly a role model, nor would he stand a chance against his daughter’s wiles even if he tried. 

“Ease up, Cynthia, for Christ’s sakes,” was Zeke’s answer to everything. Which meant it had been up to her to deal with their daughter whenever she came home crying from her latest crisis. The last one was the worst of all, but Cynthia had survived it, and most probably saved her daughter’s life in the process.

Reyna’s alcohol rehabilitation was hell on both of them, but she’d graduated with flying colors. The trouble was that in Atlanta, where Cynthia waitressed to keep a roof over their heads, there were way too many temptations. When the call came from attorney, Clyde Oglesbie, telling Cynthia that her Aunt Marianne had died leaving her the old house on Grant Street back in Charred River, it took her all of ten seconds to decide what to do.

“We’re moving in,” she’d told him. “First of the month.”

Oglesbie had breathed heavily at the other end of the line, saying nothing. She was quite certain he’d expected her to tell him to rent the house out or put it on the market.

“It is quite old,” he reminded her. More silence. “And it’s a very quiet  neighborhood.” He’d said it like that would be anathema to her. It was a rude implication, but she couldn’t blame him. Small town Floridians were like that. And frankly, for the two years Cynthia spent in Charred River under her aunt’s care, she hadn’t enjoyed the best of reputations.

‘Sin’ Marshall was her nickname. Undeserved, really. She’d cut loose a little, but a lot less than most of the rich kids. It was her attitude, probably, her northern brashness, not to mention her unwillingness to cow tow to rural Bible belt ideals that got her in trouble. She’d kept her skirts short and her comments slicing. Worst of all, she thought for herself, and most Sundays she passed notes over the pews of her aunt’s one room church instead of pretending to enjoy the forty-minute sermons.

‘Sin’ was an unfair designation, for sure. She hadn’t even gone all the way until the night of her eighteenth birthday party. It was the worst night of her life. The night she lost her one true love, sandy haired, blue-eyed, Shep Trace, after being humiliated and sexually terrorized by her rival, head cheerleader Meredith Frisk and her evil friends.

It was Shep’s dark haired and dark hearted fraternal twin brother, Caleb, who had caught her on the rebound, ensnaring her in a relationship of progressive degradation and bondage that eventually left her self esteem shattered and her reputation ruined for good.

In so many ways that one night at the birthday party had changed everything. After Shep had run off in disgust after seeing Cynthia naked and leashed and apparently enjoying it, Meredith had made a play for him, but was promptly rebuffed. Shortly thereafter, Shep left town, supposedly joining some kind of cult in Asia, one involving immoral sex acts. No one had heard from him since.

Not surprisingly, gold bricking Meredith had ended up in Cal’s bed, turning up pregnant in short order. Since the Trace family owned half of Charred River, there was a quick and quiet wedding. Although they stayed married, there were no more children for the couple after they had their son, Jason. Ironically, their boy would be exactly Reyna’s age. Which meant at nearly the same time she had been finding solace for herself in the arms of Zeke Tralor, a roughneck transient on his way north to Atlanta, Meredith had been bellying up to the last available Trace scion.

Cynthia couldn’t believe what she was seeing out the window now. Good grief, but the place had gotten built up. Miles out of town the landscape was littered with strip malls, housing developments and mini marts. The few remaining acres of the once green paradise, which had boasted some of the largest orange groves and cattle ranches in the nation, all had for sale signs on them. Old Man Rossiter’s Farm, where kids used to go parking with their dates, was gone entirely, replaced with a discount auto part store.

Even downtown looked different, the once sedate Main Street empty of all but a few of its old storefronts. The rest were converted to convenience stores or gas stations. At least the courthouse was still there. She noted it was white this year, which meant by town tradition it would be beige next year. That was only one of many strange customs in Charred River. Another was decorating the palm tree that sat in the middle of the town square for Christmas.

Needless to say, leaving here had been an easy decision for young Cynthia. Except now she understood what she’d missed. Stability. Security. Something she was determined to give to her own daughter. She breathed a sigh of relief as she saw sleepy Grant Street looking just as she remembered it the first day, when Mr. O. as she called him then, had driven her here after her mother’s death from cancer. She’d been sixteen then, insecure, budding physically, terrified mentally.

Aunt Marianne had been a saint. A widow for ten years and childless, she took Cynthia in as her own, giving her all the nurturing she could stand. A pang of guilt hit as she turned into the driveway of the brick ranch house. It looked so overgrown. There were weeds in the once proud flowerbeds, foot high grass nearly covering the mailbox. Auntie must have been weaker than she let on. Cynthia had pleaded with her to come to Atlanta, but she was a Florida girl. Her whole life she’d never even left Citrus County. Cynthia should have come down to get her, but she couldn’t work up the courage.

Not after the way the whole town had laughed at her following Meredith’s so-called ‘birthday initiation’, in which she’d lured Cynthia into a trap that would cost her her virginity and her pride both. And that was only the beginning. The laughter and sneers had followed her as Cal became her paramour, slipping in her window at night, using her callously after dropping off his legitimate dates. Like a patsy, she’d wait, naked or scantily dressed, however he’d told her to be. He’d even provided her handcuffs, so she could bind herself to the bed and lay waiting for him.

Half the time he never even showed. Of course, she was called a slut, not him. A Trace could never be anything but a gentlemen. Girls like her, loud, lower class, were just playthings to boys like him. As for Meredith’s kind, a cut below the Trace’s on the social ladder, they had to take every opportunity to step on the little people to prove themselves.

“Reyna, honey, we’re  here.” 

“Leave me alone,” Reyna whined, her lush lips moving to a deep pout. “I’m tired.”

Cynthia watched the black ink snake slither up the visible top of Reyna’s left breast as she shifted positions. The tattoo had been a surprise, sprung on Cynthia just last week, a clear reprisal for Cynthia’s plan to move them to Florida. A so-called friend with the unlikely name of “T-Top” had helped Reyna get it. When Cynthia pointed out that she would have to live with this mark her whole life, Reyna’s response was typical, the same she’d given to everything since she’d turned eighteen.

“I’m an adult now, Cynthia,” she’d said snidely. “I can do whatever I want.”

“Reyna, you need to wake up,” Cynthia repeated, more forcefully.

“I said I’m tired!”

“Well, maybe you wouldn’t be so sleepy all day if you slept nights,” Cynthia pointed out, trying to muffle her sarcasm.

Reyna stretched lazily, rubbed her eyes and sized up her new distinctly rural surroundings. Looking at her mother contemptuously she snapped, “Where’d we land, The Twilight Zone?” 

Cynthia drew a cleansing breath, trying to focus on the lazy, tree-lined street, with its small working class houses. “Be it ever so humble,” she dared to say out loud, “there’s no place like home.”

Reyna flashed her devastating blue eyes. Even as a baby these had had a power all their own. “Like hell it is!” she challenged, swinging open the rusty car door and jumping out with a shake of her rounded behind. “I hate you,  Cynthia.” Reyna declared, looking over her shoulder. “And you’re not keeping me here, either. I’m eighteen and I have my rights.”

With that she was gone, blithely walking up a street she’d never been on in a state she’d never seen except on television, sashaying like she had the world by the tail. A spoiled little ball of anger, that’s what her daughter was, indeed she came equipped with a giant chip on her shoulder, a lot of half-baked comic book notions of life and not the first clue of the reality waiting out there to slap her in the face. Let her try living on her own, Cynthia thought, and then let’s see if she can hold herself to that standard of perfection she was always holding her mother to.

Cynthia got out of the car. Honestly, it was a relief to be alone. Her daughter was a mere dot now, all the way up on the corner of Grant and Main. Have I made a mistake? Cynthia wondered. Wouldn’t Reyna just find worse trouble to get into here? She’d been clean and sober for two months, but would the pressures of a new way of life prove to be too much?

Opening the hatchback, she grabbed the luggage. Whatever was going to happen next, she knew this much: The moving truck was coming tomorrow, she’d quit her job at Shively’s Tavern and there was no turning back.

***

Reyna despised her mother. Then again, she felt that way about most adults over nineteen. With the exception of T-Top, the guy she’d met at rehab. He’d named himself after the type of car he’d totaled the last time he was high on crystal-meth. She’d never gotten that heavy duty herself. Mostly it had been beer, a little whiskey and a couple of times with pot. She was a traditional kind of gal, she supposed. Like her old man, who was cool sometimes. Herself, she’d been a great drunk, the life of the party. As for Zeke, he would get this look in his eye, sort of red and cartoon freaky, veins popping out all over his neck, and then he’d pass out. Pretty harmless in the scheme of things.

Damn, this was a shit hole of a town! Reyna surveyed the dusty street, the sorry ass storefronts: two quickie marts, a gas station, and an antiques’ store. She felt in her pocket for her stash—not drugs, thank you very much—but cash. The righteous stuff, as T-Top would say. Did this place even have a bus station? Because if it did, she was outta here.

Adios, Cynthia, and her messed up white picket fence, Beaver Cleaver ideas. Who was she kidding? From the little she’d heard Cynthia Marshall’s name was mud around these parts anyway. 

A pair of old men gawked at her from across the street. White shirts, hats, and tired old faces in the middle of July. Reyna adjusted her top, gave them a little of what they wanted as she passed by. What the hell? This was a girl’s world, if you played your cards right.

Girl power... whatever.

But hey now, what was that she spied? A bogie on the scope. Fixing her 20/10 baby blues on the group of teens hanging in front of a video arcade, she isolated the hottie. Dark hair, black t-shirt, tight jeans, and leaning against a brick wall. Sad to say, there were two bimbos with him, in short skirts, midriff tops and too much makeup. They were blondes, with that clueless, pop princess-wannabe thing going. One was tall and thin, the other shorter, curvier.

Ignoring them both, she walked right up to Prince Charming. “I’m Reyna,” she told him. “Any place around here you could buy me some fries?”

The girls’ mouths dropped open, but the boy just kind of stood there, hands dug in his pockets, looking cool, like somebody off a soap opera. After a few seconds he said, “Sure.”

The loser twins went all ballistic and high pitched, but he just walked away from them, not even looking back. Reyna gave them an evil look, letting them know they’d been beat. 

“I’m Jason,” he said as he fell in step next to her on the sidewalk.

A few minutes later, at a booth at the Quik Burger, she reached across to squeeze his arm. “Thank you for getting me off that freak show of a street.”

He shrugged. “No  sweat.” After a sip of his soda, he said, “You’re new here.”

“Uh  huh.” She sipped seductively from her straw, showing him how a real woman did it. “So what do you all do for fun around here?” 

Jason popped a french fry in his delicious mouth. If those deep brown eyes didn’t get her, the lips would. Normally, she wasn’t into guys who looked this straight, but he had an edge about him she couldn’t put her finger on and she liked that.

“We hang out mostly,” he replied noncommittally.

Reyna slipped off one of her flip flops, ran the tips of her toes up his leg. “Wanna hang out with me, Jason?”

“Maybe.”

She smiled. “Can I have a french fry?”

“You got a whole order of your own,” he observed coolly.

“I want one of yours.”

Taking one of the golden sticks, he put it between his teeth. “Come and get it.”

Reyna leaned forward, pressing her bosom onto the tabletop in the process. She sucked rather than bit the fry, inhaling it all the way up to meet his mouth. Hungry lips and tongues wrapped round the saltiness, claiming each other’s depths. Midway through his kiss, she felt her nipples popping out. 

“Take me somewhere, Jason,” she begged throatily.

He grabbed her hand. “Come on.”

The Mustang was brand new, mint green, with a tan, convertible roof. As soon as he opened the door for her, she could smell the leather. Catlike, she crawled in.

“Why don’t you put down the seat back?” he suggested as he cranked the ignition.

It was a deliciously wicked suggestion, made all the more appealing as she settled herself down on the buttery smooth material. God, but his cock looked good, straining against the fabric of his jeans. 

When her seat was all the way reclined, he leaned across and grabbed the seatbelt. “Don’t forget to buckle.”

The little click of the belt in the mechanism sent a shiver down her spine. She was confined now. Her breasts trembled as she exhaled. Lying down like this, next to an upright man made her feel very vulnerable. The thought was getting her wet beneath her shorts. Breathing deeply, she closed her eyes.

“Kiss me, baby,” she urged, her voice a racy whisper.

A few seconds later, still puckered, she opened her eyes again. Apparently he’d declined the offer. She looked at him pointedly, but he ignored her, watching the road as he drove.

“Hello!” she reminded him, gesturing towards her available body.

“Why don’t you unzip your shorts for me, Reyna?”

Reyna complied, thinking he wanted to finger her. “Come on, honey, give me your hand,” she encouraged.

“No. I want you to take your shorts off all the way.”

She laughed nervously. “Out here in the open? You’re kidding, right?”

“No, Reyna, I’m not. Either do it or else I’m dropping you off right now.”

“You’d make me walk?”

“It’s safe enough. Town is two miles back that way.”

“Bastard,” she muttered, when she realized he wasn’t kidding. Removing the tight shorts was tricky. She had to lift herself off the seat and do a lot of very suggestive wriggling. Hopefully it was enough to convince him to pull over somewhere and do something about it.

“You happy?” she asked, dangling the shorts.

He gave her a passing glance. “Now the top,” he told her.

Reyna narrowed her gaze. “In your dreams, cowboy.”

Jason snatched her cutoffs, tucked them under his left thigh. “Show me your breasts, Reyna, or you go out of the car, just like you are.”

She looked down at her lower half, clad in green baby doll panties and an ankle chain. Hardly walking attire. Calling him a worse name than bastard, she yielded to the inevitable, bearing the whole of her beloved black snake tattoo. Not to mention the flesh around it.

After an indifferent look, he said, “Give me the shirt.”

She didn’t see any other choice, but once she complied it dawned on her she was even more in his control than ever. Sure enough, he put the new article of clothing with the old, under his leg, out of reach. Folding her arms, she made a mental note to never again go bra-less.

“I didn’t say you could cover your tits.”

Furious, eyes burning holes in his smug profile, she put her hands down, giving him and everyone else who might be on the road an uninterrupted view of her mammaries.

“Now I want you to play with yourself,” Jason continued, ignoring her blatant show of indignation.

The string of curse words fell out of her mouth without thought. When he began to slow down and pull to the shoulder, though, she got quiet real fast. 

“We’re up to three miles,” he advised putting the car in park. “It’ll be dark soon, but you’ll be fine if you jog all the way back into town.”

Reyna grabbed his arm, trying to stop his sudden move to lean over and open her door. “This isn’t funny!” she exclaimed.

“I didn’t say it was,” he replied, continuing to reach for the passenger door handle.

Reyna came at him now with her fingernails, but Jason held her easily at bay with only one hand. His other hand was on the door catch, and she realized in a panic that he could evict her at any time.

“Jason, please don’t do this to me!”

“If you want to stay in, Reyna, you know what you need to do.”

“No, I can’t do  that.” She shook her head vigorously.

“No wait!” she wailed, as the door clicked open and he shoved her out, so that her bare feet were touching the dusty ground. “I’ll do it!”

Pushing her the rest of the way, he closed the door behind her. “Do what?” he asked, unrolling the power window so he could hear her.

“This,” she cried, plunging her hand under the waistband of her panties to touch her throbbing sex, no longer caring if anyone could see her. 

“Both hands,” he told her. “And make it hot.”

Desperate, scared, publicly exposed and aroused, barefoot and half naked on the shoulder of a highway, Reyna masturbated for him, thrusting as many fingers as she could into her sopping wet opening. Almost at once, she began to climax. 

When she’d subsided, he told her to hand the panties through the window. Reyna obeyed, making herself naked and at his mercy. Arms at her side, she waited. A truck passed, horn blaring.

“Get in,” he decided at last.

After Reyna clambered back into the reclined seat, he told her to put her hands behind her head, gripping the headrest. She obeyed, clenching the seat with her sticky fingers. Hot, open, exposed, her juices trickling down her leg onto the expensive leather, Reyna waited, eyes closed, caught up in the rhythm of the road. She heard more horns honk, which meant more people could see her. 

It was infuriating, but also exciting, like nothing she’d ever known. To be totally at the mercy of this person she’d only just met. With most boys, she was the natural leader, and she’d wrapped them round her finger with her slightest glances or flashes of flesh.

Contrary to the belief of her ever-paranoid mother, Reyna was still a virgin. She’d only gone this far today to piss Cynthia off. But now it was different. She was feeling deeper things, female things. Things that told her maybe Jason was the one to whom she was meant to surrender.

Jason pulled into an asphalt drive, punched some numbers into a keypad, causing a metal gate to roll aside. What on earth were they doing here? she wondered as row after row of large silver doors passed on either side. They were in a storage area of some kind, she could tell that much.

“Here we are,” Jason announced, pulling up in front of one of the identical rolling steel doors, this one marked Z 35. Taking all of her clothes in hand, he opened his door. “Come on, baby, this is the end of the line.”

“But I’m naked,” she said, as though it needed explaining.

He shrugged. “It’s not very far to the door. And hardly anyone comes out here.”

She watched in horror as he got out, closed the door behind him. “Best protection is in there,” he pointed out, inclining his head to the locked storage unit. “I’ll wait at the door for you.”

Reyna glared. He’d wait till hell froze, she told herself, releasing her hands from the seat rest and hugging her breasts. Just then she heard the truck engine. Oh God, someone was coming. If she went fast, maybe she’d make it in time. Flinging open the passenger door, Reyna made a mad dash, jiggling obscenely as she went.

“What are you waiting for?” she cried when she saw him lounging by the door, arms folded, legs crossed at the ankles.     

“The key’s in my pants,” he drawled, as though that meant something.

“Then take it out!” she screamed. “Hurry!”

The truck was closing in fast, and still he just stood there.

“Do you want to get us arrested?!”

He grinned slyly. “Not likely in my case,” he told her. “My mother runs the place.”

How nice for him, she thought.

“Of course, if you want, you can get the key out yourself,” he offered teasingly.

Frantically, she pawed at his pockets. “Give it to me!”

He brushed her hands away. “It’s not in my pocket.”

“What do you mean? Where is it  then?” 

The look on his face as she followed his eyes down to his crotch was all the answer she needed. The son of a bitch had put the key down his underwear.

“I hope this hurts!” she declared, reaching for his belt buckle.

This time he yanked her hands away by the wrists, holding them upright. “No hands,” he told her. “You have to use your teeth.”

Reyna’s face flushed hot. She felt weak all over. For all intents and purposes, Jason was asking her—forcing her—to go down on him, naked in the middle of an open storage yard.

She could hear the truck. It was close by. She could be caught at any minute, and by his own account, it would be her and not him who would pay the price if they were discovered. What choice did she have?

The concrete felt rough on her knees. Not knowing what to do with her unwanted hands, she put them instinctively behind her back.

Jason’s jeans became her world now. The belt was a challenge and she had to work hard at it, using all her jaw strength to undo the buckle. In the process, she had to press her naked breasts hard against the front of his pants for leverage, which only served to make her even wetter than she already was.

The snap she had to undo with her lips and teeth, applying them more delicately than with the belt. Midway down with the zipper, her teeth clenching the tiny metal tab, she heard the truck finally pass by. Whoever it was must have stopped to look because she heard the engine idle for quite awhile. Humiliated, but heated to boiling, Reyna continued her slavish task.

The jeans parted easily, but it was a struggle releasing his cock from the tight jockey shorts. He smelled so good, musky, with a pungent odor that was pure male. A sigh of relief, of distinct longing escaped her lips as she finally worked his organ free. In a single stroke, she deep throated him, forcing back the instinct to gag.

Another vehicle was passing, loud like a motorcycle, but she was beyond caring. All that mattered, all she could see or feel or know was right in front of her, namely this strong, insolent boy with his totally unexpected power to dominate her, to bend her will to his, taking her way past the point of her own comfort.

“That’ll do for now,” Jason said, prying her loose and bending to retrieve the key, which had fallen to the ground. “Let’s save some for later.”

He had to hold her waist to get her inside, she felt so weak. She kept leaning against him, nuzzling his neck on tiptoes as he rolled the door back down, giving them utter privacy. It was dark momentarily, but then he flipped on an overhead fluorescent, bathing the empty steel walled room in an eerie white light.

“You’ve got to be kidding,” Reyna exclaimed. She saw the handcuffs first, hanging from a chain on the ceiling, and just below that, a single mattress to which were attached four canvas straps with Velcro cuffs.

Bondage. Wasn’t that an old people’s game?

“Lay down, Reyna. Spread your legs, secure yourself to the bed.”

The voice sent her spinning. It wasn’t fair that a stranger could have such power over her. The mattress was dirty, it smelled like stale sex, but she was going to do exactly as he said, she knew she was. 

The springy material violated her smooth skin. No illusion of rest or sleep, it was a place for fucking. How many others had there been? Were the blondes among his victims? Reyna did her ankles first, securing them wide apart. The arms were trickier, but she managed it. Only when she was helpless, splayed for sex did Jason disrobe.

Reyna’s dry mouth watered at the sight of him. He was absolutely perfect under his clothes, just as she knew he would be. Testing the limits of her bonds, she strained against the canvas, felt herself held, his perpetual prisoner if he so chose. So much frustration! She’d give anything to be able to leap up and claw him or suckle him or wrap her legs round his waist. 

He was torturously slow about the whole thing. She gave in to whimpers when he finally lowered himself, seizing a ripe nipple between his teeth. Giving no quarter, he made her buck and writhe and ultimately beg for the very thing he already intended to take from her. 

“You’re mine now,” he whispered as he sheathed himself in her wetness. Caught up in the fever, knowing he scarcely understood the implications anymore than she, Reyna responded in kind, offering soul and voice along with her already proffered body. Much did she promise, much did she reveal before he finally filled her slick virginal tunnel with his pulsing sex fluid. 

The breaching went unnoticed, save for specks of blood afterwards. For a long time he held her, but then he rose alone for a cigarette, taking his time, enjoying her bound beauty. 

For Reyna, being left there, a still available toy, was as erotic as the sex. Knowing how much he wanted her, that he would not let her free till he’d had his fill drove her wild. How she longed to please him further, to have him do forbidden things to her. Hints of these things lay all around them. The chains hanging above her, tantalizing. The whip dangling from a string on the wall, and the box marked Sex Toys.

But all that would have to wait. When his cigarette was done, he let her free, tossed her the skimpy clothes, sans underwear. “Mine for safe keeping,” he explained, hanging the silky panties over his rearview mirror as they got back into his car. The leather felt funny on her bare, denim-covered ass. It made her want to strip all over again, but for his part, he said nothing as they rode under the early night sky. It was like he was alone.

She was on the verge of thinking he’d lost interest when he told her to pop the glove compartment. “You’ll find a vibrator in there,” he told her. “Put it inside yourself and I’ll take you to dinner.”

“You got it, Cowboy,” she said, grinning like the Cheshire cat.


Chapter Two

Cynthia was feeling pretty good. Barefoot, short sleeve blouse tied up on her midriff, Reyna’s goofy Walkman in her ears as she cleaned the house, she felt like a new woman. Up until the door bell rang, in fact, she was thinking maybe she’d done right after all, making this house her own, with all its wonderful old memories of Marianne and the good life she’d given her.

And then she saw Caleb. On the other side of the door, in a white western shirt, Stetson hat, tight black jeans, alligator boots. Eyes dark and quick, face ruggedly perfect as ever, arrogantly decorated with a black mustache.

“Welcome back, Sin.”

Cynthia bristled, her every nerve on guard. “I don’t go by that name anymore, Cal.”

He looked her up and down. “That’s a shame, ‘cause as good as you’re looking, it should be a sin.”

She felt the burn, from her bared tummy, down her long legs to her painted toes. “What do you want, Cal?” she demanded, clutching the bottle of blue spray cleaner like a weapon.

He slipped his hands into his pockets, making himself look less dangerous, and a whole lot more sexy. “Shoot, I was just coming to welcome you home,” he drawled. “Can I come in?”

No, no, no, her head screamed. But lower down, somewhere beneath her cotton panties, a different voice was heard. “Just for a minute, Cal. That’s all.”

He touched his strong hand to the brim of his hat. “Yes, ma’am.”

She hated how his hands were, and how charming he could be. More than that, she hated how he’d made her crave humiliation and abuse. “I’m not the same person I was,” she announced as she closed the door behind him, “so don’t think you can . . .”

He moved so fast to pin her against the door, she couldn’t even finish her sentence.

“I’m different, too,” he said, chest pressed to hers, hands palm down on the door on either side of her.

“Back off, Cal, or I’ll use  this!” She took aim with the cleaner.

He eyed the squirt bottle with amusement. “Just give me one little kiss darlin’, and then if you say so, I’ll go.”

“No, Caleb Trace, I am not falling for . . .”

But she did fall for that trick, because his mouth seemed so inviting, with his thirsty red lips and those devilish eyes bearing down on her.

Cynthia’s hands had gone to his chest to push (she’d dropped the bottle by now) but instead they just rested there, delicately on the white cotton shirt, feeling his heartbeat and his powerful pecs. Below this, her bare stomach tingled with the touch of his pearl buttons. She could see she was turning him on.

Why had she dressed like such a slut today?

“Cal, this isn’t right.” But she was already angling higher, going to tiptoes to match the ferocity of his kiss.

“I know you came back for me,” he said hoarsely, finally coming up for air.

“No, Cal, I . . .”

He cut her off yet again, this time seizing her head in his hands, positioning her for maximum penetration of his tongue. Damn it, she was melting, the way she always had before. Despite her own platonic intentions and years of maturing, she was still like putty.

“Are those titties of yours still firm as tomatoes?” he crooned, running his hands down the front of her, stopping at the knot of her shirt. “I bet your little nips are rock hard for me.”

Smug bastard. He was right, too. And if he went lower, to her crotch, he’d find even more to crow about.

“I want you to leave, Cal. Leave now.”

“Why? We’re just starting to have  fun.” His hands were at the buttons of her blouse.

“No!” she finally cried out, bicycling her arms. But Cal just laughed as he took both her wrists in one of his capable hands and pinned her arms over her head. With the other hand he made short order of the blouse, tearing the material straight down. Fishing for a pocketknife, he neatly sliced the bra straps, baring her upper body.

“I hope you’re going to pay for those,” she said indignantly, as though this were somehow taking a stand against the onslaught.

Still holding her arms captive, he leered, grinning sideways as he studied her pendulant breasts. “Honey, if you’re as good as I remember, I’ll give you a hundred bucks to buy all the bras you want.”

Cynthia’s eyes narrowed. “Son of a bitch!”

He caught her knee just in time to avoid the intended blow to the crotch. For her punishment, Cal treated her to a full frontal grope, while scissoring her thighs with a knee of his own.

Helpless to resist, she turned her head to the side, scrunching her face to avoid any form of contact, any form of pleasure.

“What do you say, baby?” he drooled huskily into her ear. “How about you and me take a trip down memory lane?”

“Get off me!” she cried, sounding increasingly like a whining little girl. “I’m not your whore anymore!”

Cal grabbed her left breast, making her wince. “If you think your body forgot how to submit to mine, you’re wrong, Sin. I owned your body nineteen years ago and I still own it today.”

Cynthia wriggled impotently. She could feel his powerful erection digging in. She wanted out of his grip, but truth be told, if he let her go right now, she wouldn’t have the strength to walk away.

“Got a bed handy,  sugar?” He winked, knowing he’d already won.

Doing her best to avoid his eyes, her face pink with shame, she said, “Just my aunt’s. Our stuff comes tomorrow. But please, Cal, don’t make me do it on Auntie’s bed.”

Cal looked wounded. “What do you think I am, a heartless bastard? I’ll take you right in there on the living room floor instead.”

What a sport.

He let her go, making her walk in front of him. To speed her up, he slapped her ass hard. When she reached the center of the circular weave rug, the same one Aunt Marianne had kept there for over forty years, he told her to take off the rest of her clothes and lay down on her back, legs spread wide.  

He made her go slow, so he could evaluate her body as she went along. It was like being in a trance. Somewhere in the back of her mind, Cynthia knew she shouldn’t be doing this. The rags of her blouse and bra came off first. He made her pause to pleasure herself. Using both hands, she was made to caress her own nipples, and he didn’t let her stop till he elicited from her a moan of frustrated pleasure.

The shorts were next, and as they slipped down her tanned legs he let out a whistle. “You’ve kept in shape,” he said approvingly.

“Thank you,” she blushed, stepping from the tiny scrap of denim, hating herself for needing a strong man so much. When she kicked off the panties, he snatched them up and put them to his nose. Her face deepened to crimson as he inhaled the moist fragrance, confirming just how much it turned her on for him to be so rough with her.

Cal licked his lips, eyes burning her skin. “You can thank me after I’m done, sweet heart.”

Cynthia lowered her eyes. “Cal, it’s been a long time for me,” she said softly, scarcely believing she was a thirty five year old woman, standing weak and naked in her aunt’s living room, hand over her dripping pussy, apologizing. “I may not be as good as I used to for you.”

Cal was stripping his well-muscled torso. “You let me worry about that okay, sweet pants?”

Mesmerized, she watched him undo his pants and pull down the zipper. The cock she remembered so well was ready to burst from his boxer shorts. But when he started slipping his belt from the loops of the jeans, that wicked look in his eyes, she got her back up.

“What are you doing, Caleb?”

“I thought I told you to get on the floor,” he said gruffly.

“You did, Cal, but this is wrong.”

He shook out the studded leather belt. When they were young, he’d used one just like it on her ass, the way parents do for discipline, except that with him it had been wild and sexual from the start. When she was into it, it had felt good. But she didn’t want to go there, not anymore.

“I say what’s right and wrong, Sin. Now get down there and spread!”

You don’t have to do this, said the little voice of reason in her head. You’re a mature adult; you have a grown child yourself. Just tell him to get out or you’ll scream for the police.

But I’m already naked, said the other voice, the little slut that shared space in her brain. Better give him what he wants. Don’t cause trouble with a Trace, because trouble from them is the last thing you or Reyna needs.

“I want you to play with yourself,” Cal said when she had laid herself into position.

“I  can’t.” She shook her head. Masturbating in private was one thing, and Lord knows she’d filled a lot of lonely years this way, but in front of a man, no way.

“Do it, Cynthia. Put your hand in your pussy. That’s it. Your clit. Rub it.”

Oh, God, she was going to come, right in front of him as he stood over her, straddling, watching. “Spread your labia, Sin, let me see it.”

She obeyed, and the touch of her own fingers was enough to push her over the edge. Shamelessly, she stroked, bucking her hips, curling her toes into the fabric of the rug.

“That’s enough,  girl!” Wrenching her hand away, he pulled her suddenly to her knees. She wanted to cry out in frustration. He wasn’t letting her finish. He never did. “Hold still!” he commanded, positioning himself in front of her.

She watched as he stroked his long, uncircumcised cock, eyes closed, absorbed in his own little world. Naked, burning, neglected, she waited for him to cum on her tits and face, his favorite target. Not even bothering to look her in the eye, he grunted and took aim.

Just like old times, she thought sardonically as the warm thick spray drenched her face and breasts. Thorough as always, Cal made sure not to miss her hair or eyebrows either.

“Welcome home, Sin,” he winked as he stuffed his rapidly shriveling member back into his underwear. Scooping the belt from the floor where he’d dropped it, he said, “Guess we’ll save this for next time, huh?”

He slammed the door on the way out and Cynthia just stared after him, still on her knees, wondering what the hell had just happened, and more to the point, why had she let it happen? What had made her turn back into an eighteen year old after just one look from her long ago tormentor? And how could he still have so much power over her to make her that way after all these years?

Upstairs in the shower, sometime later, Cynthia let the water run over her flush, sensitive skin. Time was passing, but she couldn’t move. She’d long since removed Caleb’s jism and yet she could still feel it pervading her skin. Pervading her soul. She’d let it happen all over again—let this same dark man back into her life to degrade her. Hadn’t she learned anything the first go round? Hadn’t she had enough of crying into her pillow late at night, burning from Caleb’s latest psychological abuses?

She hadn’t even been good enough to take on dates. No flowers for her, no fancy dinners, no long rides in the country. She was there for one reason in his life: sex. And when he didn’t get it from his legitimate dates, he came to her. Long nights she would lie awake, waiting, dreaming, always lonely and always wet. One of these times, she’d always told herself, he would take her away, suddenly confess his love and carry her through the open window into his waiting chariot.

She remembered now how as Aunt Marianne slept heavily; she would listen for his car engine, for the sound of him scratching at the window. She never locked it. Never locked her legs, either. Ironically, he only ever made love to her drunk. Sober, he only ever wanted her handcuffed so he could come on her body.

The biggest rush for him was when he’d tell her to leave herself handcuffed to the bed. Her only way out would be if he came for her, using the key she’d left on the dresser. If not, it would be her saintly churchgoing aunt who would find her. Sometimes she would orgasm like this, without even being touched, just lying there, knowing how helpless she was, how in risk of being discovered as the slut she was. 

Later, she’d be so relieved, so excited to see him, and yet mostly what he’d do would be to burp on her, whip her a little with his belt and come on her. She couldn’t even cry out, on account of her aunt. And afterwards, she would have to beg, say terrible things, and agree to the most outlandish proposals just so he’d uncuff her before he left. Talk about head-trips; for all of Cal’s physical games, he liked to play with her mind best of all. 

The unwritten rule was she obeyed, and he was always pushing the limits of what she could bear. Like telling her he was thinking of making her go without underwear to church, so he could have her sit bare-assed on the pew. Or threatening to make her go and service some particularly vile town derelict. He never followed through on his worst ideas, though, and she was supposed to be grateful for that.

In short, she got his leftovers, and he was proud of his ability to dominate her, to control her, keeping her on the ‘short leash’ as he called it. The day she annoyed him too much about coming to see her, for instance, he took her for a ride and made her go down on him in Founder’s Park. To this day, she wasn’t sure who’d seen her there on her knees in the grass, head bobbing.

Cynthia slid to the shower floor, her back against the wall. The water came down like pellets, pounding her flesh. She couldn’t get clean enough. Couldn’t get it out of her system. Why had she come back here? How could she be so stupid? Unbidden, her hands slid down till the bar of soap was between her legs. She did not want to be as aroused as she remembered those long ago events, but she couldn’t help it. More powerful than the water, the memories began to wash over her, memories from before she’d ever even heard of Cal or Shep Trace. In an instant, she was back there, seventeen again, the new girl in town, having just lost her only parent.

From the beginning, tall perky blonde haired Meredith Frisk had sniffed Cynthia out as a rival. Though the upstart Marshall girl couldn’t match her preppy clothes, in those days it was Izod and plaid skirts, nor the money her parents lavished on her from their successful furniture store, she had a natural style, and she was from the outside world, which the other kids thought was cool. Meredith was beautiful, of course, in that way only self absorbed blondes with great legs and good tits can be, but Cynthia had a body, too, and she could also laugh and dance and had none of the small town inhibitions of the others.

In other words, more than her share of dates fell young Cynthia’s way in short order. Billy Watson, Sammy Hall and most of the football team liked partying with her. There was night bowling and school dances, the kind where it was still fashionable to dance cheek to cheek for Stairway To Heaven, and, of course, necking at Ziggy’s Drive-in on Route 26 or one of the old farms outside town. Cynthia knew how to have a good time, but she was holding out. Sure, a number of boys had seen her tits and played with her pink nipples. A couple had even inserted trembling fingers inside her. It was funny how they froze up, though, afraid to touch her wrong, faces pouring sweat as if they were playing a deadly form of the silly kids’ game Operation.

Why she didn’t let them go further, she wasn’t sure. Maybe it was what her mother had made her promise, towards the end, when the cancer had really taken its toll, leaving her in bed most of the time, under care of the visiting hospice nurses. Be true to yourself, her mother had said. Don’t give yourself away.

The joke of it all was that Cynthia never even wanted to compete with Meredith. They were from two worlds and Cynthia never dreamed of treading on the footsteps of the other’s society. Meredith went to First Baptist; her aunt went to a little cinder block structure on Drury called The Holy Ghost Tabernacle. Meredith wanted to bed a Lancaster or a Trace, and she wanted... well, what did she want?

Shep. Yes, at a certain point, she did want Shepard Trace. She learned this about herself the day she first saw him riding his horse, a chestnut gelding, out on the field where she and a couple of her friends were having a picnic. He’d ridden up, looking like a movie hero, with his denim shirt, ten-gallon hat and black boots. He had eyes like no one she’d ever encountered. Pale blue, like the sky, only more stunning, penetrating. When he took his hat off, he had the finest sand colored hair. And he was so tan.

He spoke like a king or a prince, and she was just in awe, even though he was telling them they needed to move on, because this was Trace land. It was such a beautiful day, and she just fell into a trance. He was lean, too, and he had muscles under that shirt and jeans.

As she and Rosa and Abby walked off together Cynthia made a point of wiggling in her bikini in case he was still watching. Dreamily, she asked the girls why they hadn’t seen this particular boy at school.

“He goes away to school,” Rosa told her, surprised at her friend’s ignorance. “He and his twin brother Caleb both attend some kind of military school.”

Cynthia wondered out loud if they were delinquents or something, and they just giggled and slapped her arm.

“It’s a family tradition,” Rosa, the daughter of a maid explained.

“He’s the nice one. If you want the bad one,” Abby, a nearsighted pharmacist’s daughter added, “look for his brother, Cal. They’re like night and day.”

For some reason, Cynthia never wanted to see the other one, dark haired Caleb. But Shep, the fair-haired horseman became her obsession. She’d never really tried to get a boy to like her before, but she was determined with this one. Seeing him, however, was difficult enough, let alone winning him over. Months passed before she had a chance. Then came the Founder’s Day Picnic, the summer before her senior year. She wore her best dress, a very acceptable light colored print, along with the kind of flat, white sandals that were popular at the time. Her hair was meticulous, very wavy, very early eighties.

Her friends didn’t believe she could pull it off, especially not with her reputation being so solidly in place as a lower class party girl. She reminded Rosa and Abby, though, that people were people and that in a town where churches still condemned dancing as the devil’s work, any normal, red-blooded girl was apt to be nicknamed ‘Sin’.

She managed to run into Shep by the lemonade table. She offered a carefully rehearsed joke, telling him she hoped she wasn’t trespassing again. To her surprise, he blushed a little above the collar of his fancy western shirt as he told her he was sorry for having had to do that, but his father was very insistent about keeping ‘idlers’ as he put it, off the family’s vast holdings.

Cynthia fingered her strategically empty glass, said it was all right.  She could do things, even then, with her lips, making herself look pouty and so on, and this definitely helped. Plus she had new makeup on, much better than what she usually used.

Next thing she knew, Shepard Matthew Trace III was getting her a lemonade and escorting her around the highly decorated town square, telling her all about the traditions, and how in the old days the cattle roundup went right through Main Street. Cynthia was still trying to absorb the idea that there were steers in Florida at all, but Shep told her it was one of the largest beef states in the country, rivaling even Texas. 

He really did have a lot of cowboy in him, too, especially his strong silent manners and his very strong yet gentle grip as he held her hand. She knew she was getting stares and whispers, especially from Meredith’s crowd, but she didn’t care. Meredith herself, they said, was fit to be tied, but it only served her right for not thinking of the direct approach herself. For all her bluster, Merry Frisk was quite unsure of herself, and she never really believed she was in Shep’s class, what with him being a descendent of the Eight Founding Families and her being only second generation Charred River stock.

Cynthia and Shep spent the afternoon together and he even sat next to her for the Annual Rodeo. She liked it whenever he would lean over and explain things to her, like why the bull riders held on with just one hand and how the rodeo clowns weren’t just there to be funny, but that, in a pinch, they could save a downed man from a deadly goring.

Cynthia even met Shep’s widowed father, along with his father, the venerable Shepard Trace the First. They seemed mildly amused by her presence, but they weren’t unfriendly. Aunt Marianne later told her that that was the proudest moment of her life, seeing her kin chatting with the Trace’s, right there in the middle of the town square.

Shep saw Cynthia only twice more before returning to school. Once was for ice cream, the other was a delicious afternoon at a swimming hole where she strutted for him in her lemon yellow bikini. He seemed very shy and hadn’t pressed his advantage. If he had, he would certainly have been the first to possess her, instead of his brother.

When fall came, Shep went back to school. She had yet to meet Caleb, who as it turned out, had never left school the previous spring, having drawn punishment duty all summer for his various offences during the year. It was Cynthia’s position that Cal was likely rebelling against their father’s strict rules. The fact that Shep had fought his own anger and was so full of quiet grace and stoic kindness, therefore, made him all the more a hero to her.

The days dragged by interminably as Cynthia waited for Shep’s Thanksgiving break. He’d written her once a week and had promised to spend every minute with her he could. Cynthia had left off all her regular boyfriends, creating something of a party crisis at Pioneer High. But she was faithful and focused so she didn’t care. If only she knew the horror the season would bring!

Meredith’s sudden friendliness that fall caught her off guard, but she never guessed how diabolical the girl’s plan was. The whole thing—sitting by her at lunch, involving her in after school trips to the skating rink, inviting her to the movies—all of it was designed to put Cynthia off guard so she wouldn’t be suspicious when Meredith offered to host her birthday party.

Cynthia’s birthday was the end of October, but Meredith told her how nice it would be to wait and have a party over Thanksgiving, when Shep could come, too. Meredith would sponsor it and naturally would cover all expenses. Cynthia was grateful and really wondered if she hadn’t judged the blonde all wrong.

The beauty of the whole caper, from Meredith’s standpoint, was that, unbeknownst to Cynthia, there were only two people invited: her and Shep. Furthermore, they’d been given two entirely different arrival times. She was to come at eight, while he was not to arrive until ten.

When Cynthia knocked at the door, noting how quiet the place seemed, she wondered if she had mistaken the day. All the window shades were down and there were no cars in the driveway. Meredith had been smart enough to send her family away, of course, to guarantee privacy.

The door opened, but no one was there. Inside, all the lights were off. Through the patio door, there was moonlight, enough to guide her as she went to the center of the all white living room, feeling like she’d walked into some bad horror movie.

“Surprise!” Meredith yelled as the lights came on. Cynthia was dumbstruck. Merry and three of her cheerleading friends were standing there grinning, wearing revealing leather costumes, complete with masks.

Cynthia couldn’t help but laugh. “Is it still Halloween around here?” she asked gaily.

“No,” Meredith replied, her voice sweet and sinister at the same time. “It’s Slut Day. Know what that is?”

“I know,” said Candy, a frizzy blonde with big tits who was shorter than Meredith by five inches, and dumber by a half. “That’s the day we show Sin what a slut she is.”

Meredith punched her in the arm. “I know that you know, you idiot! We were supposed to let her guess!”

“Sorry,” Candy whined, massaging her bruise.

“You two,” Merry said authoritatively to the others, whom Cynthia recognized respectively as Erica, a statuesque brunette from English and Kelly, a dark haired sweet figured girl from her chemistry class. “Strip the slut—our guest of honor, I mean.”

They were both strong, surprisingly so for cheerleaders. Between the two of them, they wrestled Cynthia’s new dress over her head. She’d been yelling and flailing her arms the whole time, but once the dress was off, Meredith gave the order to hold her still.

Painfully, they pinioned her arms behind her back so all she could hope to do was kick. This option, however, was also removed as the toadyish Candy came up from behind and knelt down to hold Cynthia’s feet still.

Meredith was all smugness as she came up to taunt her rival. “Not so cocksure now, are you, little slut?”

“Meredith, I don’t know what all this is about, but your joke is going a little far,” Cynthia informed her stoically.

Meredith struck her now, slapping her across the face, hard enough to twist her head.

“You’ll speak only when spoken to,” Merry instructed. “Is that clear?”

Cynthia started to say something, but seeing Meredith pull back her hand again, she blurted hastily, “Yes, I understand.”

Meredith tore at Cynthia’s slip, ripping it from the shoulders. “What have we here?” she taunted, as Cynthia’s frilly white underwear was revealed. “A little treat for Shep, huh? Well guess what? You’re going to share it with us first.”

“Please, no,” Cynthia cried as Merry twisted both her nipples savagely. She tried to break free, but with the girls holding her fast all she could do was stand there and take whatever the cruel cheerleading captain wanted to dish out.

“Actually, I’m surprised a little slut like you wears underwear at all,” Meredith said, taking a small pair of silver surgical scissors from the belt of her black leather skirt, a perfect match to her leather top. “But we can remedy that.”

The scissors were cold and Meredith was very slow, making sure to maximize the torment. Bit by bit, she cut away the center material of the bra, making cutouts for each breast. Telling her she’d never again dare to even look at Shepard Trace after tonight, she rubbed the pointed tips of the scissors lightly over Cynthia’s nipples, sending wicked charges of pleasure-pain shooting all the way down to her pussy. 

Leaving the cutout bra in place, Meredith slid the sharp instrument down her belly now, further heightening the girl’s sexual tension. Cynthia’s eyes were glued to the terrible device. When Meredith reached her panties, she pulled out the waistband and lowered the scissors down along the outside of her swollen nether lips. 

“Who’s been down here, huh slut?” she teased. “How many this week? A dozen?”

“More!” Candy called up from the floor, under her crotch where she was still holding her legs. 

“Yea,” Erica chimed in. “Sin sleeps with anybody and everybody, that’s why they call her that.”

“What about Shep?” Meredith demanded, leaning in so her masked face almost touched Cynthia’s. “Has he been in your pants? I think not!”

Cynthia shuddered at the twin sensations of Meredith’s tongue in her ear and the scissors point pressing into her warm wet opening.

“Don’t cut me, please,” Cynthia begged, her voice small and scared.

Meredith backed away enough to cut out a crotch hole in the panties, the same size as the nipple holes. “Oh, don’t worry, sweetie. We don’t want your blood, do we, girls?”

“No,” they all agreed, laughing. “Not blood.”

Meredith had her first, putting her down on the hardwood deck of her parent’s patio. Erica and Kelly each held one leg, very widely spaced, while the ever sneering Candy, whose tits kept threatening to pour out of her black leather bra, was in charge of Cynthia’s arms. Cynthia barely avoided a mouthful of tit, as Candy leaned over her to tell her what she was going to do to her when it was her turn.

Meredith, who had strapped a large dildo over her crotch, told Candy to shut up. Cynthia had no opportunity to object herself because they had stuffed a jock strap into her mouth. They assured her it was used and that they had gone to great trouble to smuggle it out of the boy’s locker room, just for her. It was ripe and the smell made her nauseous.

To Cynthia’s great humiliation, Meredith’s dildo had easy access to her slick canal. She was told in no uncertain terms by her tormentors that this was a sure sign of her being not only a slut, but a whore as well—and a pain loving one at that. Meredith was very thorough and she took her time, not having to worry about losing any natural erection.

She’d have gone on all night, just enjoying looking into Cynthia’s face, which Candy was under orders to hold straight up so she couldn’t look away, but the others were whining to try her out, too. Three times, she was dildo taken, as three times they changed spots. When it was Candy’s turn, however, Meredith said no, reminding her that her mother was just a peon who worked in a doctor’s office and that she didn’t deserve sex with their prisoner.

Candy pouted, saying her mother was a nurse and that she was the one who got the scissors and all the ‘other neat stuff’. Meredith grabbed her by her hair and threatened to cut her bald, quickly ending the debate. For the next round, Cynthia was dragged to the kitchen where they draped her over the back of a chair, ass up, ankles and hands attached to the four legs, two in front and two behind. They used medical tape wrapped in thick layers.

The way she was stretched, with her breasts cruelly forced over the top of the chair, she had no leverage at all. All she could do was look at the floor in front of her face and listen as Meredith made a point of telling her everything they were going to do to her. There was the paddle, which was long and wooden, a ribbed vibrator, and of course the dildo. The paddle stung like hell and the vibrator was a mean little thing that kept her jazzed up, but wouldn’t give relief. When she dripped come onto the floor, they beat her all the harder, making sure to aim for the large hole they’d just now cut from the rear of her panties.

The leather belt was Meredith’s father’s, and when they hit her with it, it was like a ribbon of fire. She moaned and squirmed pitifully with each stripe. When they were done, they untaped her and put her to her knees, removing the jock strap so Candy could replace it with a dildo, a different one, made of clear plastic.

“I got the biggest I could find,” Candy told her proudly, forcing it in and out rapidly.

Cynthia thought she would vomit. But really, all this was just a preliminary to the main event, which consisted of her eating out all four of her ‘hostesses’. Since they had exhausted her by this point, she offered little resistance as they attached a dog collar round her neck with a silver leash and led her on all fours back to the living room. One by one, then, she licked the girls out as they sat on the sofa, legs spread wide, their behinds pressing on thick terrycloth towels.

“Don’t you dare make a  mess!” Meredith warned the girls, as if staining the furniture was worse than abusing another human being. Really, she was just a spoiled little girl—a spoiled, mean little girl that is.

“Ooh,” Merry squealed with delight as she checked the clock after Cynthia had serviced them all, swallowing enough female fluids to pickle her stomach. “It’s only six thirty; we have oodles of time left.”

More than enough time to take her anally, which was something Cynthia had never dreamed of. Meredith went last this time, and afterward Cynthia had to kiss her ass in thankfulness for being used like the slut she was.

Afterwards, they took her for a ‘walk’ in the backyard. It was pitch black except for the spotlight, and cold, too. On all fours, naked, Cynthia had to crawl out to the back fence where they made her pee in front of them. It was almost more than she could bear, squatting and urinating like an animal in front of these haughty, fully clothed girls who had just taken turns plowing her every orifice.

Beaten, submissive, utterly shaken, Cynthia crawled back to the house, heeling her mistresses like the good pet she was becoming. They didn’t let her in right away, but kept her chained to the railing of the porch for a while. Alone in the dark she waited, knowing that at any second someone could come by and see her like this. Cynthia shivered against the frigid night air. It felt like an hour till they let her in, but by the clock it had been less than five minutes.

“Time to dress for the party, dear!” Meredith declared cheerfully as they allowed her to crawl back inside. After kissing each girl’s feet, Cynthia was allowed to stand shakily and walk to the little bathroom off the kitchen. They used ice-cold water to clean her, splashing it on with a washcloth. They paid special attention to her intimate areas, taking the opportunity to violate her with fingers and bars of soap. This time they didn’t even have to hold her, as she was too exhausted to resist.

Meredith patted her head when they were done, calling her a good slut. She had no fight left and gave no resistance as they shaved her nether hair and dressed her in the red corset, crotch-less panties and absurdly high heels, ruby red.

“Now that’s the look for you,” Meredith assured her sarcastically. “Why don’t you dance for us and show off?”

Cynthia was very obedient, shaking her tits and ass just like they wanted her to, just like a good ‘Sin’ slut. It didn’t even matter. It felt like someone else moving, anyway. The girls amused themselves watching her a while and then they put her in place in the living room, part of a living tableau, with her eating Kelly, bent over so Erica could penetrate her ass with the strap-on. Shep was due to arrive, and it was show time.

In retrospect, it was an act of mercy for Meredith to invite only Shep. If others had seen her like that, she would have been obliged to leave town the next day. As it was, she could imagine nothing worse than seeing Shep’s face, his initial bliss turning to shock and pain as he walked in and saw his love in a state of disgusting sexual debauchery.

“What do you think of your girlfriend, now?” Meredith asked, eyes wide, practically drooling over him as she draped herself on his arm. “Red really is her color, isn’t it?”

Shep never said a word as he shook Merry off him. Very smoothly, looking very dignified, he just turned on his heel and walked right back out the door. He’d reminded Cynthia of a soldier, condemned to death, marching with honor to the gallows. Whatever went through his mind—shame, disappointment, or anger—she would never know. She’d never had the nerve to call or write and in all these years she’d never heard from the man, not even once.

Feeling like a prune, Cynthia rose to her feet, the reverie having come full circle. Turning off the water, she reached for a towel. It was dark out now and she’d yet to hear Reyna come home. That sick maternal feeling sat heavily in her gut once more. I’ve made a mistake, she repeated to herself for the umpteenth time. Reyna will never adapt to this way of life, and no one, including her, will ever accept me. I’m a failure, she thought. I’m a failure as a woman and as a mother. Putting herself to bed, she fell at once into a deep and dreamless sleep.


Chapter Three

Cynthia awoke to the smell of bacon. Sitting up, she realized how sore she was and how exhausted she’d been last night. Auntie’s bed was very soft, and it had made her feel so warm and secure. With a little stab of guilt she realized she hadn’t made any bed up for Reyna. Then again, Reyna had still been out when Cynthia had crawled into bed, her hair still wet, not a stitch of clothes on as she collapsed into unconsciousness. 

Half expecting Aunt Marianne’s ghost to be at the stove, Cynthia padded to the kitchen, having donned an oversized t-shirt. She had to rub her eyes in disbelief when she saw it was her daughter awake and cooking. Not only that, Reyna looked downright pretty in her spaghetti strap dress, the floral print with a hem that came almost to her knees. The one from rehab graduation.

“Hi, Mom!” Reyna beamed from the stove where she was putting the finishing touches on the eggs and bacon.

“Good morning,” Cynthia replied as she gave her daughter a kiss on the cheek, noting the orange juice, toast and fresh brewed coffee already at the table of the sunny yellow kitchen. “This looks wonderful, but where did you get all this from?”

“I picked up some stuff at the store,” she explained, flipping her freshly combed hair over her shoulder as she turned the eggs lightly with a spatula. “Sit down, you’re just in time.”

Cynthia found her old place at the small wooden table. Tucking her hands under her thighs, rubbing her bare toes on the 1970’s era linoleum she said, “I didn’t even hear you come in last night.”

“I got in around  eleven.” Reyna spooned some eggs onto her mother’s plate. “That’s not too late is it, Mom?”

Mom? She hadn’t called her that since elementary school. As for coming in by eleven, usually she didn’t even go out till then.

“No, honey, that’s fine. I’m so sorry; I never fixed you a place to sleep. The furniture should get here this morning.”

“No sweat. I slept on the  couch.” Reyna plopped down across from her, shoved a piece of toast in her mouth. “I’m famished.”

Cynthia picked at the eggs. All of this was much too good to be true. “You’re looking very nice today,” she observed, fishing for information.

Reyna rolled her eyes. “Don’t be so suspicious. If you must know I met a boy yesterday and he’s taking me out today on a picnic.”

“Oh.” A boy. So that was it. Cynthia cleared her throat, trying to find the right words. “How nice, sweetie. Is he a . . .”

Reyna finished her thought. “Yes, Mom. He’s a responsible, sober young man.” Another bite of toast and she was up again, taking her untouched plate to the sink. “And he’ll be here to get me any minute now.”

“We’ll talk later, then?” Cynthia asked hopefully as Reyna planted a peck on her cheek and strode confidently from the room.

“Huh? Yea, sure, Mom.”

Cynthia sighed. Leave it to a daughter of hers to get involved with someone less than 24 hours after moving into a new home. But how would that fit in with her plans for Reyna’s future? Would this person support her in the right endeavors—a job, personal responsibility and so on? And what about getting Reyna through school? She still needed her GED and then there was college. And what about drinking? Would this boy help her stay clean?

A frown crossed Cynthia’s face. Reyna had already had sex with this boy. That was painfully obvious from the girl’s appearance. She had that universal female afterglow, that tiny window of self delusion when you think you’ve found Mr. Right, only to discover later you’ve already seen him at his best and the rest will be downhill now that he’s gotten all that he wants from the relationship.

“Later, Mom! He’s here!”

Cynthia heard the screen door slam and leaped to her feet. Could she at least catch a glimpse of him, maybe force an introduction and a small lecture or two? Forgetting her skimpy attire, she scampered to the porch just in time to see a green sports car pull away very fast.

Her heart stopped when she saw the license tag. It was a vanity plate, the special state agricultural kind. The letters couldn’t have spelled it out any more clearly – Trace 9. Cynthia bit her lip. In less than a day her little girl had found her way into the arms—and the bed—of a Trace boy. The question was which Trace boy?

***

Reyna had floated to the car, all waves and smiles as soon as she saw him. Jason looked especially delicious in an open cotton print shirt over a black tee and khakis. Two times now she’d seen him and he hadn’t yet worn shorts. Reyna thought that was cool because it set him apart from the little boys and middle-aged jocks.

Jason was a man. With three months to spare, legally that is, and his own set of wheels.

“Hi,  baby!” She leaned over and kissed him chastely on the cheek, not wanting to heat him up too soon.

“Did you do what I  asked?” Jason asked flatly, hitting the accelerator so hard she fell back against the leather seat. 

“I sure did,  baby.” Reyna tucked herself in, pulling the belt tight and sexy across her waist and between her breasts. She felt so good and tingly all over. As soon as Jason had dropped her off last night around midnight, she’d run inside to masturbate, just like he’d told her. Luckily Cynthia was asleep. She must have come a dozen times, feeling just like it was Jason inside of her and not her own hand. She’d done it in front of her window, just like he’d ordered her to do. She knew today that he’d want a full report. That was so hot—him being connected to her like that and caring about what she did when he wasn’t there.

“You want to hear about my night?” she cooed, as she proceeded to tell in detail how she’d pressed her nude body to the glass, making love to it all night, leaving herself totally exposed to possible discovery by Cynthia or anyone in the street for that matter.

When she was done, Jason just shrugged. “Whatever. Are you naked under that thing?”

Reyna reached across to his lap and trailed a finger over his thigh. “For you, baby. Only for you.”

He took his eyes off the road and looked her up and down like he had X-ray eyes to see her bare breasts and cunt. She arched her back, trying to show her best. Her nipples had yet to subside from last night and she was still wet, just as she’d been since he took her for seafood last night, feeding her lobster from his plate, making her take it in her mouth as the little vibrator kept chugging away, pummeling her insides. Reyna didn’t even like lobster and that was what made him do it. He had been dominating her, proving a point. The message had hit home, right in her cunt.

“Take off your flip flops.”

Reyna kicked off the informal footwear. He’d told her to dress up today, but this was the best she could manage out of her small suitcase till the rest of her clothes came. The dress was the one Cynthia had made her get for that silly ‘graduation’. She’d found it hanging up this morning in the hall closet. It had been nice of her mother to take her bag from the car and hang up her stuff. Maybe it was just a way to search her belongings for contraband, but it still felt nice. Anyway, they were in a new place now and needed a fresh start, which was why she was giving Cynthia a break.

“So where are we going, babe?” she wheedled as she let her hands explore him, up under his shirt, down over his erection.

“Put your arms down,” he told her.

“Sorry.” Reyna put her hands in her lap and tried to make herself invisible.

“It’s a place outside of town,” he offered after a several miles of silence. “Real secluded.”

A warm chill passed through her as she tried to imagine what that last little remark might mean. Secluded equaled romantic in her mind. Closing her eyes, letting the sun fall on her face through the open roof, Reyna let her imagination run wild. In a few moments, she was asleep.

When she awoke, she found herself lying on a blanket. Jason was at her feet, attaching cuffs to her ankles. She blinked and looked around. They were under a pine tree, in the middle of a meadow.

“It’s called a spreader bar,” Jason explained as she propped herself up on her elbows to watch him secure the long metal rod that would make it impossible for her to close her legs.

“This is freaky,” she decided, wriggling her toes. “Where do you get all this stuff, anyway?”

“From my dad,” he said, rummaging through the black gym bag he’d brought from the car. “He just doesn’t know it.”

Reyna smiled, loving him all the more for his being an outlaw. “But what if someone sees us?” she asked, watching him as he untangled two strips of leather attached to either side of what looked like a blue ping pong ball.

Jason raised her dress, baring her already open cunt. There was a summer breeze and it felt funky. “Nobody ever comes out here,” he said. “My family owns as far as you can see.”

Reyna thought about that, doing her best to see just as far as she could across the totally green and lush landscape. While she was doing this, Jason popped the ball gag in her mouth. Her protests turned to muffled giggles as he buckled the device behind her head. It was too tight to spit out and it tasted like a rancid handball. 

Using her eyes, she conveyed displeasure.

He smiled, melting her instantly. “That’s a ball gag,” he explained eagerly, making her realize in many ways he was just a boy at play. She made a mental note, deciding to turn the tables against him one day.

“As long as you don’t fight me, I won’t cuff your  hands.” He dangled silver handcuffs in front of her, like she was supposed to be impressed. Tossing them aside, he decided to test her obedience, pushing her down and sliding both straps of her dress down to bare her breasts. She made no move to block him as he massaged her young, firm flesh. The attention made her salivate and she quickly realized there was no swallowing in her current state. Seeing his obvious arousal as he watched her drool against her will, however, more than made up for the discomfort.

“You ready for more?” he asked, diving back into the magic bag like a five year old, this time producing a round rubber paddle. Reyna rolled her eyes. Obviously this was going to be a picnic without any food. He helped her now to turn over so she was on all fours. With the spreader in, she was totally vulnerable and would have no chance of protecting herself.

“If it hurts,” he assured her, “you can bite down on the ball.”

Reyna raised her arm and flipped him her middle finger over her shoulder. He just chuckled as he pulled the dress high up on her back, making sure both her cunt and ass were fully exposed. Stretching her ankles a little, she tested the rigidity of her bonds. At this point her chances of getting away were slim to none. Her choices were to fight, try to hobble away and find civilization, or else just hanker down and enjoy. Feeling the sun on her skin, the air on her heavily aroused body, she opted for the latter.

The first blow was mild, though it brought her languid, cock-seeking body to quick attention. The second blow was harder, making her pitch forward so the material of her dress rubbed over her swollen nipples, engorging them even further. For the third blow he struck her on the left side of her buttocks, while inserting a finger in her sopping pussy.

Reyna’s moan was stifled, captured by the bitter, mouth-encompassing rubber. She wanted so badly to scream, to flail at him, grab his cock and shove it in her, or better yet to do some of this domination shit back to him. How would he like it, she wondered, eating a full meal at a fancy restaurant with a thrumming bastard of a thing inside you, pricking and pummeling you to jelly, so that you’re petrified you’re going to leave a huge pool of come on the seat? How would he like to sip soda from a glass trying to act normal, while the orgasms keep coming. Your date just watching you smugly, knowing you are vastly underdressed, raising every waiter’s eye in shorts and top only—your underwear back in the car over his rear view mirror? Then he makes you eat horrible lobster, and you take it like he owns you. All you can do is say thank you while you wish he’d end your torture and take you somewhere—the back seat, the toilet even—so he can stamp his brand, searing you with his hot throbbing cock.

And it gets worse: No relief, no relief at all as he drops you off, makes you spread for him so he can take out the vibrator. You lick it clean and then he pops it back in the glove compartment. He tells you that you must masturbate for him, at the window, and that he won’t leave till he sees you starting, but you’ll have to keep going after he leaves, for a long time, all night in fact.

Reyna felt sudden peace. Jason had stopped his beating long enough to caress her inflamed buttocks. “Damn, baby. You are so hot,” he said, his voice low and guttural.

She thrust herself up at him, wanting more, anything, just so he wouldn’t leave her, ever. If she could do it right now she would smother him in kisses, covering his feet, his ass, the tip of his cock. Yes, she’d kiss him happily—after first slapping him, that is.

“You want this, don’t you?” he crooned, massaging her clit.

Her hands balled to fists. He was putting a finger in her, but why wasn’t he making love to her? He had to want it as much as she did. He’d been erect last night, all through dinner and when he brought her home, too. But he’d refused to let her blow him, nor would he use her slick and open canal. And he’d been worked up already today before she got in the car; she’d seen it in his khakis.

Jason popped his teasing finger back out and it felt like a cork coming out of a bottle. “That’s enough for now,” he said. 

She couldn’t believe it. The bastard was on his feet wiping his hands off on a rag.

“I gotta go,” he said matter of factly. “I’ll be back.”

She looked up at him, her eyes were pools of desperation. 

“Don’t move, Reyna. Don’t move at all. Otherwise, when I come back, I’ll know.”

Reyna chewed the words as he got in the Mustang and drove off. This couldn’t be happening. He couldn’t have just left her, bare assed, trussed up like some freak in the middle of an open field.

Just get up, Reyna, she told herself. You have your hands; you can get those ankle cuffs off. They don’t even lock. Then you can take this damned gag thing out, too. The ball gag was the worst, because she couldn’t stop drooling and now she was covering the green army blanket with a puddle of her own spit.

So what was she waiting for? She didn’t have to stay here. Then again, he’d told her to, and though he hadn’t threatened her, he’d been very stern and hinted strongly he’d be disappointed. Reyna didn’t want that, didn’t want to disappoint Jason. She needed him to get home and for lots more besides. He was the only one who understood her, the only one who took the time with her. That meant something. In fact, it meant everything. Because she loved him, she knew that now. Her staying like this, in perfect submission, abandoning her will to his, her body exposed, aroused, and open for him whenever he returned. Whenever he wanted her, to use her and fill her—this was her sign of devotion, her shouting out to the world, albeit while gagged, that she belonged to him – to Jason X. Her mysterious, Florida, cowboy lover.

Reyna jumped as she heard the loud cracking noise. She looked up from her reverie and saw there was something over in the nearby bushes. Something with eyes. Panicking, she rolled over onto her buttocks. She had to get away. Not taking her eyes off the ruffling branches, she reached down to her ankles and opened the buckled cuffs. Leaping to her feet, she tore at the gag, finally managing to dislodge it just as the Mustang pulled up.

“Jason! There’s something out there!” she cried, pointing desperately as he got out of the car.

He looked at her, frowning slightly. His brown eyes seemed clouded. Whatever it was, the car had scared it away. “Get yourself together,” he said. “I’ll take you home.”

He was mad. She’d disobeyed him and now he was mad.

“Jason,  wait!” She clambered after him, grabbing his arm at the door of the car. He wasn’t listening, wasn’t stopping and so she found herself grabbing the back of his legs, falling to her knees, pleading. Weeping. Begging.

He stood there, like a statue, hand on the door handle for the longest time. Then finally he bent down to take her in his arms. She poured out her soul, told him everything, and in exchange as he held her, softening her tremors with kisses, he said, very softly, “I think I love you, Reyna.”

She pulled him down on top of her fiercely now, wanting him, needing him inside her so bad it hurt. Wrapping her legs round him, clutching, pushing the dress up out of the way, she let him take her, ramrod straight, moving through her rapidly and with passion as only an eighteen year old boy can. And Reyna responded, with all the heat and all the lust that only an eighteen year old girl is capable of giving back. For a long while after she lay beneath him in the dirt, cushioning him with her soft flesh, still spasming as she strained with every fiber to give more, so much more.

***

The movers didn’t arrive until two. Cynthia greeted them barefoot in t-shirt and running shorts. She and Reyna didn’t have much furniture although most of it would still have to go in the garage for now. Reyna’s things—her old bed, her wardrobe, the dresser with Pooh bears on it from when she was little—she had the two men put in the spare room, which would be converted into her daughter’s bedroom.

It was while she was helping them bring floor lamps up the walk that she heard his voice.

“Y’all be careful with those,” Cal told them in his lazy Florida drawl, sounding like a man who expected to be obeyed. It made her mad, because she knew he’d never really worked a day in his life. Yes, their father had always given them plenty to do on the ranch, he and Shep both, but Cal had always seemed to get out of his share, leaving the bulk for his brother. She and Shep used to joke about that during those precious few times they shared with each other all those years ago.

She remembered the night of the Founder’s Day picnic when Shep had taken her behind the Courthouse Square to a little grassy knoll next to Reserve Lake, where they’d laid out on the grass and counted stars. When he’d asked her to make a wish, she kissed him and told him this was it. She knew now it had been love that made her feel that way. 

So why did she ever even give Caleb the time of day?

“Hey, darlin’,” Cal tipped his hat, a different one, made of black felt. Today he had on black jeans and a blue shirt. Cynthia forced a smile.

“I wish you hadn’t come back,” she said once the movers were out of hearing range.

He took the opportunity to put his arm round her slender waist. Looking down, he whistled. “You’re barefoot for me again today, huh? You know what that does to me.”

She tried to push him off but the two young moving men were coming back down the walk and she didn’t want to make a scene.

“You boys hustle it up a little,” Cal winked, “and I’ll see to it you get a hundred bucks extra apiece.”     

They perked up at once. “Yes, sir,” they said in unison, tipping their caps. “Thank you, sir.”

Cal grinned, squeezing Cynthia’s ribs possessively. “I spare no expense for my friends.”

Cynthia cringed. If she could have done any damage to his silver tipped black leather boots with her unshod feet, she’d have done it by now. “Cal,” she whispered, trying to keep a smile for the admiring young men. “Aren’t you forgetting something you’ve left at home?”

Shooing the ogling movers away, he blew into her ear, gathering her in his arms. “Merry and I have an agreement, hot stuff. She gives me the space I need to breathe and I keep her in designer  shoes.” He nuzzled her earlobe, making mincemeat of her resolution to resist him. “And what I’m smelling on you, sugar, I can breathe just fine.”

Cynthia cursed herself for having used that perfume on herself. It had been something of Auntie’s, from long ago, a lilac scent that reminded her of the woman’s kind embraces, her patient eyes and the way she’d held Cynthia close and kept apologizing for coming into her life so late, only after her mother’s death.

“Baby,” she’d told her over and over, “if only I knew my brother, Bobby, had a little girl, I’d have helped you and your Momma. Thomas and me both. Lord knows, your Daddy is a worthless  slug.” Then she’d just sigh, her ample bosom jiggling. “Well at least we have each other now,” she’d always conclude, following it up with a great big hug. 

It had been her mother who finally contacted Marianne Marshall, when she knew she didn’t have long to live. It was a decision Cynthia was very grateful for. She couldn’t imagine how much worse things could have gone for her without her aunt.

“Cal, stop  it.” 

He was running his hands over her, testing her readiness and leaving little doubts in the minds of the nearby movers that she was his lover. Putting his leg between hers and drawing her close, he said, “Maybe I should give those boys another kind of tip. Would you like that, honey—a chance to show off that prize body of  yours?” 

She squirmed, trying to turn her head and break free. His hands were up under her shirt and he had already discovered she was without a bra. “Cal, stop it! They’ll see us!”

Caleb grabbed her shoulders, forced her to her knees, right there on the sidewalk. “Why? You know you love it,” he challenged, pressing her head against his swollen crotch. Her mouth went dry. He wouldn’t dare. He couldn’t—not here.

There was an awkward clearing of throats and Cynthia realized to her horror that the movers were behind her, obviously needing her attention. Cal let her turn around, but he kept his hands on her shoulders so she couldn’t rise.

“What can we do you for, gentlemen?” Cal inquired.

The one had his mouth open in shock. The other blurted. “Everything’s all moved in, sir.” Cal dug for his wallet, peeled out two hundreds from a thick wad. 

“Good  job.” He tucked one in the palm of each, and then he said what Cynthia had been most afraid of. Inclining his head to get them closer, he said, “How would you boys like a freebee? She’s already down there, if you know what I mean.”

They looked at Cynthia with new eyes, clearly identifying her as something less than a lady. She felt the shame spread across her face and down her neck and chest. They hesitated at first, and for a few agonizing moments Cynthia thought she might actually have to service them both.

Finally the taller one, clearly the leader, nudged the other. “Nah, we gotta get going.”

They moved off hastily, but Cal called them back when he noticed the swing set pieces on the driveway. “Hey, y’all gonna put that up?”

“No, Cal. I don’t want it up. That was Reyna’s,” Cynthia protested. “I haven’t sold it yet, that’s all.”

“Oh, I don’t think so,  darlin’.” Reaching for his wallet he pulled out two more hundreds, waving them enticingly. “This is yours if you put that thing up in the backyard.”

They looked at each other, shrugged and started picking up pieces of colored metal tubing.

“Cal, what do you think you’re doing?” she demanded, as he hustled her off to the garage, putting her back on her knees in front of the open doorway.

“I got plans for that swing set, baby,” he informed her, unzipping himself and taking out his cock for her. Despite her revulsion, Cynthia took her place on his organ, carefully heeding his warnings to go slow.

“It’s been too long,” he lamented, sliding himself to that place he loved best, at the back of her throat. “I must have been crazy wanting to share this,” he laughed, tousling her hair.

 Cynthia closed her eyes, letting old reflexes take over. Reaching out to hold his buttocks in her hands, she realized she never had been able to get enough of this man, and the worse he’d treated her, the more devoted she’d been. 

***

It had been that way from the beginning. From the night he’d caught up to her, running, scared, confused, hurt—and aroused—seeking desperately to get away from Meredith Frisk’s house, her dress torn and stained. She could have waited for the cab Meredith had called for her, but she chose instead to run, as fast as she could, blindly into the night.

Caleb had a Trans Am back then, black with a gold eagle on the hood. He’d pulled alongside her, hopping out to let her fall into his arms in tears. Wrapping her in his coat, holding her shaking, half-clothed body, he gave her comfort. She knew she would never have made it home the ten miles if he hadn’t stopped. What she didn’t know was that it was no accident he was out that night.

For the next hour she sat beside him in the car, off to the side of the road, telling him the whole story as he played Abracadabra from his Steve Miller tape. She’d never even met Cal Trace and she had no idea that he’d found out Meredith’s plan and had been waiting out here for her all night, determined to steal her from his goody two shoes brother.

Under the influence of the whisky from Cal’s silver flask, she bared her soul, not to mention her body. He showed great sympathy and he was talking to her so sweetly about how hot she was and how she turned him on that she couldn’t refuse him anything. She’d felt so disgraced by this point, so cheapened, that she was sure no man would ever want her again. Imagine, then, how easily she was made to yield to the smooth talking Caleb Trace.

He had her face down over the hood of the car, her arms spread over the eagle, her very sore, very used cunt aching with need, responding to him, despite all she’d been through. He came like a rabbit, the way he always did, and she found little relief. Pressing her tits to the car, she eventually tried to hump the grill.

“Hey, get off there you crazy bitch!” he’d yelled, showing her for the first time his true colors. It was material things that he cared about – his car, his money, and his ego. Cynthia had broken down in tears, she was so sorry. He let her make it up to him by going on her knees and sucking him hard again with her mouth. Once he was erect again, he told her he had to have her in the ass this time. When she complained vehemently about how sore she was, he told her how horny it had made him hearing about what Meredith and the girls had done to her. Cynthia ended up on all fours, by the roadside, making it three for three in the loss of her virgin holes for the night.

It took him forever, and in order to finally get him off, Cynthia had to tell him all over in great detail what the girls had done to her. He ended up carrying her back to the car, she was so weak. The next day she slept till noon. His call awoke her. His manner was harsh, and she learned in the course of the next half an hour what life would be like as Caleb Trace’s latest sex toy. Three times he made her come over the phone, forcing her to use a cucumber from the refrigerator. In between he had her suck noisily on it so he could hear over the extension.

“Be ready for me, tonight,” he told her before hanging up. “I’ll be there at three AM, and you’d better be wet.”

She was, although he never showed till two days later.

***

“Oh, yea,” he said now, showing his vocabulary hadn’t improved much in twenty years. “That’s it, Sin. Do me deep.”

The crazy thing was Cynthia really did want to submit to a strong man, to give her love over to someone who could possess and control her. Even back then she’d craved it, without realizing. Cal had talked the talk and won her over, but she saw now that he didn’t have what it took to be a true dominator—at least not with her.

“Hey, mister?”

Cynthia froze. It was the movers again, calling from outside, obviously trying not to look at what was going on. All they’d be able to see was Cal, but with his pants down and her behind him it would be pretty obvious what was going on.

“Hey, boys. Got it all done?”

“Uh, yea.”

“Fair enough, boys.” He turned his head, waved to them with his cowboy hat. “The extra two hundred’s in that coffee can on the shelf. How about you two having a great day, huh?”

“Likewise,” she heard one of them chuckling.

Cynthia felt his hand bracing her neck. He was coming and he wanted to make sure she got it all. Bastard, she thought, as she swallowed his thick seed. The only consolation she had was that these movers weren’t locals, which meant she’d never lay eyes on them again.

“Good girl,” he praised her, once she’d licked him clean the way she always did.

She pushed his hand off her head. “Go home to your wife, Caleb.”

He snorted. “That bitch, Meredith, is too frigid for me, honey. I need me a real woman like you.”

For once, she felt sympathy for the dreaded Meredith. Whatever she’d done in the past, all these years living with this man must surely have paid her back. 

“Then go to a whore,” she said, brushing past him. “Because I’ve had it with you.”

“Just a minute, little  girl.” He seized her arm in a viselike grip. “I don’t believe I was done with you yet.”

Kicking and screaming, he dragged her out to the backyard, having first rifled through the garage for a roll of duct tape. Seeing the swing set, she got a sinking feeling. Out of total desperation and rage, knowing herself beaten, Cynthia Marshall said the one thing she knew might hurt Cal back in the way he was hurting her.

“I hate you, Caleb! You’re not half the man your brother is!” she cried, as he positioned her under the middle of the horizontal bar.

Caleb fumed, his face turning cherry red. “Oh, so it’s still my brother your panties are dripping for,  huh?” Rudely, he seized one wrist then the other, wrapping long stretches of tape round them. Together, he bound them over her head to the bar. He did it tight enough so she had to stand on tiptoes.

Watching her wince, face inches from hers, he said, “You think Shep’s so wonderful? Well guess, what, sister? My brother is a nutcase. That’s right. He’s been up at the old family mansion for months now, and he doesn’t even go outside. They say he comes out at night, running around like a wolf, howling at the moon. Probably got some disease over in those Asian whorehouses he’s been living in for twenty years!”

He grinned stopping to enjoy the shock, the hurt on her face for a moment or two before sealing her mouth with a strip of the tape. Gloating mightily, he finished his work, tearing off her t-shirt, yanking the tiny shorts down to her ankles along with her soaked panties. And so he left her, bound and totally helpless, naked in her own backyard. 

Now what? Her every nerve was on fire. Every dog barking, every twig snapping on the other side of the six-foot fence separating her from the neighbors was threatening to explode her. And the worst part of it, aside from the fact that Reyna would be the one to find her like this, was that she now knew that Shep Trace hadn’t become the happy, well-adjusted man she’d imagined. He was in trouble and she knew it. Just as she knew she had to help him.

As it turned out, the ants found her ahead of Reyna. Probably it was the perfume, she thought, as they began to crawl up her legs. There were flies, too, buzzing about her aroused nipples, grazing the inside of her thighs, driving her to madness. She clenched her teeth in silent fury, a rage washing over her, unbidden, unstoppable. As terrible as it was, though, she had one consolation. Shep felt it, too, and somehow he was calling out to her, even now.


Chapter Four

The first thing Reyna thought when she saw her mother bound to the swing set was that someone had attacked her. She’d run screaming for the scissors, to cut her loose, her other hand holding the mobile phone to dial 911. But when Reyna pulled the tape off her mother’s mouth, Cynthia had told her not to call the police.

It was at that point that Reyna got suspicious. And when she started asking questions only to have her mother tell her it was a ‘grownup thing’ she wouldn’t understand, then she really got the picture. Cynthia hadn’t been assaulted. She’d been playing sex games. Unbelievable! Who did her mother think she was, telling her how to live her life when here she was living out her sick fantasies right in their own backyard?

Could anything be more embarrassing?

“I want to die!” she’d screamed, storming off. “You’re a miserable cunt and a whore and I hate you and you’ve ruined my  life!” She didn’t really mean all those things, and she realized that as soon as she stooped over in the front yard retching up the taco Jason had bought her after their lengthy ‘picnic’. He’d kidded her about her being a cheap date, holding her taco out of reach and making her do sexy things to him in the car to get her food. It had been cool and kind of funny to act like a whore for him at the time, but nothing seemed funny anymore. Not when her mother was turning out to be the town tramp all over again.

Taking off down Main Street, Reyna found the nearest payphone. She had Jason’s cell number. It was written on her stomach and she had no intention of washing it off, ever. It had made her so hot, just sitting there at the Quick Taco, her dress up at her neck, completely vulnerable as he pressed down in black ink across her taut belly.

Reyna didn’t have any money—or even a purse—so she called collect, giving her first name as ID. It was a little chancy, pulling up her dress to see the number, especially without underwear, but she was past caring. When an older woman answered the phone, she thought she’d dialed wrong. But the woman accepted the charges.

“Is Jason there?” she blurted, as soon as the operator cut out.

“No, he’s not, Reyna.” The way she said the name left no doubt she regarded her as an enemy.

Reyna pause, then said as politely as possible, “Well, do you know when he’ll be back?”

“No I don’t. May I ask who exactly you are to Jason?” 

“I’m his girlfriend,” she said without thinking. “And who the hell are you?”

“I’m his mother,” the woman said icily. “Meredith Trace.”

Reyna winced. “I—I’m sorry, Mrs. Trace.”

There was noise in the background. She could hear yelling and then finally Jason came on the line.

“Hello?”

Reyna’s heart soared at the sound of his voice. “It’s me, baby. I need to see you right away.”

He hesitated. “Um, I don’t know. I’m in the middle of something.”

“Now, Jason. I mean  it.” Reyna shifted the black receiver from one ear to the other, intensifying her voice. “I need you bad. I want to play a new game. Do you think you can get those little brats together? The blondes from yesterday? Good. Are they cool? Will they play kinky? Because I want all three of you to take me on. Hardcore. Understand?”

“Yes,” he said, his voice uneasy.

“Pick me up on Main, by the arcade,” she instructed. “And don’t screw this up.”

Reyna slammed down the phone. She’d scared the crap out of him, she could tell, but she was desperate and had no choice. Slipping to the ground, she wrapped her arms round her knees to wait. She thought how pissed Cynthia would be after today. Good. It made her so sick to think she’d cared so much for what mother thought of everything all these years and meanwhile she was a bigger pervert than Reyna could ever hope to be.

What a joke! Her mother probably did drugs, too. What kind of hypocrite was she, always talking about how much she cared about her? She didn’t care. She couldn’t or else she wouldn’t embarrass her like that, making a fool out of herself. How could she let someone do that to her? She was a mother. How could someone tie her that way, totally nude and, and…

Just in time she heard the Mustang. She’d been real close to tears, and that was baby stuff.

“Get in,” Jason told her, leaning over to open the passenger door as he drove up on the sidewalk. 

“Don’t you ever worry about getting a ticket?” she asked as he did a one eighty in the middle of the street.

“Don’t have to,” he shrugged. “My family owns this town.”

Reyna pondered the words, trying to match them with her image of him as a rebel. “Whatever,” she quipped, reclining the seat and closing her eyes. “Just tell me you did what I asked.”

“Got it covered. By the time we’re done with you, you won’t be able to walk straight.”

Reyna leaned over and took out his cock. “I’m counting on it,” she declared, lowering her head to caress him. She’d make Cynthia sorry for being a slut all right. By the time she was done, her mother would look like a choir angel.

Jason drove her to the storage unit, which was just what she was hoping for. He had to pull her off of him by the mane of her unkempt hair. Wetting her lips seductively, she told him she liked it when he was rough.

His eyes went all glazed as he grabbed her breast, twisting it clockwise. “When we get in there,” he told her, kneading it back counterclockwise, “I want you to strip and get on your hands and knees.”

“Yes, sir.”

Jason’s chest puffed visibly as he led her to the door, his hand firmly clamping her bare arm. He had two gym bags under his other arm, the black one and another one in red. As soon as Jason had closed the door behind him, Reyna shed her clothes, putting herself into submission. Under the fluorescent lights, she kissed and licked his boots. When he ran the leather whip, cunning and black braided over her face, it almost made her come on the spot.

“Get up,” he said harshly, when he’d felt she’d abased herself sufficiently.

As she rose to her feet, Jason motioned for her to stick out her arms. She did so and he promptly encased them in handcuffs. Reyna liked the feel of the steel better than the Velcro. It was colder, more sexy. Also it was more permanent, and she was acutely aware she’d get free now only with his key.

With her hands linked in front of her, her breasts made a very tantalizing package: ripe, confined, screaming out their youthful vitality. Jason stooped to take his fill of them with his mouth while she stood there, head thrust back, moaning in pleasure.

His intent, when he straightened himself, was to string her up, which he did with the aid of a dangling chain. The chain lowered from the ceiling by means of an electric winch, operated by a switch in the wall. Bringing it to eye level, he inserted the links of her cuffs into one of the many hooks. He then raised the apparatus, not stopping till Reyna was well on her tiptoes.

Ribs strained, breasts and belly taut, Reyna glowed, knowing herself to be displayed now to best advantage. “Be merciless,” she whispered fiercely.

“I will,” he promised.

“How soon till they get here?”

“Any minute.” 

“And they’re cool with this?”

“They’ve never been here,” he admitted. “But don’t worry. They thought you were a real bitch the other day, so I’m sure they’ll get the hang of it pretty fast.”

Reyna smiled malevolently. “Whip me a little first, Jason. Let’s make them cream their panties as soon as they walk in the door.”

His eyes flashed. “You got it,” he said, pausing to run a finger down her belly before going to retrieve the whip. Despite his bravado, Reyna had a pretty good idea he’d never even slapped a girl before let alone whipped one.

“Is that all you have?” she spat through gritted teeth, as the first blow sliced across her bare back. “You hit like a girl.”

Jason grunted as he let fly the whip a second time, this time landing a blow above her ass. Truth was it hurt like hell, but she just laughed and called him a puppy.

By the time the girls knocked, timid and prissy, Reyna was hanging limply, her hair hanging down over her breasts. It was a rush, to be sure, and she had some idea now why Cynthia was into this stuff.

“Oh my God,” she heard one of them giggle. “Look at her. Is she a total freak or what?”

“Totally,” the other agreed.

At Jason’s invitation they came closer to her, which gave Reyna an excellent chance to spit at their feet. The gob landed right on a set of blue green toenails, in trendy rubber sandals. 

Jason yanked her up by the hair and glared sternly. “How dare you insult the Mistresses, slave girl! Beg their forgiveness at once!”

Reyna managed a wicked smile. There was hope for the boy after all. If she could just push him a little further...

“Eat me!” she said raising her head to face her stupid, moronic tormentors.

The whip struck savagely. Jason wasted no time administering three quick disciplinary strokes. Having reached her toleration point, she eyed the blondes. “Forgive me, Mistresses. Please forgive me.”

More giggles followed.

“Now beg them to abuse you, slave girl,” Jason commanded.

“Please, Mistresses,” she repeated, “I beg you to abuse me as you see fit.”

“They will, slave,” Jason promised. “But first, allow me to introduce you. These are Mistresses Kimmy and Missy. Ladies, meet, Reyna, your pain slut for the evening.”

“This is so weird,” said Kimmy, the taller one, a honey blonde, dressed in a short white skirt and clingy top. The other, Missy, was shorter and sported aqua shorts and a halter-top. Her hair was more golden and done up in a braid. It was Missy who had the funky nail polish. How humiliating it would be, she thought to lick this girl’s feet and kiss them. They probably stank, too.

“Oh, I know, right?” Missy chimed, sounding even more stupid than the other.

“Mistresses, put these on the  slave.” Jason handed each a nasty looking silver clip.

“They go on the slave’s nipples,” he explained, meeting their blank stares.

“No way!” the girls said in unison.

“These are some serious clips,” Kimmy observed. “What do you think, Missy?”

Missy tried to convey the appearance of deep thought. “Well, they look like they’ll hurt a lot. But Reyna’s a bitch,” she shrugged. “So why not?”

Counting to three, for togetherness, they applied the clamps. They clapped their hands and did high fives when they were done. Reyna moaned, twisting in agony.

“Thank them for abusing your nipples, slave,” said Jason, holding her head up. 

“Thank you,” she hissed, lost in a world of her own. “Thank you for clamping my nipples.”

Reyna writhed as Jason checked the tightness, making sure the implements cruelly claimed the fullness of the engorged nubs. Never had Reyna dreamed of such exquisite sensation—a little like the mousetrap she’d deliberately set off on her finger when she was eight, only a million times hotter. Sexier. Cynthia had coddled her that time with the trap, but it had come at the price of a lecture on ‘curiosity and the cat’. Well, this little pussy is purring now, she thought, not to mention being on the verge of coming.

“Oh my God,” Missy exclaimed, making a face. “She’s like sexing herself up or  something.” 

“Gross,” Kimmy said. They exchanged mutual “yuck” noises now, pointing out that for eighteen year olds, they had a lot to learn.

Frigid little cunts, she thought as she felt the first of the pussy juices begin to drop down her thighs. She’d say it aloud, too, but she wasn’t up for any more whipping.

“Okay, who wants to fuck my pretty little slave?” Jason announced, fishing a bulbous purple dildo out of one of the bags.

“I don’t care. She’s not that pretty,” Kimmy shot back, showing her jealous streak.

Reyna smiled smugly to herself. Well, he thinks I am pretty, cunt, so deal with it.

“I’ll do it,” Missy said, her voice going falsetto. 

Although the girl didn’t have great technique, she made up for it with mental cruelty. With no thought for Reyna’s readiness, she shoved it inside in one motion.

“We’re better than you,” she declared, holding the dildo at arm’s length as she rammed it in and out. “Our families built this town. When we get older, we’ll be respectable wives and mothers and career women, and you’ll just be a street whore.”

“A crack whore,” Kimmy corrected. “That’s a joke,” she informed Reyna, grabbing one of the clamps. “Why aren’t you laughing?”

Reyna cried out in misery, forcing Jason to come up from behind and cover her mouth with his hand. She leaned against him pitifully, and he held her, just for a few seconds, but he did it so tenderly she wanted to cry.

“Ooh, look at  this!” Missy had left the dildo in Reyna’s cunt and gone to the bag, pulling out a gag with a penis shaped insert. “Can we use this on her, too?”

“Sure,” Jason agreed.

Reyna didn’t want a pseudo cock in her mouth right now, she wanted a real one: his. But she was in no position to refuse as the girls came up and pried her teeth open. Not missing a beat, they let her know how appropriate it was for her to be practicing her cock sucking this way.

“Comes in handy for crack whores,” Missy pointed out, as they secured the straps behind her head.

Reyna’s eyes burned blue holes through their shallow hides. Like these two knew the first thing about her and could judge where her life was going. She’d known rich bitches like these, and she knew firsthand what they were all about. Odds are they would be the ones sucking dick to keep themselves in furs and diamonds.

“What’s the matter, slave?” Kimmy demanded, having come up with another dildo, even bigger, which she shoved to the hilt. “Cock got your tongue?”

Reyna’s eyes went wide. Not breaking eye contact, she let the spoiled girl see the depths of her pain. One day they’d suffer, too. As for rough sex, hell, even Miss High and Mighty Safe Sex Lecture Herself, Cynthia Marshall, had come round to the dark side, so why not this little twit?

Reyna had to stretch herself up on her toes to accommodate the wide base of the thing invading her cunt. Meanwhile, her mouth was wrapping round the hard plastic insert. Orgasms were coming now, in waves, tiny and large, alternating. They ridiculed her all the more for it.

When they’d had enough fun with her cunt, they went to work on her ass. Quickly they discovered it could take in a substantial part of the smaller dildo. Reyna attributed this to the extreme relaxation that was coming with her utter submission. They took turns, front and back, one working the ass, the other tweaking the depending nipple clamps while manipulating the larger dildo.

Reyna was transported to the beyond by the time Jason lowered her arms signaling a new chapter of the game. He was there to catch her as her rubbery legs regained the full weight of her torso. Jason held her lovingly, almost doting on her as he took off the gag and helped her to her knees, getting her into a position of sufficient abasement with her legs spread wide. The constant thrum of the nipple clamps had begun to fade into the background. Blatantly, she thrust out her tits for the girls’ inspection. Jason tapped her with the whip, reminding her to keep her head down. Gracefully, smoothly, she obeyed. 

“What a slut,” Kimmy said.

“What a whore,” Missy agreed.

Reyna just smiled. Didn’t these haughty girls realize she belonged to him and not them? Didn’t they know submitting to him was a high—something she was proud of? Or maybe they did know it after all, but were denying it out of jealousy?

“Reyna, wouldn’t you like to lick the Mistresses’ pussies?” Jason suggested.

A charge shot through her nether region. “Yes, Master.”

“You’re not serious?” Kimmy cried.

“Slave,” Jason prodded, “beg the Mistresses to allow you to service them.”

Reyna crawled forward, chafing her knees on the floor as she went. Jason stopped her after a short while, cracking the whip on her fire eaten back. She marveled at his aim, his rapidly growing technique.

“On your belly, Reyna,” he corrected. “Crawl to them on your  stomach.” Then to the girls he added, “And don’t make it so easy for her; stand further back.”

More giggling followed as their painted toes scooted back another ten hellish, agonizing feet. Reyna breathed deep, resuming her journey. Torturous. Slow. A clothed, walking person could not begin to understand the feel of even the smoothest of concrete on unprotected skin, brazing one’s pussy lips, stomach and metal bitten breasts.

“Move your ass, slut!” Missy called out. At that moment, Reyna wanted to throttle them, though she knew that wasn’t fair, since she’d more or less manipulated them, and Jason too, into doing these things to her. But life wasn’t ever fair, was it? Was it fair to have a psycho mother and a drunkard father, having to raise yourself most of the time?

“She can’t go faster,” she heard Kimmy say, somewhere above her world which consisted at the moment of a dirty floor in her face. “You know how slow fat girls are.”

Reyna’s spine stiffened. There was no call for that. Just because she had a body with some curves to it and needed more than a size freaking zero was no reason to attack her. “It’s called sex appeal,” she croaked, lifting her head from the floor. “Something you toothpicks wouldn’t understand.”

Jason reacted quickly, once again showing he’d taken Reyna at her word when she told him to be merciless. The whip struck twice, stealing from her the little strength she had left. Collapsing utterly, she groaned out her misery.

“Now you can play with yourself, slave,” he commanded. “Until you prove yourself worthy to lick feet and pussy.”

Reyna shoved a hand down into herself. It was getting so intense. Her own finger motion was pushing her over the edge. But Jason was ready for this, too, as he pulled her hands behind her back, cuffing them. Deprived of pleasure, she lay prostrate, reduced to an object of utter contempt.

Forced to slither the last few feet, Reyna reached the girls. They were standing side by side. She couldn’t see, but they probably had their arms around each other like little princesses as they let Reyna bathe their toes with her parched tongue. Their feet really did smell and she could only imagine how much worse their cunts would be.

“A little more feeling behind it, okay?” Jason coached, squatting beside her to insert a finger up her ass. Reyna arched her back and sucked Missy’s big toe with fervor. She wanted so badly for him to go in her other hole, which needed him more than he could ever know. Even without the contact, she was already spasming, giving in to the most mind-blowing orgasm of her young sexual life.

Jason let her finish, then released her from the handcuffs. “Time to drop your drawers, kids,” he said to the girls as he rose to his feet.

The girls hemmed and hawed at Jason’s command, once more showing they were little babies who knew nothing of a man’s power.

“But, like, what if someone comes in?” Missy protested.

Even Kimmy thought that was stupid. “Duh, Missy! This is Trace property—as in Jason Trace. Remember?”

“Oh, yeah,” Missy agreed. “Anyway, even if they do, she’s the one who looks like a slut, not us.”

Reyna was still back on the Trace part. That name sounded real familiar. It hadn’t occurred to her when she was talking to Jason’s mother, but hadn’t Cynthia told her once during one of their pathetic mother-daughter talks that her first love was named Trace? Could it be a relative?

“You can get on your knees, slave.”

Reyna complied, feeling like the bottom of someone’s shoe as she stretched her weary muscles. Naked, covered in dirt, covered in sweat, ugly red marks visible across her upper thighs from the whip, she felt like raw meat.

“Hold still,” Jason whispered to her. He was touching her back. She wanted to leap to the corrugated steel ceiling with the shock of his cold moist hand on her burning skin. Quickly, however, it gave way to a wave of warm pleasure as she realized he was rubbing in some kind of ointment.

He came round front of her now, squatting down, blocking the girls’ view of her. “You okay?”

She smiled for him, weak but real. “Yea, I’m okay. Thanks for asking.”

“That stuff is some kind of medicine,” he explained, too softly for the girls to hear. “I found it in the bag with my dad’s stuff.”

“Your dad’s pretty resourceful,” she winced, as a fresh wave of pain passed through her nipples.

Jason released the clamps in rapid succession. “Actually my dad’s a real bastard,” he grinned, eyebrows cocked. “If he knew I took all this stuff, he’d kick my ass.”

Reyna tried to smile back, then felt herself falling forward, woozy, following the sound of his voice, wanting nothing more than to be held, soothed and loved. Protecting her, capturing her, Jason encircled her in his arms. Hesitant at first, she felt him relax, like maybe he needed this too.

“Why don’t you two get a room,” Missy snarled.

Kimmy could be heard slapping her arm. “This is a room, idiot.”

Jason winked at Reyna. “Act two,” he said just for her. “Showtime.”

Stepping behind her, he took her hair in his hand, arching her back. As he did so she got a good look at the girls in their underwear. Junior Miss all the way. She couldn’t actually see, but they probably had puppies and bunnies on the waistbands.

“Reyna, take down their panties with your teeth,” Jason instructed. “Then eat them both out. I want you to alternate, serving them both equally.”

Actually, the girls’ bodies weren’t bad. Missy had nice hips and luscious little labia lips. Her mound was covered in fine fleece, very short. As for Kimmy, she had a wonderful abdomen and good legs. Serving them was anything but a turnoff, but it was a challenge. Without her hands, Reyna was limited to servile licking and rubbing. She couldn’t even wipe the accumulated juice from off of her face.

Missy was all sighs and whispers, melting under the heated contact. Kimmy was more aggressive, clamping her athletic thighs on the side of Reyna’s head and actively fucking her face. The whole time Kimmy’s mouth exploded trash, too, which was hilarious coming from the little priss. They were such ditzes, the two of them. Reyna had serious doubt as to whether either of them had ever even orgasmed before, let alone participated in a gang-bang. 

“Oh, God,” Kimmy wailed, her voice up two octaves, her hips bucking like she had a bronco under her. “Do me, you slut, you stinking  sluuuuut.” She said the words over and over, as she twined her manicured fingers tightly in Reyna’s matted hair. After she’d climaxed, Kimmy shoved her down to the ground and just stood over her, lording her private afterglow.

“I want another turn,” Missy announced, her hand still plunged deep between her thighs where it had been for the last half an hour.

“No,” Jason countered. “Now it’s my turn.”

“Oh, good,” squealed Kimmy. “Give it to her rough, okay?”

“Yea, do her like she deserves,” Missy hissed.

Ignoring the two of them, Jason knelt down beside Reyna. Taking the corner of his own shirt, he gently wiped off her lips for her. Reyna kept them parted even after he was done. Parted for his use and his alone. Tears welled in the corners of her eyes, the way they sometimes did when something happened that was so overwhelming, so good, she had to let it out, freeing it before it dissipated on its own.

Jason fell onto her lips with his mouth now, proving once again they were a perfect fit. In a single sweeping gesture, he lifted her bodily into his arms, carrying her lovingly to the single mattress. Swelling with pride and desire, she let herself settle onto the stained fabric. He was going to take her again.

Happily, joyfully she let her glowing, naked body become his cushion as he followed her down, pressing himself on top of her hungrily. The feel of his clothes against her, hinting at the strength of his muscle, the sexy smoothness of his skin was almost more than she could bear after her ordeal. It was enough for her to orgasm all over again. Before he could even enter her, her body was screaming the truth; she belonged to this man, to Jason Trace, the only man to whom she could ever give herself again.

“What a slut,” Missy was heard to mutter.

“Come on, Missy,” Kimmy said, “let’s leave the little whore to her sleazy fun. It certainly is the only kind of action she’ll ever see.”

“Really,” Missy echoed spitefully.

Reyna couldn’t help but look up to catch a glimpse of them as the door slid open. She felt so good, so female under her man and it was so clear they were jealous. She made out little more than their retreating bony asses as they scampered out of sight.

“Call me sometime, okay, Jason?” she heard Kimmy say, as the steel door lowered back in place.

He won’t call you, bitch, she thought, just like he won’t fuck you today - either of you.

Jason never bothered to answer them and by the time Kimmy’s voice had faded away, he was undressed and inside Reyna, gripping and tugging at her. He came almost at once. He was so aroused it made Reyna want to cry. Deprived of her hands, she used every inch of her to love him and please him: tongue, breasts, hips and belly. She erupted along with him, having lost track by now of the climaxes.

Lying on his side afterward, the lights off, spooned behind her, Jason told Reyna all the things she longed to hear: how beautiful she was and how hot, and how he loved her tattoo snake, Blackie. Not that she thought she really was beautiful, but it meant he wanted her and that was enough.

Enough for her to crawl on top and push his hands out of the way for a change. He was already hard again and she slid the length of his gorgeous cock into her hungry hole. She rode him to show her thanks, her love, and her admiration. No one had ever done things like this for her, or to her.

It almost made it worthwhile having to deal with her little bondage slut of a mother, who was obviously caught up in some second childhood. Reyna licked her lips, ran her fingers over her tender breasts, giving herself pleasure and soothing them at the same time. She was a woman now, taking her man, and at this moment nothing else mattered. Not money or class or his being ‘out of her league’ as the girls had snidely told her while taking turns plowing her with the dildo. Like they knew anything about class. Or love, for that matter.

Reyna Trace. There she’d said it, at least in her head. It was a stupid little girl game, trying on boys’ names, writing them down on your binders to fill the empty hours of dull classes, but there was a ring to this one, nonetheless.

Reyna heard her man groan and reshuffled her attention to his physical needs, bearing down, placing her hands on his magnificent chest. She tensed, readying herself for orgasm. This would be the best. The best yet. A hair’s breathe closer and . . .

Reyna stiffened at the sound of metal. The sickening sound of corrugated steel rolling. The door was opening again. There was a car engine outside, too. Instinctively, Jason rolled her over to protect her. It wasn’t the girls again, and they both knew it. The lights streaming in were headlights, powerful halogen ones. Reyna shielded her eyes as she clutched at Jason’s rapidly beating chest.

There was a woman in the doorway. The overhead fluorescents kicked on and Reyna could see she was blonde, in high heels, tight skirt and white blouse. Her hair was up. She looked to be Cynthia’s age, pretty, but also furious, her hands on her hips, eyes fierce and icy blue.

“Mom,” she heard Jason say, as though pronouncing a death sentence on them both. “What are you doing here?”

The woman Reyna now knew to be Meredith Trace, the one from the phone earlier, narrowed her gaze. “I own this place, remember? Now how about you telling me who the little tart is and what she’s doing here?”

Jason scrambled to find his shirt, which he gave to Reyna to cover herself with. “It’s my business, not yours. I’m eighteen now, Mom. Why are you still doing this to me?” 

Reyna stood up, deciding to meet the pointing finger head-on. “I’m Reyna Marshall,” she declared. “And I’m eighteen, too. So there’s nothing you can do to me either.”

Meredith’s gaze turned thoughtful. “Did you say Marshall? You wouldn’t happen to be related to a Cynthia Marshall, would you?”

“She’s my mother.”

Meredith’s expression moved rapidly from one of disbelief to amusement, then glee. “Oh, this is too good to be true,” she cried, giving way to shrill laughter. “Sin Marshall has a daughter! And look at you. You take right after her, don’t you?”

Reyna stood proudly, making no attempt to conceal her well-loved body beneath the open shirt. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, lady, but if you don’t leave us alone, I’m calling the cops.”

Jason was on his feet now, too. “Mom, I . . .”

“That’s enough out of you, young man,” Meredith cut him off. “You get your clothes on and you get out of here right this instant. As for you, young lady, I’m taking you home to Sin—I mean to your mother.”

Reyna let fly an invective as she tucked herself under Jason’s strong arm. “I’m not going anywhere with you, you psycho bitch.”

“Mom, you’d better go yourself,” Jason told her, drawing strength from Reyna’s closeness.

Meredith’s face twitched in fury. Heels clicking, she crossed the room, slapped him crisply across the cheek. 

“Now!” she told her son, pointing to the door. “Go. And don’t come back!”

Jason hesitated, looking back and forth between the two women.

“It’s okay,” Reyna told him. And somehow she knew it would be, though at the moment, it didn’t seem like it.

“That’s enough out of you,” Meredith silenced her. “You just worry about getting your own clothes on. You did wear clothes, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” she said numbly, wondering what her mother would make of all this when she got home. “I did.”


Chapter Five

Cynthia had run out of tears long before the knock on the door. A psychologist might have said she’d bottomed out, but personally she considered it crash landing. And after a crash the only thing you can do is get up, take stock and go on. Maybe it had come from being humiliated in front of her own child, this new found sense of calm, or maybe it was just the effect of having finally come to terms with being pushed around her whole life. But whatever it was, it meant that when the knock came, just after midnight, Cynthia Marshall was ready. Prepared. Without even knowing what was coming or who would be there on the other side. 

“Hello, Meredith,” she said, as though it was the most natural thing to open her door and find her old nemesis on the other side. “Long time no see.”

“Well if it isn’t little Sin Marshall,” she crooned, in wicked delight.

“It’s Cynthia,” she corrected. “And what can I do for you tonight, Meredith?”

Meredith scoffed. “Aren’t we formal all of a sudden? What you can do for me is nothing, as usual. But I can certainly do something for you.”

“What’s that, Meredith?”

“I can give you back your daughter. Sin  Junior.” She shrugged. “Or I can send her to jail too, if you like.”

Cynthia looked over the blonde’s shoulder to the passenger side of the luxury car sitting in the driveway. Reyna was inside it, crying. Cynthia tensed her jaw. Her calmness was settling into resolve, fierce and determined.

“Meredith, I want you to listen very closely now,” Cynthia said, choosing her words most deliberately. “In a moment I am going to walk over to that obnoxious vehicle of yours and I am going to take my daughter. Then I am going back into my house. If I were you, I wouldn’t get in my way.”

Meredith put her hands defiantly on her still slender hips. Two decades had done little to reduce her devastatingly cold beauty. “Is that a threat, little girl? Don’t tell me you want to take me on again? My friends have all moved away, but I promise you I can have you and that little daughter of yours licking out of my hand in ten minutes flat.”

Cynthia had closed her fingers into a fist before Meredith had gotten the words out of her mouth. The timing was perfect, so that just as Meredith looked at her smugly for a response the blow was already coming, hitting her square in the eye. She went down instantly, holding her face and crying out loud like a baby.

Cynthia stepped over her prostrate body and went to the car window, knocking to get Reyna’s attention. Her daughter looked up at her, looking very young and very grateful as she thrust open the door and leaped into her mother’s arms. Cynthia held her, trembling in her arms. Eventually she walked her back to the house. Meredith was sitting up by this time, clutching her eye. 

“Get the hell off my property,” Cynthia told her, just before she slammed the door in her face, “or I’ll call the cops.”

Meredith’s car screeched away a few moments later. Cynthia had won the battle, but she had no illusions about the outcome of the war. All that mattered, though, was that she had protected her child. What Meredith could do to her by way of revenge was of no import in comparison.

Reyna had wanted to give some explanation when they got inside, but Cynthia silenced her. For the first time in her life, she didn’t honestly care what trouble her daughter had gotten into, just that she was safe. Besides, whatever had occurred had been a result of what she’d seen in the backyard today, a result of having to see her own mother tied up like an animal, abused and humiliated.

Helping Reyna take off her dress, she triaged her wounds, saw they were stinging but minor and decided to draw her daughter a warm bath. It was almost like she was little again, needing her for everything. If only Cynthia could go back in time like that so she could give her child better values, teaching her to respect herself, to demand right treatment from men, instead of becoming their sexual toys, objects to be denigrated.

After a while, Reyna began to relax, twirling bubbles in her fingers and talking excitedly. That’s when she learned about Jason, the boy in the Mustang, the only child of Caleb and Meredith Trace. Talk about ironies.

“Mommy,” she said, reverting to a long lost term of intimacy, her eyes lost in emotion. “I love him like I’ve never loved anybody.”

Cynthia took her daughter’s wrinkled hand, smiling, bittersweet. The Trace family had always raised wild young stallions, lady-killers all. Why should this newest generation be any different?

“I know, baby,” she soothed. “I know.”

What Cynthia didn’t know even after hearing the whole story was what was in this boy’s heart for her daughter, other than a very obvious lust after her ripe and willing young body. Reyna had painted Jason as Sir Galahad and Gandhi wrapped into one, but whether he intended to make her daughter anything more than just a sexy target on which to display his penchant for sadomasochism remained to be seen.

“I wanted it,” Reyna kept insisting, as her mother found more and more signs of sexual usage. “Can’t you understand that?”

All too well, she could.

Toweling her dry, their bodies very close, she said, “I’m not judging you, baby. I just don’t want you to get hurt. The truth is I crave these things, too. I’m not like other women. I want someone to be strong with me. I want to have to submit, to be put on my knees and dominated. I’m so sorry, honey, but I can’t help what I am. Men have taken advantage of me, your father included. And I know I’ve scarred you as a result.”

Reyna clasped her mother’s face. “No, Mom, you haven’t. I’ve been a brat most of the time and that’s my own fault. I’m sorry, too. But I’m grown now. I can be my own person.”

Cynthia let Reyna embrace her, feeling for the first time what it was like to receive such unconditional love. It was a love her own mother, for all her good intentions, had not been capable of giving. Cynthia began to sob and then Reyna did too.

“Mommy, I want him to love me,” she said at last in a small voice.

Cynthia wiped tears from her child’s eyes.

“He will, baby, he  will.” 

She spoke with a mother’s assurance, though she had no idea how, or even if this unknown boy could ever love someone like Reyna, given his parents’ influence. It was a crapshoot to say the least.  Meredith would certainly try to break them up, but what would Cal do? Deep down, she’d always thought him capable of good, like his brother, but after all these years, would it be too late for him to do the right thing?

Cynthia wrapped Reyna in a fresh towel and took her to bed. At the girl’s request, she lay down next to her, letting her daughter fall asleep on her breast, under the influence of soothing lullabies from long ago. Once she was asleep, Cynthia got up and made her preparations. It wouldn’t be long now before they came for her. Meredith’s avengers.

It happened a little past two AM. Cynthia was already downstairs, dressed as simply as possible in jeans, sneakers and a denim blouse. She’d showered, tied her hair back in a ponytail and worn simple cotton underwear. The note for Reyna was by the nightstand and it told her not to worry, that Mommy had to go away for a few days but that she’d be back.

It was the police, as she knew it would be. With a warrant. There were two of them. One was a young patrolman, the other was Billy Gates, who’d been a rookie when she lived here and now was introducing himself as Chief of the town force.

“Cynthia Louise Marshall?” Billy asked, as though he didn’t know her.

“It’s still me,” she smiled, determined to hold her own.

Billy frowned, drew an uneasy breath, like maybe he wasn’t any more comfortable about this than she was. “Cynthia Louise Marshall, you are under arrest for assault and battery. If you come quietly, we won’t use the handcuffs.”

“Thank you,” she said, cognizant of the irony that handcuffs were what she used to dream about whenever she saw Billy striding down the street in his smart blue uniform.

The back of the patrol car was surprisingly narrow, not at all like a regular backseat. Though she was hardly as tall as five foot eight inch Meredith, she was eating her knees. When the door was shut, she had her first taste of imprisonment. Plexiglas separated her from the front seat and there was no inside handle on either of the back doors.

Cynthia had no illusions that the system would play fair with her. Billy’s new young assistant had read her her rights, but she couldn’t imagine those held much weight against the wrath of a powerful member of the Trace family. She’d kept Reyna out of it, though, and that was what mattered. Her daughter had committed no crime and Cynthia had made her swear she’d stay on the straight and narrow.

The Charred River jail had always struck her as being surprisingly large for such a small town. The row of underground cells seemed to stretch forever. The only time she’d ever seen this part before had been with Shep, during the Founder’s Day picnic. It was all decorated then, as was every public building, open for inspection. The few prisoners must have been moved to the county lockup, because they had the place to themselves. Shep played at locking her in one of the cells and she’d enjoyed it, more than she dared reveal.

“Cynthia, this wasn’t my idea,” Billy finally blurted, as he escorted her down the silent corridor, still looking like he’d just been woke out of bed. No doubt he had, after receiving an irate call from Meredith.

“Personally, I’d have waited till tomorrow,” he shrugged.

She put a hand on his arm. “It’s okay, Billy.”

Rubbing the back of his neck, hesitating a moment after closing the cell door shut, he said, “Cynthia, you know, back when they used to talk about you, well I, I never, um—”

She cut him off. “Billy, it’s really okay. It isn’t your fault. It never was.”

He smiled weakly and walked away, looking like he had more weight on his shoulders than any man should. He was a decent sort, always had been. The little validation he’d just given meant the world to her. She never had been a bad girl, she knew that now. Low self-esteem had made her prey to people like Cal and Meredith, but deep down she had things they envied, and they’d hated her for that.

The cell had a thin bed, built into the wall, with a single pillow and mattress. The toilet was exposed and made of steel. Feeling very fatigued, but also strangely peaceful, Cynthia lay herself down, still dressed, and closed her eyes.

Sleep came quickly, along with a very peculiar dream, in which she was a small child, being led down a long corridor of a school. She was terrified because behind each door was something very unpleasant. The head master, a man in a long gray coat insisted she go into each one. The first had the body of her mother, in a coffin, the way she’d been at the wake, all cold and white and stiff, made to look live, but dressed all wrong, in a formal dress the way she never was in life. Cynthia had screamed at the funeral people about that at the time, and someone had escorted her out for a while.

The second room contained her father, a man she hadn’t seen since she was two. In the dream, he was played by Zeke, laughing stupidly in his greasy Braves’ cap, shaking out his belt, and wanting to do what he used to like to do to her. What she let him do, even though with him it was all pain, and no magic, all sadness, no true love, no true mastery or slavery. 

Then there was the room with Auntie Marianne, only when she went inside it was Reyna who sat in the rocker, looking like a grandmother with a bun on the top of her head.

“I don’t want to go to the next room,” Cynthia told her daughter, because she knew in advance this room would represent her time at Pioneer High, and the terrible summer after graduation. Reyna bent low and caressed her head. “It’ll be all right, child. Don’t you understand that you’re little again? You can start all over.”

Cynthia’s heart leaped. She was thinking of Shep. “Do you mean . . .” The words never escaped her mouth. Someone was waking her up. The last thing she saw in her sleep was Reyna, nodding her head yes.

“Cynthia?” It was Chief Billy. Daylight surrounded him. He’d changed clothes and looked sick about the fact she hadn’t. “I’m sorry to wake you, but I need to talk to you.”

She sat up, stretched, feeling years younger. “What is it?”

He was doing the neck-rubbing thing again. She saw now the circles under his eyes and how far his hairline had receded. His strong jaw was softening under the influence of jowls. “There’s somebody here to bail you out,” he said. “But I don’t think you should go.”

“Who is it?”

“A man named  Foster.” A slight lip twitch indicated he’d like to be at liberty to say a whole lot more. “He works for Meredith.”

Cynthia rose to her feet. “I’ll go.”

His eyes flashed concern. “Are you sure? I really don’t think it’s a good idea.”

“No, I want to  go.” Meredith wanted revenge, she was sure of it. Just as she was equally sure that she needed to let her have it. As a way to wipe the slate clean. To free her own soul so she could start over.

“I want to go,” she told him again.

Billy sighed deeply, studying her. “All right,” he shrugged at last. “Suit yourself.”

The man Meredith had sent was a giant, with the build of a pro wrestler and a long mane of tightly bound black hair. He wore jeans, loafers and a t-shirt. She decided he had kind eyes, despite the clear professional mayhem indicated in the tenseness of his jaw.

“My name’s Foster,” he told her, as he opened the door of his jeep for her. He sounded vaguely Australian.

“I won’t make trouble, Mr. Foster,” she told him, as he drove her down old Highway 19. “I know what this is about.”

“You do?”

“Yes.” Wasn’t it obvious? Foster was sent to punish her, and if she cooperated, Meredith would drop the charges, end the vendetta against her and Reyna. As for the torture she was about to endure, she would prefer to avoid it, but she sensed there would be a cleansing in this, a passage from one phase of life to another. It wasn’t really about Meredith Trace at all. Foster was meant by fate to prepare Cynthia for something. And she had very high hopes as to what—and who—that might be.

He had a motel room outside of town. “I admire your spunk,” he said sincerely as she preceded him into the equipment-laden room following at once his instructions to strip off her clothes.

“I won’t draw blood,” he promised as she stood before him naked, arms at her sides. “And if it gets to be too much, you blink your eyes three times in a row. Got it? Show me, then.”

Cynthia repeated the signal, though she had decided in advance she would not use it. Foster was a professional and a gentleman. A breed altogether different from Zeke and most other men of this world. He was like Shep, and like Cal, if he could ever find his true heart.

“Just try to relax,” Foster advised, as he secured her wrists and ankles to the plain wooden throne-like chair. It was impressive, really, how much he’d fit in here. There was no way it had all fit into the Jeep. The leather restraint fit round her head easily. There was a bit inside, and she had to bite down on it as he drew the straps tight.

“I gotta hand it to you, between you and me,” he grinned, clamping each one of her nipples with a tiny vise clamp connected to a set of wires. “You really gave Merry Trace a dose of her own medicine.”

Cynthia tried to smile her thanks with her eyes. She had never had her nipples tortured, and frankly she hadn’t been prepared for the sensation. The gag took her screams, but she still writhed for him, bucking wildly, sweat pouring as she tried irrationally to get free.

Just three blinks away, she told herself, three blinks away from freedom. 

His activity down below distracted her for the moment. He was attaching wires to her inner thighs. He took his time, patiently manipulating them between her rigidly spread legs. Tingles passed through her cunt from sitting like this, so exquisitely exposed and at his mercy.

It was only after he moved across to the small electrical panel that she realized the true purpose of the wires. The voltage itself was small, but the effects were very real. She’d have sold her soul to stop it, but in a very real sense, she felt her soul had been sold already. There was only one way out, and that was forward. When she’d taken the worst Merry could dish out and still stand, then she’d have bested the arrogant ex-cheerleader. Then and only then.

Foster’s face betrayed no emotion, nor did he look anywhere but at her eyes. This she knew was only for purposes of watching for the signal. A lesser man would have taken pleasure, would have been fixated by her thrashing, sweat-covered body, helplessly aroused and stimulated.

The arousal part was due to Foster’s fingers, which he inserted inside her, alternating with the five-second electroshock treatments. He carefully avoided the clips, centering his attention on her clit only. Diligently, he stopped her short of orgasm time and again.

It was probably less than a half an hour later when he undid the clamps and straps and helped her to her feet, but it felt more like days. The tension in her legs was gone and she could hardly stand without assistance. He brought her not to the king-size bed, but to a floor mat. She was put there on her knees in readiness for fellatio.

To hold her in place, he used sets of oversized handcuffs, attaching each wrist to its corresponding ankle. This left Cynthia the option of closing her legs and bowing her back painfully or else leaving her legs widely opened. She chose the latter.

When she was thusly secured, Foster unfastened his trousers and pulled out the largest cock she had ever seen. She did not close her mouth upon being released from the gag, but kept it open, alert, and submissive. Foster was not yet hard (she appreciated that this meant he was not a true sadist) but set about stimulating himself by rubbing over her cheeks. She tried to lick at him, but he held her head still, keeping her that way till he was ready.

Foster’s eventual motions in her mouth were deep and efficient. She was thankful she knew how to deep throat, because he was giving no quarter, ramming his pulsing organ to the max. It was a technique Cal had used on her. Face fucking, as he rather rudely termed it, was one of his favorite things to do to Cynthia. He’d wanted it virtually every time. When he came to her late at night, if he was drunk or if he’d just been with one of his other girls and couldn’t get hard right away, he would plop down on her frilly window seat cover, his head leaning out of the open window, as he spread his legs so she could do her thing. There were times he couldn’t make it at all and he would just push her away, swearing up a storm as he zipped back up in readiness to leave her high and dry. If he remembered to be cruel, he would tell her not to masturbate and then she would have to wait, lying there all night and maybe two and three nights besides. Of course, he’d never know if she obeyed or not, but she always did anyway.

The most horrible times were after he’d been with someone else, because he wouldn’t clean himself up and then she’d have to taste the other girl, too. At first he only pulled this off on handcuff nights, when she was helpless to keep him going into her as he pleased. But as her dependency deepened she could be made to crawl to the window seat for abuse, even without the cuffs.

“I had Mary Jane Louden tonight,” he bragged once. “She came louder than a squealing pig, that one. Cost me thirty-eight fifty at the steakhouse to buy my way in. Real tight pussy, though.”

One hand in her own pussy, Cynthia remembered lapping at his cock and balls, cleaning them, removing the scent of the thirty-eight fifty back seat sex from him. Her reward was a dozen swipes of his new leather belt on her ass as she bent over the window seat. For an hour after he left she stayed that way, just as he’d told her to do.

It had gotten worse and worse, eventually involving acts of public debasement. The final straw came after they found her in the boy’s locker room at the local athletic facility sucking Cal and two of his friends. Her hands were bound behind her with an athletic supporter and she had a belt around her neck, looped tight, which one of the boys was pulling on from behind like a leash. 

The facility director had wanted the matter hushed, because it involved a Trace. Since she was over age anyway, all parties involved—with the exclusion of Cynthia who had no vote—decided the best thing was for her to leave town permanently and quietly. If she agreed to go, they promised no one would have to tell her aunt. Unable to bear having her aunt suffer that kind of humiliation, she took their bus ticket and a one way ride to the station, compliments of the police department. The driver had been none other than patrolman Billy.

She supposed she should have said no when Billy pulled the squad car over on the way, in a back alley, forcing her head onto his lap for a quickie. But it didn’t seem to matter anymore by that point. He came in seconds, watching the rear view mirror the whole time and she scarcely imagined he could have enjoyed it at all. For a long time afterwards, she wondered if he’d done that under orders from someone higher up. Either way, his attitude toward her last night and this morning had showed contrition. Though he hadn’t said it, she knew he was sorry.

It was less than an hour after young Billy had dropped her off that day that she’d met Zeke and serviced him in the bathroom of the Trail King station in Jacksonville. For most of that ride up to Atlanta she sat with a blanket over her so he could keep a hand buried deep in her cunt. For some reason at the time she’d equated that kind of lust with love. Maybe in the way poor little Reyna thought this new Trace boy loved her.

Cynthia applied herself more diligently now, because she noticed Foster wasn’t coming. She wanted to please him—needed to please him, despite the circumstances of their relationship. It was her nature, she supposed, to want to please men. She’d grown up learning that from her mother, Olivia, who made a living giving pleasure to men. Though it was never said, little Cynthia had eventually guessed the secret. It was hard to miss with all the male visitors coming at odd hours, so different than her friends’ houses. And the way the men all acted so friendly, like they owned the place, pinching little Cynthia’s cheeks, telling her how cute she was.

She remembered one man by the name of O’Brien, who always brought her a treat when he came. He would keep it in his pocket and she would close her eyes, come up to him and grab it out. It was a very large coat he wore, and one night he must have gotten mixed up, because when little eight year old Cynthia reached in, she pulled out a pair of handcuffs.

Olivia was mortified, but O’Brien, a big burly man with curly red hair just laughed and laughed. “Sorry, little lady,” he explained. “That present’s for your mother.”

Inevitably she’d asked her Mom what she needed the cuffs for. Pointedly, grabbing O’Brien and ushering him down the hall to her room, she said, “It’s a game for grownups, baby.”

Irresistibly curious, Cynthia took the chance to do what she never had before, namely looking in the keyhole of her mother’s room. To her great amazement, she saw her pretty long haired mother buck naked, on her knees on the bed, leaning forward, her hands cuffed in front of her, over her head and attached through one of the rods of her brass bed. Kindly Mister O’Brien, still in his white shirt, but bare from the waist down, was standing beside her, striking her posterior again and again with a wooden paddle.

Psychologists might have a field day over things like this, but for Cynthia that was just life. In her world, women existed to give pleasure to men and once she figured that out, she did her best to shine for mother’s guests, seeking in childish little ways to please them herself with songs and pictures.

“This one’s going to be a chip off the old block,” they started to say to Olivia. To Cynthia this was a good thing, but it never failed to bring distress to her mother’s face. When she turned twelve, Olivia quit prostitution altogether and took on legitimate work. It took two such jobs to keep a roof over their heads and to this day Cynthia was sure the brutal schedule was part of what got her sick. Olivia had told her towards the end it was worth it to give her daughter a life of self-respect, but Cynthia wasn’t sure. How could she be, seeing her mother’s long locks fall out in her hands, seeing her smooth cheeks hollow and wither before her eyes?

Foster withdrew now, popping from her sucking mouth like a cork. She was afraid she’d done something wrong, but she saw he had something else in mind. She stayed quite still as he stroked himself, less than an inch from her face. His cock was nearly purple and fully engorged. When he came on her, she opened her mouth to catch what she could. What he wanted, though, was her hair and face.

He was quite thorough, splashing himself liberally. Naturally, she could not resist this affront, nor would she have attempted to if she could. It was disappointing when he wiped off on a rag, because she’d wanted to lick him.

“Good girl,” he winked zipping up his fly. Leaving her for a few minutes, he prepared for the next round. Straining her back painfully, Cynthia drew her legs together, trying to rub herself to conclusion. The whole scene, the fearsomely rigid control delivered at the hands of a giant pussycat had made for a delicious aphrodisiac. 

If only he would free her, she thought, he would learn that he had no need of chains to hold her. Most willingly would she crawl to him, licking and kissing every inch of him, submitting herself to his every whim. He was a natural Master, this one, and she, Cynthia Louise Marshall, was a natural slave. A man’s slave. Meant to be pretty and sexy, a piece of property to be shown off, exploited and used precisely to the specifications of whatever man was strong enough to see through the veneer of her freedom, to laugh in the face of her petty resistance. 

Emotions welled inside, not least of which was sheer joy as the fullness of this realization about herself began to sink in. It was not abuse she craved, but a man’s loving control. If abusing her pleased such a man, then that was her pleasure, too. In no way, however, was she weak, as Cal and Meredith had tried to make her believe.

The next event was hot wax. Melted from the tip of a candle and dripped precisely onto her breasts and belly. One. Two. Three. The globules of boiling liquid plinked upon her skin, rushing her senses like pure fire. Gritting her teeth, she felt them coming, on and on, like bites of molten lava. Thrashing her head, she lost count. Ten. Eleven. Twelve. A million. 

Cynthia rode the waves of the cascading invasion, pulling helplessly at her chained ankles and wrists, a naked, tortured prisoner, born to bear abuses from ancient lands, like an eternal penitent, from now till the end of time. All hope and every scrap of her will gone, she ran through her mind the million upon million of things she would even now be willing to do to earn the right to have a cock inside her. The ways she would abase herself so that she might find the only pleasure a slave can know.

Like a revelation, the truth opened now over her head. It had been her stubborn pride that was the problem in the past. If only she had gone years ago to Shep and been honest, if only she had not tried to deny him what her body had owed him from the first moment she’d laid eyes on him. Pride, that was the enemy. Not that she shouldn’t respect herself, it was just she had to know her true needs for submission in order to find her real joy.

Foster had come down to her level now and she hoped it would be to penetrate her. His breathing had quickened, which made her think—hope—in some small way she’d gotten to him, because that was what she wanted and needed: for her body to arouse and satisfy a strong man, for him to do with her as he wanted, regardless of her own desires. She wanted—needed—to bring him over the edge, into a place of needing her too.

Cynthia sighed happily. He was unchaining her, putting her onto her back into a place of aching openness so that she was able to take his re-aroused cock in a single thrust, bathing him in thick vaginal fluid. Studying him, she saw the closed eyes, the small slanted smile. Yes, for a moment at least, he was taking pleasure in his work.

Beneath his massive sculpted form, she gave of herself more intimately than she had ever before been able, even with men she’d known so much better. For though he was a stranger, he had become to her at this moment the person most dear in the whole world. In holding the keys to her freedom, in bending her to his will, Foster had begun the unfurling of her heart, the flowering of her true femininity. Where the fullness of such an exquisitely delicate process could go, where it could take her, only time would tell. For the moment, though, she felt safe, safe and at home.

Foster desired rest afterwards, and to her secret delight, he simply climbed off her, turned her to her side, reattached the hand and ankle cuffs and went himself to bed. Soiled, aching, covered in his dry semen, she lay that way, listening to the sound of his snoring, knowing that it was making her happier than any sound she’d ever heard before.


Chapter Six

Reyna slammed the phone down on Zeke’s answering machine. This made strike three. No mother. No father. And no Jason either. When she’d tried him, just a few moments ago, he’d been as good as not there himself, sounding as cold and distant as his ice queen of a mother.

“I’ve got to clear my head,” he’d explained, the sound of rushing wind blowing around the speaker of his cell telling her he was out driving. “You know how it is.”

No, Reyna didn’t know. How was she supposed to know? And exactly how was it supposed to be, anyway, when you finally take a chance on loving somebody and then they blow you off because of family issues?

“Gotta go,” he finally told her, breaking the long silence. “See you around.”

See you around. Like she was a billboard or something. Reyna hugged the pillow, digging herself into the old-fashioned four-poster bed, legs drawn up, like one of the rollie pollies her daddy used to catch for her when she was small. So this was how love went. No explanations, no warnings, just gone. She was so tired of men acting like little boys. They were all like that. Even her father. Why hadn’t he been there to answer? Where was he so early in the morning? she wondered. He never got up before ten.

And where was her mother? What was all that about, taking off in the middle of the night, leaving her to clean up the mess, in a town that wasn’t hers with no more explanation than a stupid little note that said, ‘Be back soon,’ like she’d gone off to the store or something? 

Reyna pulled herself tighter, willing the pain to go away. The clamps, the whip and chains were nothing compared to this. It was ten years since she’d cried and she wasn’t about to turn into a baby again now, not after all these years. Why didn’t anyone understand what it was like for her? And why was she always alone, misunderstood, abandoned? Deep down, it ached. It was sexual, mental, all in one. She needed someone so bad.

Someone to accept her, nurture her, make her feel alive. Make her feel normal. But how could she, with a whacked out mother who one minute was acting like a saint she could never live up to, and the next minute outdoing her in sluttiness? Right now, Cynthia was probably out partying, doing drugs even. What a joke! It had been her mother’s paranoia, her holier-than-thou obsessions that had driven her away to her father Zeke at age twelve. The last straw had been after she’d let a boy walk her home from school and had ended up submitting to full-blown search and seizure from the Cynthia Gestapo after he left.

Reyna was supposed to be such a good girl. Serious, ambitious, studious. Perfect. The nagging was endless. Can’t you dress up more, Reyna? What if we joined a church Reyna, then you could go to youth group. Red isn’t a good color on you, Reyna, it gives boys ideas. Where’s the rest of that outfit, Reyna? On and on, till she couldn’t even think straight much less know what to be in her life.

Zeke was cool and she was thrilled when he’d said she could come live with him. Cynthia took her to the bus station, never saying a word. At first she was in heaven. No bedtime, no vegetables, and no parent patrol. The kids at the new school were pretty cool too, for country folk. But then she started getting into stuff she couldn’t handle and pretty soon she was wishing for some rules, any rules.

So back she went with Cynthia the next summer. There was a honeymoon, lots of mother-daughter hugs, fuzzy slipper times and brownie making. By fall, though, it started in again. All she could remember after that was fighting, and being so tired of it she could scream. It seemed like that’s all she did. Argue, fight, and get on another bus.

Zeke was a drinker. She wasn’t a fool; she knew that made a difference. Though he never laid a hand on her, he could get sullen, withdrawn. He had a temper and bar room brawls were a pretty regular occurrence. On Friday nights, they had a routine so if he got arrested she knew how to get him bailed out. The bondsman was on a first name basis with her. Zeke also moved a lot. The last time she was with him he’d made it all the way up to Richmond, Virginia.

She prided herself on fixing up all his places and sometimes she felt like his little wife. Zeke had lots of girlfriends, though. He wasn’t the best looking or most athletic guy (he had a skinny, small muscled build) but he was a smooth talker with a pair of blue eyes Cynthia had said were irresistible. The several-times-broken nose didn’t help much, but when his long hair was combed out, he wasn’t half-bad. Anyhow, in the circles he traveled, he was a regular Prince Charming.

Their understanding was that Reyna kept out of the way when he had women over. In exchange, he kept well away from her business—not that this helped her much in the long run. There were a few of his ladies she liked, such as the halfway pretty, feathered blonde named Tonya, who was real petite and wore Indian jewelry and sexy dresses. She drank a lot, too, but she always asked Reyna about her schoolwork and boyfriends, which she liked. It was kind of nice to have a woman to talk to who didn’t judge every statement coming out of her mouth.

Once Reyna saw Zeke and Tonya having sex. She’d been on the way to the bathroom of the single wide trailer he had at the time and it was hard to miss because both of them had been too plowed to remember to close the plywood door to the master bedroom. Tonya had nothing on but Indian feather earrings and turquoise cowgirl boots. She was tied up, on her stomach in what Reyna later learned was a hog-tie position, hands behind her back and secured to her ankles with bright yellow rope.

The incredible thing was that Zeke had maneuvered her so that he was sitting with his legs on either side of her, pushing his pelvis into her face. The back of her head, the only part of her she could move, was bobbing up and down on him. Zeke had on his black cowboy hat, the one with the ostrich feather, and he was leaning back on the headboard, arms behind his head. His long curly mustache was kind of fluttering as he smiled, eyes closed, drawing in satisfied little breaths.

Reyna was fifteen at the time and since it was the first time she’d seen sex, she kind of assumed that’s how everyone did it, tying the female first. A few days later, while Zeke was at work, laying some sheet rock at a new housing development, she explored the drawers of his tiger fur covered dresser and found the handcuffs, along with a jar of Vaseline and an artificial penis, the purpose of which she grasped intuitively.

The rope she found in the closet, but all of it terrified her so much, she never dared to look in there again. Every time she saw Tonya or one of the others, it made her giggle, knowing what Zeke was going to do to them. Especially the arrogant, snotty ones, the ones who thought a kid like her was beneath their dignity. She’d just smile, eyes flashing as she’d imagine her dad stripping one of them and putting her on her stomach, to be roped like a steer.

It made Reyna hot, even now. Drawn by a force she didn’t understand, she climbed down from the bed and went to the full-length mirror. It was like there was a Voice inside her, not her own which she had to obey. The Voice had lots of ideas. First she had to strip down, pulling off the t-shirt so she was completely naked. This act alone made her hot, and as she began to stimulate her own nipples and touch her cunt. She felt so slutty she couldn’t stand it.

The Voice told her to spread her legs now and display herself. Using her fingers, she opened her cunt lips. There was a dildo in a secret spot in one of her suitcases and she wanted at it real bad. Except the Voice insisted she be sopping wet first, dripping even. Massaging her clit, she achieved the desired end. Wanting proof, the Voice had her smear the glistening liquid on her belly and tits.

‘Very good,’ it soothed malevolently. ‘You may get the dildo. On your hands and knees, of course.’ Reyna crawled, head down, from the master bedroom to the room where her luggage was stored. The dildo was a semi soft kind and it had taken all her nerve to buy it before coming down here. Anticipating endless boredom, she’d looked forward to some intense scenes with herself.

In order to humiliate herself further, she placed the object inside her right there, so that as she crawled back to the bedroom she’d be fully penetrated the whole time. It went in easy, almost suctioning itself. It was going to feel funky, on her hands and knees all the way back to Cynthia’s old room, filled this way.

No, not Cynthia’s room. The back yard. Her head whirled with the idea. It made her weak all over, but so aroused she nearly came at the thought of it. That’s what the Voice wanted, what it demanded: She must crawl to the garage, fetch the duct tape, the same roll Cynthia used and then go out into the backyard, to somehow put herself on display, in any way she could manage alone.

That way she’d be trapped and someone could find her, and maybe use her if they chose. It was bright in the garage, on account of the big door being open, which meant anyone could see her now. She didn’t have any choice, any way to stop it as she paraded, like a female animal, cunt plugged, on all fours, primed and ready for the lowest sort of humiliation she could self-inflict.

The concrete prickled. It was rough, just like the floor of the storage shed, where once she’d loved a boy, and been loved back. But now, there was only her imagination and the limitless heights and depths she could achieve by it. Clenching her thighs, she tried to keep back the first waves of orgasm, but as she moved they came anyway. Eyes closed she went, inch by inch by inch, bracing herself. 

“Well, what have we here?”

Reyna’s eyes popped open. She looked up. It was Meredith, in a red dress and red pumps, her hair done up on her head, looking very fit, very amused and very smug behind her dark glasses.

A dark chill passed down her spine, fear replacing the sexy danger she’d been feeling. Scrambling to her knees, she tried to conceal herself, to very little effect.

“Uh uh,” Meredith shook her head, wagged her finger, “back down you go.”

Reyna cocked her head, uncertain. Meredith couldn’t order her around, could she?

Studying her impeccably matching red nails and sounding bored, Meredith said, “I think you better do as I say, Reyna, unless you want your mother to rot in jail. And yourself along with her for indecent exposure.”

“My—my mother?”

“Yes, dear. I had her arrested, you know.”

“What—what for?”

Meredith pulled off her glasses. “That give you a clue?”

She was sporting a huge shiner. Wow! Way to go Cynthia! Forcing back laughter, Reyna returned to her hands and knees, deciding not to incite the woman any further.

“Come over here and kiss my foot,” Meredith said, putting out one leg, arching her calf muscle. “Give me an idea how you’ll be later when you service my cunt.”

A wet thrill shot through the girl as she moved to obey. It had never occurred to her, never entered her thoughts that she might play games like this with an older woman. And such a bitchy one at that. Very delicately now, she licked the front of the expensive shoe, the dildo still firmly tucked inside of her.

Meredith laughed lightly, seeing her diligence. With surprising gentleness, she said, “Don’t worry about your mother, young lady. I’ve arranged for her to get what she needs most, and from the hands of a real pro. After that, I think she’ll find life will look up for her in many ways.”

Reyna didn’t know why, but she trusted this woman. Like she really would do good things for them.

“Better come inside, sweetie." Meredith moved gracefully to the open front door and Reyna followed, like a puppy.

“How about we get you cleaned up and dressed, huh, kiddo?”

Reyna looked up from the living room floor, strangely disappointed. “But aren’t you going to...”

“Fuck you,  dear?” Meredith’s grin slanted wickedly as she folded her arms. “No, not just yet. You see, I haven’t quite figured out yet which you are, top or bottom. I need to do an experiment first. Up for a road trip?”

She nodded. Though she knew she shouldn’t be.

Meredith never touched her the whole time she was in the shower, though she insisted the door be kept open so she could watch. Her every movement was scripted as Merry told her in graphic detail how to clean herself. Largely, it was an exercise in voyeurism, the actual hygiene part having been accomplished in the first five minutes.

The woman’s instructions, which were cool and crafted, drove her to distraction as she was made to stimulate but not relieve herself. By the time she was done the soap was worn almost to the shape of her dildo and yet she’d been denied even a single orgasm. It almost hurt to towel herself, she was so sensitive.

“These will do,” Meredith said, picking out a black miniskirt and white see through blouse for her to wear. “Come and put them on.”

Reyna looked at the skimpy outfit laid out for her on the bed. Cynthia hated such clothes on her, and even Reyna herself had to be in just the right mood to pull it off. Swallowing she asked, “What about underwear?”

“You don’t need any, dear. Not where we’re  going.” Pulling a cell phone from her purse, she made a call to someone named Foster, ascertaining that he’d finished a job for her. Meredith fired questions, kept saying ‘good’, in response to his answers. 

The content of these questions, totally sexual and sadistic, were making her flush all over. Pulling on the scant outfit with trembling hands, she tried not to listen.

“You used the electrodes on her nipples and cunt? Good.”

Buttoning the blouse, she saw with horror that the flimsy material did not even begin to conceal her rosy nipples or aureoles.

“And you used her both anally and vaginally? Good.”

Smoothing the skirt, she tried to imagine how she’d walk around like this. She could feel the air wafting up inside of her, titillating, aggravating.

“Did you come on her face? It dried there? Good.”

Reyna bit her lip, rubbed her legs together. With her hands, she caressed her silk covered tits.

“And she was shackled the whole time? Good.”

Reyna felt a hand in her hair, interrupting her reverie. 

“No touching,” Meredith chastised, pulling harder till she had to put her hands down. Then on the phone she added, “No, let her get cleaned up and leave her some cab money. I want you and Tony to meet us here with the big car. We’ll be gone before she gets back here. Bye.”

Reyna’s eyes lit up. It dawned on her now that the tortured woman Meredith was talking about was her mother. “You cunt!” she screamed, grabbing at the woman’s neck.

Meredith moved so swiftly that Reyna never had time to react. It was some kind of karate, and in one move, she was down, the older woman on top of her. Laid out flat on her back, arms pinned over her head, squirming uselessly, she cried, “Stop, you’re hurting me!”

“Quit whining,” Meredith chastised, releasing the girl’s hands so she could pull down her panties and mount the younger girl’s face. “It doesn’t become you.”

Reyna dabbed her tongue at the proffered pussy, enjoying the feel of servicing this strong woman who was everything she wished she and her mother could be. When Meredith began to moan softly, throwing back her head in pleasure, Reyna swelled with pride, determined to give her the best head she’d ever had.

But Meredith didn’t let her finish. “Wipe your face,” she instructed, climbing off her and throwing her a towel. “We’ve got a long ride ahead of us.”

Confused, way beyond aroused, Reyna stood, letting Meredith finish her outfit by taking the long strand of pearls from her own neck and putting it on hers. She thought she’d faint as the taller woman stood behind her, her breath a whisper in her ear, her long fingernails bestowing electrifyingly light touches as she reconnected the shimmering pearls. Reyna wanted to melt against her, wanted to give herself, an untouched vessel to be opened and discovered by this mysterious goddess.

But Meredith was holding them both back, keeping them for something else. What that might be she had no idea. She only knew that as they walked out the door that she was floating, feeling alive as she never had in her life.

It was like a dream seeing the limousine in her driveway. The driver was one of the biggest men she’d ever seen, but affable enough with his long ponytail and his funny accent. She tried to correct him when he opened the door for her and called her Sheila, but Meredith explained that this was a term for any girl in his country. Reyna had never even met a person from outside the United States, nor had she ever been in a car big enough to have a bar and a television. 

There was another guy, much smaller, and he was making a show of looking her up and down. Scantily clad and barefoot, she must have been a fetching sight. She’d wanted her flip flops, but Merry said they weren’t real shoes and she was better off without them. The seat was way soft, and Reyna sighed happily as she sat. Leaving the smaller man, Tony, to drive her car home, Meredith got in after her and closed the door.

Cynthia had told her once she’d ridden in a limo when her mother died, but there wasn’t any bar. “Can I have something to drink?” Reyna asked, wishing Merry had sat next to her and not in the row of seats facing her.

“Not unless you’re twenty-one,  dear.” 

“No,” she laughed, “I meant  soda.” She wondered now how T-Top was doing, speaking of not drinking. He’d bragged about going through rehab four times. Personally, she wasn’t planning on going back even a second time. Six weeks of having her brain picked apart by shrinks and support groups was enough for one lifetime, thank you very much.

Idly, Reyna imagined what it would have been like if she’d bedded the gangly T-Top. God, she thought, squeezing her legs, was her every thought going to turn to sex today? This wasn’t like her. Yes, she flirted all of the time, even threw herself at males, but that was all reverse psychology, designed to scare them off. Cynthia never had understood that about her.

No one had. Except Jason. She hadn’t rattled him with her sexiness at all. In fact, he’d called her bluff and won her heart—not to mention her body. She hoped he’d enjoyed the prize. She certainly had. Damn it, she missed him.

“Miami is a long way off, kiddo,” Meredith interjected, kicking off her shoes and flexing her bare toes against Reyna’s knees from across the other seat. “Too long for such a sad face.” 

Reyna parted her legs, set her hands down next to her, palms up. “What’s in Miami?”

“Paradise, if you play your cards right.”

“Hmm,” Reyna sighed, arching her back. “So cut the deck already.”

Meredith pulled back her taunting feet. “Open the compartment by the door,” she instructed. Reyna’s heart began to thud as she pulled out a pair of handcuffs. Steel and very real looking.

“Lay down, arms over your head and chain yourself to the little strap by the door handle. That’s right, run the links through the opening.”

Reyna had to lie flat on her back, stretching herself on the very rich black upholstery. She had to bend her head all the way back and it was tricky but finally she succeeded in closing the second cuff on her wrist, the chain running between the ends of the strap beside the door handle.

She was a prisoner now and she shuddered with wicked delight as she settled herself into a position of sweet bondage, laid out on the limo seat. Anticipating quick release, she thrust out her breasts and opened her legs as invitingly as she could manage. Did Meredith find her pretty? She hoped so. Looking across, she expected to see the woman undressing, making a move. But she just sat there, legs crossed, sipping a glass of champagne.

“Tell me what you want, Reyna.”

“I want to come.”

She shook her head. “No, sweetie, what you want is a cock. Say it.”

“I want a cock,” she heard herself say.

“I could give you to Foster, you  know.” She paused now for dramatic emphasis. “He’s the one I sent to your mother. Do you know she’s such a pain slut she actually begged for it? I bet you’ll beg, too, Reyna.”

Reyna stiffened, her pleasure seeking urges suddenly overridden by pure venom. No one could hurt her mother and get away with it. “I’ll never beg, you smug bitch. No matter what you do to me! And whatever you did to Cynthia, I’ll do to you twice as bad!”

Meredith removed her sunglasses, studied the captive’s face. “Yes,” she agreed at last, “I believe you would.” Leaning forward to unzip her red dress, she pulled it over her head. “Maybe there’s hope for you after all.”

Reyna watched as she crawled across the seat, clad only in black panties and bra. Her body really was superb, fit and trim. “Of course,” she crooned, unbuttoning Reyna’s blouse, “I do still have to punish you.”

She moaned as Meredith seized her left nipple between her teeth. In between bites she said, “Just so you know, your mother could have stopped it at any point. Foster gave her a safe signal, but she never used it.”

“I don’t trust you,” Reyna moaned, as she felt teeth clamping her other nipple.

Meredith’s hands were under her skirt, seizing her cunt with her long nails. “Oh, I agree, honey, you shouldn’t trust me at all. Now tell me again what a bitch I am.”

“I wouldn’t give you the satisfaction.”

“What I am right now is your Mistress, aren’t I?” Meredith said, pricking her to the verge of orgasm and holding her there.

Reyna threw back her head, caught up in the moment. “Yes! Yes, Mistress!”

“If I give you to Foster, you will crawl to him and service him with your slut body, won’t you?”

“Yes,” she hissed, her voice a spurt of uncaged air. “I’ll do anything.”

 “Like you laid for my son? And his little girlfriends?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Meredith snaked a finger into her rectum, maintaining the vaginal pressure. “Suppose we just pick up some hitchhiker for you, hmm? Do you feel up for a little unprotected sex with a derelict?”

From her head to her feet she was spasming, seeking out release, desperately pressing her enflamed nude body against Meredith. “I’ll do whatever you say,” she conceded at last, her pride and will surrendered to the heat of the older woman’s touch.

Twisting her other hand cruelly onto an exposed heaving breast, Meredith made Reyna beg. And so she did, tears welling up, as she said the most outrageous things, promising her very soul, betraying everyone and everything she ever knew. At last, when she was so near the breaking point she thought her very identity might shatter, Meredith consented to finish her off.

With a flick of the wrist, like turning a faucet, Meredith brought her to orgasm. She shuddered and shook; all of her, orgasm included, belonged at that moment to the will of Meredith Trace. When she finally came to her senses, she found herself still cuffed, lying on the seat. Meredith was sitting across from her with a fresh glass of champagne. She’d removed her panties and now she was sitting bare assed on the seat, looking at her hungrily, eyes glowing like a cat’s as she sipped the sparkling liquid.

“Well, dear,” she crooned, “glad to see you’re still with us. It’s a good thing, too, because now it’s my turn.”

Reyna licked her lips. “Yes, Mistress.”

Meredith leaned across and ran a finger over Reyna’s mouth. “If I let you go, little kitten, will you bite or play nice?”

Taking the finger deep, she showed Merry what she would do, licking and sucking it luxuriantly. Almost giggling, her eyes lit up like Christmas, Merry undid the handcuffs. Reyna scrambled at once to the floor, taking her position between the woman’s legs. Making full, deep swipes with her tongue, she began her work. Still in her open blouse and tiny skirt, she spent the remainder of the two hundred mile trip between Meredith Trace’s legs, her face firmly clamped between surprisingly well-muscled thighs coaxing orgasm after orgasm from her Mistress.

Remarkably, she continued to come herself, even without being touched. Meredith hadn’t lied when she’d said it would be paradise that much was for sure. And to think they hadn’t even gotten to Miami yet. Wickedly, Reyna wondered what could possibly top this even as she felt them cascading together towards yet another explosion. 


Chapter Seven

Cynthia’s hand was frozen on the motel room door. Her mouth hung open, she couldn’t speak, couldn’t even breathe. Quite literally, he was the last person she’d ever expected to see.

“Hello, Cynthia,” Shep offered at last, ending the silence.

When her own voice finally came it was in spurts, incomplete thoughts. “But how did you—where did you…”

“A little bird told me you were here.” His sky blue eyes drank in the sight of her, freshly showered, redressed from her ordeal. “You look good, Cynthia.”

She blushed. “Oh, I don’t think that’s very true.”

“More than you know,” he replied softly, his voice sounding so sincere it made her want to cry.

“I—I’d invite you in,” she explained, trying to keep her composure. “But this isn’t really my room.”

“I understand. How about if we go somewhere for a cup of coffee?”

“I don’t know if that’s a good idea.” She lowered her eyes, trying to avoid his gaze. God, he looked good. The tiny lines beside his eyes only made him more handsome, gave him character. As for his hair, it was still short, like hay spun with gold, and only marginally thinner. “I should really go home and check on my daughter. Maybe some other time.”

A slight frown crossed his face. “As you wish.” A quick nod of his head and he moved to turn away.

Don’t let him go, you fool, not again! Stop him this time!

“Shep, wait.”

He turned back, looking smashing in his jeans and khaki shirt. Muscle wise, he hadn’t suffered any over time either. “Yes, Cynthia?”

She smiled shyly. “Maybe just for a little while. After I run home and check on Reyna? And maybe change my clothes?”

He smiled back, sending her heart skipping like a ram up a spring mountain. “I’ll drive.” 

Grabbing her purse, leaving the now vacant scene of her torture session behind, Cynthia rushed out to meet him. He put his arm across her. The feel of his strong capable hand was delicious on her denim covered back, although she really needed to ditch these stale clothes before their date. 

A date. Lord, was it really that? A date with Shep after all these years?

“So you have a child?” he asked at last, after they’d ridden some distance down the road.

Stretching her legs in the roomy Land Rover she said, “Yes. Reyna just turned eighteen last spring. But I’m not with her father,” she added hastily. “I’m not married or anything, I mean.”

She winced, realizing she was making an idiot of herself.

“I’m alone, too,” he replied, catching her meaning and responding in such a way as to put her instantly at ease.

“Oh?”

Steady, girl, steady.

“Where are you staying, Cynthia?”

Lost in his profile, she said dreamily, “My aunt’s house. Did you want to go there?”

“Well I thought you needed to check on your daughter.”

“My daughter, Reyna,” she reminded herself. “Yes, I do.”

She was silent for the rest of the way, and mercifully he followed suit. Despite her embarrassment and her apparent inability to keep a coherent thought in her head, it amazed Cynthia how natural this felt, just the two of them riding together, like old friends. Or maybe it was more than that.

“I’ll just be a minute!” she cried, leaping out the door once he’d pulled in the driveway.

“Take your time, Cynthia. We’ve been waiting almost twenty years.”

She flew to the door, praying over and over that Reyna would be gone. It made her a terrible mother, she knew, but how much worse of a parent could she be at this point? Oh, yes, she knew her mistakes all too well: Smothering her daughter, interfering in her life, pushing her away when she should have been supportive. The truth was she’d become terrified of her own child who was now so much more mature than she could ever hope to be and capable of such powerful emotions. One look at those blue eyes intimidated her to the quick.

“Reyna?” Three more times successively she called out her name, going room to room. No one there, just a note, next to the one she’d left, saying that Reyna too was gone for a while. She should be worried about that, but she didn’t care. She couldn’t. Not now. Eighteen years of motherhood and now it was time to be a girl again. Leafing madly through her clothes, wishing she had something suitable, she settled finally on a flowing knee length skirt and a sweater blouse, just a little bit low cut. It was flirtatious and pink, and about as elegant as she could manage on her tiny budget.

“Is your daughter okay?” he asked, when she hobbled out ten minutes later, still adjusting her high heels.

“Huh? Oh, yea. No problem,” she beamed, urging him onward. “Let’s go.”

Shep glanced across at her. “You look nice,” he observed.

“Thank you.” Mostly she was thankful he hadn’t drawn too much attention to this latest sign of her throwing herself at him. 

“Reyna is a pretty name,” he observed.

“It’s a family name on her father’s side.” She tried to focus on the lazy trees lining the street, but she was all emotional, just hearing him say her name. It made them closer somehow, like he’d been there all along, sharing the struggles with her. “She’s a good kid. Head strong. I did my best, but it wasn’t always easy. She’s real smart when she applies herself. Pretty, too, which has its own dangers.”

Cynthia gripped the armrest. She was rambling.

“You love her more than anything, don’t you?” Shep asked, surprising her with his ability to see to the depths of her soul.

“I do,” she replied, turning towards him to find him looking intently at her. “I just wish I could have given her more.”

“You gave her your love,” he said, returning his eyes to the road. “That’s all that matters.” After a moment’s silence, he added, “I can’t have children myself.”

The lump of sadness came fast and hard to Cynthia’s throat. “Oh, Shep. I didn’t know.” She wanted to reach for him, but still lacked the courage. “Was it a...”

“It was a vasectomy,” he supplied, sparing her fumbling attempt to inquire further. “Many years ago, when I was involved in a lifestyle which could well have resulted in unwanted pregnancies.”

Cynthia resisted the temptation to ask for details, although it was intriguing, to be sure, that the likes of Shepard Trace III could have been involved in something sleazy. She wondered now if all those rumors about the sex cult might have had some bearing in reality. “Do you ever wish you could have them, Shep? Children I mean?”

The question was probably far more intense than anything about his sex life, but somehow it seemed safer.

“No.” His voice was steady, betraying a tinge of pain but not an ounce of regret. “I chose a different path, one requiring unencumbered relations between man and woman.”

Cynthia ran her hand over her skirt-covered thigh. Such a strange statement. What on earth could it mean? And why did it heighten her pulse so just imagining the possibilities?

“I didn’t realize there was such a thing. Unencumbered relations, I mean. Every relationship I’ve ever seen is a mess.”

Shep nodded as he turned left down a fork in the road leading to Meander, the next town over. “That’s because few people know themselves well enough to find their true place in life. Fewer still have the courage to act on that knowledge. I hope you don’t mind if we find somewhere outside Charred River to talk?”

“Fine by me. I’ve had enough of the place to last me a while.”

“What made you come back?”

Cynthia folded her arms. She should have known he would cut to the quick. He always did. “I don’t know. Looking for a second chance maybe. Or else I’m just a glutton for punishment.”

Or maybe it was you I came back for.

He shook his head, opting not to laugh at her feeble joke. “No. You seek out experiences to grow, that’s all. It’s a gift. Most people can’t do that, they stay in the same rut.”

“Some gift,” she mused. “The ability to mess up your life on a regular basis.”

He shook his head decisively. “There’s no shame in anything you’ve done. Actually, I’ve always felt, Cynthia, that you are the bravest person I’ve ever met. I wish you knew how many times I lay close to death, praying to survive for the sole reason that one day I might have the opportunity to tell you that face to face.”

Cynthia tried to absorb the impact of these words. They spelled out something profound, something as deep as anything a person could imagine coming from one heart to another, and yet the pieces just didn’t add up. “You didn’t seem so keen on me when we saw each other last,” she reminded him bluntly.

Shep was silent, making her regret instantly her ill chosen words. She just couldn’t handle the sudden closeness that was all. Not when she was sure it would only come at the price of more rejection.

“I never meant to hurt you, Cynthia,” he said at last. His voice was very soft, very low, but incredibly clear. “I’m sorry.”

She grabbed his shoulder. “Oh, Shep. I’m sorry, too.” The tears were going to come and she didn’t know if she could stop them.

Shep pulled to the side of the road. “It’s time I told you some things. Okay if we do it here?”

She looked around her, eyeing the wide-open cornfields under blue sky. Laughing as she wiped her eyes she said, “Hey, I always was a cheap date, right?”

His smile was belied by the pools of sadness shimmering in his eyes. He never had been able to conceal anything from her. “It’s a long story,” he apologized, “and I’m afraid I’m not even going to start in the right place. But it’s the only way I know how to tell it.”

She touched his hand lightly with hers. “I’m all ears.”

Drawing a deep breath, he began. “It’s difficult to explain the pressures of being born a Trace. Your whole life, you’re being watched. Some want you to succeed, most hope you’ll fail. It was after high school that I finally cracked. I had been expected to attend a prestigious university, or perhaps a military academy. I opted instead to enlist in the Merchant Marine, as a seaman. My family was thrilled, of course.”

Cynthia smiled, imagining the looks on the faces of Shepard I and II to hear that little piece of news.

“I had my reasons. I needed to explore for myself a different side of life. I more than got my wish. In the first two years alone, I visited forty-seven nations on five continents. What fascinated me most, though, at every port I stopped in were the women. It had never occurred to me the universality of female degradation. From prostitution to forced marriage to a dozen other forms of servitude scarcely different than slavery, women are everywhere oppressed. Incredibly, I discovered that these practices are as old as society and backed by the most venerable religious and ethical creeds. In ancient times, temples even had their own stables of prostitutes for use in so-called fertility rites. In some places in the Indian subcontinent as recently as the last century, women were still pressured to follow their husbands into death rather than remain as widows.

“Surely, I thought, there must be something natural, biological and noble in a woman’s subservience, and yet invariably I saw the majority of women to be lonely, neglected creatures. Why was this? Throughout the Third World, fathers still sell their daughters. As close as Mexico, and even in the US, there are underground operations using indentured women whose bodies are exploited nightly for the profit of others. In Tijuana I visited a brothel where women are chained by the neck to heavy iron rings in the wall. Day and night they lie on stinking straw mats, available for the price of a few coins.

“In some places, of course, the stakes are much higher. In the desert country of Marakastan, I was the guest of a sultan who gave to me for the night an American girl, a former beauty queen from Ohio. He had acquired her through the white slave trade for the sum of nearly fifty thousand dollars.

“It was with this girl, whose name was Melanie that I discovered my own deep desire to master and own the females with whom I copulated. For some reason, her subservience awoke in me urges that no one else had before—not the copper skinned coin girls of Tijuana, not the jade eyed beauties of Bangkok, nor even the scads of nubile Eastern European girls, who fill every street corner in Europe, giving themselves away for the price of a warm bed and a hot meal.

“Maybe it was her training, or the fact that she was born American like me, yet given in life to a role so different from her upbringing that made her so desirable. She was sent to me wearing a flimsy halter of silk and a flowing, nearly invisible silk skirt. She was belled and collared and quite naked underneath. There were rings in her ears and in her nipples. Whether she was pleased at the sight of me, I cannot say. She did, however fall at once to my feet, commencing to kiss them.”

‘I am your girl, Melanie, yours for the evening,’ she declared, her head still lowered.

“Not having seen a fellow citizen in quite some time, I tried to engage her in a discussion of the sort common to exiles, but she preferred to remain at my boots, licking them clean. It was not until I tried to force the conversation and she began to sob pitifully that I realized her true predicament.

“Pulling her to her feet I asked her what in God’s name was the matter.

‘Master,’ she sniffled. ‘This girl is not permitted to engage Masters in free discussion. She exists only to please them with her body. Please do not bid me open my mouth again, unless it is to receive your glorious cock, or else I will surely be punished by my Master’s men.’

“How lovely the girl looked in her terror, with her flowing blonde hair, her tear streaked cheeks, gold bands adorning her wrists and upper arms, as well as her slender ankles and even her neck. I had thought them mere items of jewelry at first, but upon closer inspection, I saw they had no means of removal, and quickly concluded they were designed for chaining her, not adorning her. 

“Her beauty and her utter openness to me both aroused and terrified me. She neither blinked nor blushed as I stripped her with my eyes, baring her to her soul. There was in her not one ounce of evasiveness or dissimulation.

‘Does Master not desire me?’ she asked, her voice tiny and lost, as I continued to hold her at arm’s length.

“My manhood surged. How could I not want to possess such a creature? To dominate her utterly in front of the whole world, branding her as my own? In fact, at that very moment, Melanie had become for me the composite of every girl I had ever wanted and been unable to have.

“Ruthlessly, I shoved her down to her knees. Whipping out my organ, I placed her mouth over it, forcing her to take it in one gulp. Melanie never hesitated, but took me instantly to the back of her throat, demonstrating as she did her exquisite training as an object of pleasure. With her back perfectly straight, breasts displayed, legs widely spread she clasped her arms behind her, giving me unencumbered access to her, neck to knee. Though I hadn’t intended to end it so quickly, I found myself ejaculating in her warm pinkness almost at once. As my hands pressed the top of her pretty head, she remained in place, swallowing every drop.

“The act itself was not novel for me. By this time I had enjoyed hundreds of women this way. But it had always seemed impersonal in the past, as though the girl were a mere pleasure-dispensing machine. Melanie, however, had retained her femininity. She was giving to me from the depths of her soul, as though we were one flesh, and all this despite, or rather because I was a stranger, a man to whom her Master had lent her for the night.

“To my amazement, even after coming in her mouth, I stayed hard. Pushing her to her back, I stripped away her mockery of a skirt and entered her at once, intoxicated by the scent of her, the sight of her, the sweet air of jasmine mixed with perspiration. Laughing like a madman, I tore away at the flimsy top as well, baring her breasts and rendering her naked before my onslaught. It was then I first noticed the tattoo, small, delicate, in the shape of a desert rose, just below her left breast.

‘That is my Master’s mark,’ she whispered, sensing my interest.

“Unable to restrain myself, I planted my palms on either side of her, plunging into her belly and riding her to a second even more explosive climax. Four times I counted her shuddering to orgasm beneath me, with an abandon so helpless, so utterly female, I scarcely believed I was not myself reborn of the race of immortal gods to have brought her such pleasure.

“Five more times would I spill my seed into Melanie that night, each time more devastatingly perfect than the last, and all with almost no refraction time. The fourth time I came inside her narrower channel, which opened for me like a flower. For my final act of possession, I spilt upon her face, a gift for which she thanked me most abjectly. Can you imagine my joy? In one fell swoop I had shattered my every conception of the limits of my sexuality. At the same time, I had realized an almost sacred truth: namely that in as much as I found my fulfillment through mastery, this girl had found it through slavery.

“Unable to sleep, I chained her hands above her head using a pole set in place for this purpose in my room and set about to interview her. Naturally, I neither clothed her nor allowed her to clean the jism from her lovely face and breasts. Furthermore I required her to keep her feet widely spaced that she might be available to me and visible in her deepest femininities.

“Under these conditions I had hoped to unlock the secret to her condition and to the joy of submission that was obviously hers. Sadly, however, I could find little in her story that was unique or decisive. Truly, there were thousands, maybe millions of girls just like her. Only circumstance seemed to have made her life so different. In her case, she had encountered a handsome young Arab at a trade show where she had landed work displaying turbine motors in a bikini. The man had revealed to her the joys of submissive sex. In short order, she had been lured overseas, where she soon found herself in over her head. It was the man’s uncle, a sultan, who had been the first to formally purchase her flesh and to have her trained as an infidel slave girl. But why her and not any one of the others of pretty American girls who flaunt their flesh each day? And why did she have joy in her forced sex where most women knew only misery? And above all, what would I be required to do to find for myself such a creature?”

On the edge of her seat, Cynthia asked, “And did you? Find a girl, I mean.”

He smiled sadly. “Alas, yes, although the end result was not what I sought. Through the sultan, you see, I became acquainted with a white slaver named Leopold, a burly, goateed man with a shaved head and a bull neck. Though his activities were hardly legal, I found him to be a man of great honor and good humor. He was a ruthless trainer, of course, and it was said he could break any female to abject servitude. His specialty was in providing concubines for wealthy potentates and captains of industry. Only the finest merchandise crossed his hands and I daresay every girl that came to him, no matter how beautiful and haughty, never failed to leave as anything but a tamed and willing pet.

“He was a man of iron will. For his training center, he took a castle in the remotest part of the Alps, a location affording him absolute freedom and privacy. To begin with, he would play upon the new arrivals a most subtle and cruel trick. Naturally, being brought to him from whatever kidnap ordeal had befallen him, they would protest their innocence and demand immediate release.

“Most patiently, seated behind his enormous mahogany desk, he would hear their stories, appearing quite sympathetic and concerned. By facial gestures and body language he would betray great sympathy, winning their highest hopes. By the end, they invariably anticipated their rapid release, along with extensive reparation.

“Prior to such a happening, however, he would indicate that there was just one minor hitch. Since this was in fact a slave training facility, there needed to be some proof that in fact the girl did not by natural propensity belong in such a place. Tensing, the girl would ask what proof was needed. Leaning back in his seat, visage implacable, Leopold would tell her that she must insert into her cunt a single hand, in his presence, removing it in a state of perfect dryness. Unwilling to appear guilty, and having been manipulated this far, they would inevitably relent. The looks on their face, the fear, the arousal never failed to be priceless as they did his bidding.

“Do you know that not once in all the times I witnessed this test did the girl actually succeed? Somehow, in his presentation, Leopold would psychologically produce the very state the girl dreaded. Being made to approach him with shame in her eyes, heart pounding as he rested his whip on the desk, she would grow weak kneed, inevitably presenting a moist and glistening hand.

“Frowning deeply, appearing to be quite offended, the man would snap his fingers, ordering the approach of his ever present retainers, whips in hand. Quite calmly, though with absolute authority he would order the girl to strip, since she had been shown to have the heart of a slave. There would be protests, of course, and objections, but sooner or later fingers would fly over buttons and zippers and in the end the girl would of her own volition fall to her knees, naked, having taken for herself the first step to utter servility.

“Within six short weeks, under Leopold’s iron hand, these same red faced, awkward beauties could be seen to blossom into the ripest of sluts, presenting themselves at the subtlest of commands for the most abject forms of abuse and domination. Identities and wills stripped, deprived of every pretense, including clothing and speech, they became little more than sleek female animals, capable of giving and receiving the rawest of pleasures. To wear the chains of the Master became for them the highest, the only goal, and as for the penises they served, these were as godheads to be worshipped with every orifice, every inch of their bonded flesh.

“Leopold was quite generous in involving me in his work. In time I became myself quite proficient in conquering female flesh. I even gained something of the man’s mesmeric power, so that it was not uncommon for girls, even new ones, to cream in my presence merely from the look in my eyes, from my stance or the tone of my voice. In my frequent trips to the outside world, where I stumbled upon the high society of European nobility, I made something of a hobby of discomfiting idle females. 

“On one occasion, the Duchess of Rialto laid for me on the marble portico during her own gala, having met me only an hour before. The daughter of a Texas billionaire was on the verge of going to her knees before me on the dance floor of a charity ball when I stopped her, grasping her arm to save her honor. In exchange, I had her march promptly to the bathroom and remove her panties, which I required her to hand discretely to one of the young men serving trays of champagne. I can only imagine the sport that ensued at the end of the night in that household.

“For years this life sustained me. Having left the Merchant Marine, I divided my time between working with Leopold and developing a handsome investment portfolio with the help of a banker who was an old family friend. Eventually, though, I became aware of a deep spiritual void in my life. The old questions as to the true nature of male-female relations had resurfaced, along with my quest to find my one true love slave, that elusive dream girl that all dominants seek.”

Shep had paused, noting that Cynthia’s hand had strayed unabashedly between her legs, up under her skirt. Seeing his eyes on her, she realized herself what she’d been doing. The action had come entirely unwittingly and she blushed at once.

“Forgive me,” she begged, feeling herself flood with shame. “Please go  on.” 

Shep’s eyes bore down on her with unspoken questions, but at last, he continued. “Leopold knew I was unhappy so he sent me to an old friend of his for guidance, a man named Wu Wei, a teacher of the martial arts and himself a consummate dominator of females. Under Wei’s teaching, I discovered my true spiritual and sexual center. Though a small man and sparsely muscled, his was a formidable personality. He lived quite passionately and his appetite for women was voracious. In addition to many paramours, he kept for himself two personal slaves, a pair of Asiatic sisters. Both were tiny, but extraordinary in the ways of pleasing men. 

“According to Wei’s teachings, there are seven levels of conquest of the human female. The lowest, and most shameful, involves physical force. At the highest levels, as one proceeds up the ladder of psychological control, no physical compulsion or restraint is required, though one may certainly apply such as a spice to add to one’s enjoyment of the woman. Certainly, the girl herself also finds joy in this way. Wei’s girls, existing at the very pinnacle of female submission, had an incredible threshold both for bondage and for pain. Their torture, in fact, constituted a daily ritual in his personal shrine.

“There were other slaves as well, along with eleven males who were his pupils, seeking enlightenment and eventual admission into his inner circle, the privileges of which included usage of the females. It is difficult for a western woman to understand the sacred depths of slavery as practiced in the east. Wu Wei’s slaves attended him as a god, washing him, dressing him, and seeing from dawn to dusk to his most intimate needs. Never were they allowed above their knees in his presence, unless it was required for sexual usage or discipline. 

“Clothing was not permitted them either, save for elaborate costumes known as Shi-li, a word literally translated as ‘bond garments’. As such they were composed of chains and ropes, designed to constrict and display a girl’s charms in cruel and brutal ways. Among the tasks of the acolyte monks was to perfect the application of thousands of variations of such garments. I myself learned them all and could even tell by the mood or stubbornness of a girl which to apply to maximize her humiliation and arousal at a given moment. There is nothing like the attention and service of a properly chained girl, as she performs her menial tasks helpless before the onslaught of ropes deep in her crotch, or rings of steel constricting her full, ripe breasts.

“When not in use, such girls were chained hand and foot and often caged. Twice each day, we would parade them through Wei’s garden on all fours, golden chains connected to their collars. These were tender moments, which would often lead to a girl’s being used out of doors, upon the rose strewn paths. Food was also carefully controlled and they were permitted nothing save by the hand of a Master or else from out of a bowl placed at his feet. Utensils, such as cups and forks were forbidden, and if they were allowed to eat it was by dint of their licking, dabbing tongues and nibbling teeth.

“As a courtesy (since I was a guest and not an acolyte) I was given access to both of Wei’s girls. The elder was Li Shiu. She was the more slender of the two, graciously curved with doe-like eyes that were capable of rousing in men the most terrible of predatory desires. Her younger sister was Li Pey. Li Pey was three years her junior, quite curvaceous and deliciously small in stature. The mere sight of her rounded buttocks and thick nipples invariably brought me to erection.

“Like her sister, she had golden rings in her nipples. They were of similar design, though larger than the corresponding rings in the taller, smaller breasted girl. Wu Wei’s special pleasure was to maneuver them both by means of these rings, pulling them upon tiny golden chains he would affix.

“It was Li Pey who became my personal obsession. Ignoring rules of protocol, I would use her on every occasion, sometimes even while she was chained for the night beside her sister. Her perfect docility and receptiveness I quickly misinterpreted as something deeper. In short order, I became convinced this girl was the love slave I had been seeking, that one special creature whom I would crave exclusively to dominate and on account of whom I would not rest till I had achieved her conquest.

“Using all my newfound skills, I sought to bring about our union. For hours at a time, I would meditate on her image, seeking to bring her into my rightful orbit. I even learned her particular native dialect, so we might converse more perfectly. As for my leisure time, I spent this always in or near her company, often simply watching as others took her.

“Naturally, I concealed my actions from my teacher, for it was, after all, his property that I coveted. I am not proud of my conduct, and I share it now only to prove I knew nothing then of the true honor and responsibilities entailed by the ownership of a woman. For me to steal her as I did was a great sin against myself, against Wei, and against nature herself.

“I wish I could call it love, but in truth it was greed. I did not love Li Pey, nor had I even begun to cultivate in my heart for her the spirit of generosity and dispassion required for the keeping of a female slave. It was early in the morning when I stole her away, and as I look back, I can only think that Wei knew what I would do and chose not to stop me.

“Why he did this, I do not know.

“Taking her from her cage and commanding her to silence, I conveyed her across the misty courtyard and down the jade colored, dewy mountainside. It was nothing, nothing at all for me to convey her all the way to the border, whereupon I smuggled her into a second rate hotel room in a nearby city.

“Never once did Li Pey brook objection, nor did she in any way resist my claim of ownership. Upon our arrival at the hotel she stripped from the cloak I had given her and knelt naked before me to kiss my feet. In her lovemaking she was exquisite and abject. Upon completion, she would sleep beside me on the floor, never stirring until I roused her at dawn. For many days it was paradise. Imagine if you will, being a man and having a lovely girl whose sole function, purpose and meaning in life is to give you pleasure. That is paradise for any man, surely!

“And she was no ordinary woman, either. Her attentiveness to my every move, my every desire, no matter how vaguely hinted at, betrayed a power and energy unknown among any of the free women I had ever known. Neither love nor money, in fact, could buy such devotion.

“I thought myself the shrewdest of men for seizing her and as for my crime against Wei, I rationalized it, claiming it was only fair he should share one of his two slaves with his prize pupil. How vain and selfish I was, thinking my life was now complete. Little did I realize how soon I would learn of my folly. For after a week of living as a king, reaping fully the benefit of Li Pey’s sexual subjugation, the inevitable happened.

“I grew bored. I needed space. I only left her for the space of a single afternoon, just a few short hours in which I intended to stretch my legs and enjoy the city alone. She was quite distraught as I announced my plan, the confusion and fear in her eyes being almost palpable, but I ignored it utterly, smoothing it over with a petty assurance that I would ‘bring her something nice’ upon my return.

“In total I was gone just over two hours. Two hours ten minutes and thirteen seconds, to be precise. After exactly this interval of time, I turned the knob to my room, having mounted the seven flights of stairs of the white washed Imperial Hotel. In my pocket, wrapped in colored paper, I carried a tiny gold chain, the surprise I had promised.

“At first when I saw Li Pey lying on the floor I thought she was merely asleep. As I examined her nude body more closely, however, I discovered she wasn’t breathing. I suspected foul play, but this was not possible, as the room was still locked as I had left it. Her death, as it turned out, was by natural causes. I can only guess she died, quite literally, of loneliness. Incredible, I know, but for this complete and utter slave, two hours alone, unbound in a strange room with no Master to direct her was more than her heart could bear.

“Beside myself with grief, I took the body at once back to Wu Wei to beg his forgiveness. The man did not turn me away, but he also made it clear such absolution was not his to give, but rather mine to grant myself. How much easier if some punishment had been set for me! Alas, he refused even to lodge charges, claiming that in taking her I had automatically been granted rights over her to dispose of her as I wished. The next two years were a blur. I traveled the cities of Europe, drinking to excess, ruining my health. Who was I anymore? I had been away so long I had missed the death of my grandfather, my father and most of my middle adulthood. And yet, what did I have to go back to? Twice I stared down the barrel of a pistol I’d loaded myself, and once I nearly threw myself into the moorish depths of a Scottish Loch. Do you know what saved me?”

Cynthia shook her head, transfixed.

Shep reached for the glove compartment, coming dangerously close to her aroused flesh as he pulled out a single faded ribbon. He handed it to her, and recognition dawned. It was hers. The one she’d worn so long ago in her hair, to match her summer dress the day of the Founder’s Picnic. It had turned up missing and she’d never given it a second thought.

“I’ve carried this with me everywhere I’ve ever gone,” he explained softly. “I found it in my wallet as I went to set it on the stones before diving into the lake.”

Cynthia swallowed hard, not wanting to jump to conclusions. “But when you left me at Meredith’s, I thought you didn’t care. And then you never called me.”

Shep stared down at his hands, looking uncertain for the first time since she’d seen him today. “Yes, I know I ran out on you and though I’ve apologized, I haven’t really explained.”

“Shep, you don’t have to…”

He put a finger over her lips, intoxicating her with his warm touch. “No, Cynthia, I do need to explain. It wasn’t what you thought. The truth is, when I saw you like that, abused, tied, in abject misery, it frightened me because instead of being angry at those girls, or feeling sorry for you, I felt only profound arousal. I wanted you, Cynthia, just as you were at that moment. God help me, I was so hard and ready, I wanted to kick those girls out and deal with you as a man, forcing you to my pleasure.”

Cynthia felt chills down her spine. “I wish you had,” she replied, scarcely believing she’d said the words. Then, after a moment’s thought, she concluded. “But perhaps it’s not too late to start over.”

Shep’s brow furrowed as he studied his knuckles intently. “I wish it were that simple, Cynthia. But the truth is I don’t live alone.”

Her heart sank. “Oh. Well, that’s life, isn’t it?” she breezed, trying to sound indifferent.

Shep looked at her, sudden determination in his eyes. “Cynthia, will you come home with me now? There’s something I need to show you.”

“Yes,” she heard herself answer. “I would go with you anywhere.”


Chapter Eight

Reyna had never seen anything as beautiful as the ocean. So many shades of green and blue. So peaceful. And it went on forever. As she watched, her torso stuck out of the sunroof of the limo, while down below Meredith ate her out. She came twice behind the shades of Merry’s very cool sunglasses. From the waist up, she had her top on, though below she was quite nude. Also her hands were cuffed in front of her.

Merry had insisted on this treatment to get her primed for tonight. They were going to a very special private club. When pressed, Merry had said only that it was a place where she’d find out what men were really good for.

Once the last rays of sun had melted into the West, Meredith pulled her back into the limo where she was allowed to return the favor, still cuffed and on her knees. She was learning a lot about pleasing a woman, particular how to treat the very sensitive clitoris. Merry had licked and sucked her to oblivion, so it was only fair to give back.

Meredith’s come streamed down her face, as she writhed under the ministrations of her young protégé.

“Hurry now,” she coaxed the girl. “We’ve got to shop yet.”

“What for?” she asked, coming up for air.

“Clothes. We need something a little more appropriate for where we’re going.”

The dress shop, located down a colorful, loud Miami street seemed more like an entertainment place, with colored lights and men and women clerks dressed in leather. They seemed to know Meredith and steered her immediately to a section of wickedly short leather skirts and dresses.

Surprisingly, the staff seemed oblivious to Reyna’s revealing attire. When Merry told her to strip off her skirt and blouse, in fact, right in front of the triple mirrors, no one batted an eyelash. Reyna’s fingers were numb as she did as she was told. Was this really a legit place? she wondered, as her scant coverings fluttered to the floor. Thankfully, Merry had cleaned her up some before they came in. Correction: she had made Reyna sit in the limo seat, legs spread while Foster cleaned her. For a wrestler type dude, he was a real gentleman. But Meredith had dropped hints that tonight was a test and that if she failed then on the way home Meredith would drive while Foster would be given free reign over her in the back. From the look in the man’s eyes, there was little doubt what that would entail.

“Your girl has a lovely figure,” said the chief clerk, decked out in pink spandex. “And those eyes. Are you thinking red or black for her?”

Meredith studied her nude body. “I’m not sure. Reyna, play with yourself a little, I want to see something.”

Reyna laughed, almost a giggle, as her face turned bright red. The pink man was watching, accompanied now by a girl with spiked blue hair wearing black leather shorts and a midriff top.

“Come on, Reyna, we don’t have all night.”

Reyna complied, moving so quickly she hoped they’d miss it. As Meredith’s eyes narrowed, however, she knew she had to do better. A moaning noise followed as Reyna plunged her hand in deep. While they all looked on, she shifted positions and came for them. Somewhere in the background, she heard Meredith deciding on black. At last she opened her eyes, just as they presented her with a short black skirt and vest.

“Nice choice,” the clerk said to Meredith, as she tried on the scant article of clothes.

“I can tell people’s colors by watching them have sex,” Meredith explained.

Reyna stood there like a doll as they cleaned and dressed her, turning her into a made to order dominatrix. 

“Accessorize,” Meredith ordered with a snap of her fingers. Metal studded leather captain’s hat, studded collar and a leather whip appeared as if out of nowhere.

“Perfect,” Meredith affirmed. 

“And for the lady?” the man in pink asked.

Meredith sauntered into the fitting room, winking at Reyna on the way. “Surprise me, Julian.”

Julian’s tastes proved to be excellent. In short order he brought Merry out in a red leather miniskirt, boots and a matching top. Reyna had an irresistible urge to crawl to her and eat her out right in the middle of the store. She looked so yummy. But she had to keep her cool for the club. Tonight she was supposed to be trying out the other half of her personality. Her dominant side. 

The club was called The Clamshell. There were two parts to it. The first was more or less what Meredith called ‘vanilla’, which meant plain and boring sex practitioners, no tops, no bottoms. This was the part you could access from the street. It was only a few blocks from the clothing store where Meredith had eventually slapped down her credit card on the counter to pay a bill so large Reyna was sure she and her mother could have lived six months off the amount.

The Clamshell sign was neon and the people were all young, hot and in the mood to party. A few people turned their heads at the two lovely women in leather, but not many. Maybe they were used to it, Reyna thought. The other Clamshell—the hip one—was accessed through a door in the back, at the bottom of a flight of creepy stairs. There was a guard upstairs in t-shirt and sports jacket, looking bored as he opened the door for them. There was another guard downstairs, this one bare-chested and wearing leather tights, boots and a facemask. 

Unlike his upstairs vanilla counterpart, this one looked like he could tear an intruder limb from limb. As soon as he saw it was Meredith, however, he dropped his cross-armed stance and bowed low. “Good evening, Mistresses.” His voice was deep. “If you’ll wait one moment,” he said, delivering a terse coded knock to the black windowless door, “I’ll let you in.” 

The door was metal and it opened with a creak, like it was a dungeon, which is precisely what the place looked like with its gray cinder block walls and slate floors. Inside, the room was smoky with a reddish hue emanating from crimson spotlights set along the wall. As the door closed behind them, Reyna had to blink to adjust to the dimness. She nearly screamed when she felt something at her feet, but Meredith clamped her arm and gave her a severe look. It was a man, licking her boots. He was nude, except for a leather chest harness. His head was to the floor and he was on his knees. On the other side, a similarly attired man was doing the same thing to Meredith’s boots. She could see now they were chained to the wall, the ends of the links running through their matching black collars. Apparently, greeting guests this way was their job.

“Count to twenty,” Meredith whispered, “then kick them away and call them worthless scum.”

Reyna couldn’t actually bring herself to kick her foot slave, but she did manage to push him away by the shoulder with the heel of her boot. If Meredith noted the deficiency, she didn’t say. A little further in, they were offered drinks by another nude man, whose erect cock was bound by a tight metal ring at its base.

Meredith scooped up the leash, yanked it cruelly as she placed her order. “Gin and tonic, worm.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Then to Reyna he cringed, “And for you, Mistress? What is your pleasure?”

“How dare you presume to please any woman!” Meredith boomed, grabbing him by the cock. “You aren’t worthy of us! Got it? Now get on your knees and beg forgiveness!”

The man fell swiftly, burying his face in Reyna’s leather covered crotch. “Forgive me!” he wailed hugging her buttocks with his arms.

Reyna glanced from side to side, slightly embarrassed by the scene. But this was nothing. Along the wall next to her, a man in a leather hood laid out on an X-shaped cross was being heavily whipped by a longhaired brunette in stilettos and a metal bra. Two other men, meanwhile, were side by side, leashed on hands and knees as their handlers, elegant women in sequined dresses, conversed lightly. 

All around, women had the upper hand, laughing, dining, while males cringed and cowered. Reyna had never even imagined such a thing possible—such a total reversal of male supremacy. “You’re forgiven,” she told the bald man, who was still slobbering over her like a puppy. 

He yelped as she pushed him back with her knee. Apparently her foot had connected with his balls.

“Oh my gosh!” she began, but a pinch from Meredith to her ribcage stifled the imminent apology.

“Chill out, girl,” Meredith whispered fiercely. “These men have all paid to be here. Believe it or not they fork over vast amounts of cash to be humiliated, so don’t ruin it for them.”

“Are you serious?”

Meredith inclined her head to a man being paddled on his bare ass as he lay over a cocktail table. “See that guy? He’s the CEO of a fortune five hundred company. All day he has the say so over thousands of people’s lives; at night, all he wants is for someone else to have all the power.”

Reyna followed her in silence to a table with two ‘seats’, consisting of men on hands and knees, offering up their backs for the comfort of the guests. She tried not to laugh, but it just seemed funny, all these paunches, bald heads, and wriggling ancient male buttocks.

“May I serve the Mistresses?”

Reyna looked up from her soft pink seat. Way up. A Greek god was standing there. Now here was something sexy, she thought, feeling her toes curl in her boots. 

Meredith shook her head. “I don’t know. We’ve got a virgin here.”

“I’m not a…”

A kick from Meredith to her shin, gentle but efficacious stifled the rest of her protest. All at once now, the blonde giant knelt on one knee, taking Reyna’s hand to kiss it. He was absolutely gorgeous in leather kilt, strapped sandals and bare bronzed chest. “It would be my honor, Mistress, to initiate you.”

Reyna looked blankly at both of them. Initiate her into what?

“She’s young,” Meredith shrugged. “But I think she could be a natural.”

His deep amber eyes flashed as his hand cupped hers. “This slave longs to serve the young Mistress,” he declared.

Reyna’s mouth dropped open. It was all she could do to keep from melting at his feet. She didn’t love him like she loved Jason, but he was so cute, and he was here. Only she had no idea what to do. Oh, God, now he was lowering his head, waiting.

Meredith tapped the table with her fingernails. “If you want him, you’re supposed to attach him to a leash.”

“Leash?”

“Yes, take one from the neck of your chair,” she suggested.

Reyna fumbled beneath her, feeling over the man’s nose to his collared neck. She tried to keep her fingers from trembling as she unclipped the end of the leash then moved it over to the little metal loop on the new slave’s collar. She was half-afraid the man might jump up and try to bite her, but he remained docile, not moving a muscle.

Who was he? He hardly looked like the other potbellied businessmen in search of a thrill. She gulped now, realizing she had no idea how to get him back up to his feet. Meredith helped, tapping his side with her whip. The man rose to his feet. Reyna was nearly lifted off her feet as the leash rose into the air. He was nearly a foot taller than her. She could barely reach his chest, let alone his neck.

Meredith fell in beside her as the man led them to a private room. There was a four-post bed on one side and on the other, an alcove with dangling chains hanging from the ceiling like spider webs. Soft lights built into the walls bathed the room in a pink glow. There were no windows and the walls were brick, softly painted.

“I am Atlas,” the man said appropriately enough, as he unsnapped the leather skirt revealing a set of equipment perfect enough to make Reyna’s mouth water. He was rounded and circumcised and hardening before her eyes.

“Bare feet,” Meredith instructed, inducing Atlas to remove the heavy sandals. What a marvelous specimen of manhood, Reyna thought, eyeing him longingly.

With his arms crossed over his head, Meredith was able to secure him to the chains, using a stepladder. When Reyna flat out refused to use the whip on him, being unable to bear the thought of marking such a perfect body, Meredith handed her a paddle from off a rack on the wall instead. This was more her speed. After a few tentative blows, she got the hang of it.

As Reyna struck from behind, Meredith stood in front, stroking Atlas’ cock as he stood impervious. He was like a wall of muscle, calves to back, cords inside cords inside cords. He never flinched, nor even seemed to acknowledge the stinging impact. From the looks of the blacks and blues across his flanks, he was used to such treatment.

Reyna suspected the real torture, though was in front, where Meredith was cruelly arousing him, yet denying him climax. For added effect, she clipped his gorgeous nipples (the room seemed equipped with everything) with little butterfly clamps. When his buttocks were bright red, Meredith had her stop so they could unchain him.

Atlas crawled now onto the bed, whereupon he proved himself to be an incredible lover, doing things with his tongue over every inch of Reyna’s body, removing her clothing with nibbles of teeth and serving her every whim and pleasure. The presence of so much male power, doting over her, worshipping her was an incredible turn-on. Reyna felt so special, so awesomely female, having her tiny curvy body attended to with such devotion by this huge man.

She thrashed and moaned as he tongued her clit. She’d no idea a man could do this; truly he was as skilled as Merry. She didn’t know if she was supposed to give in with this much abandon, but she couldn’t help herself. The truth was she wanted cock, wanted a lover to fold her in his arms and teach her the mysteries of her untapped womanhood.

Shouldn’t she worship him instead, then? Wasn’t it backwards?

With flicks of the whip, and a few loud cracks for good measure, Meredith kept him up to her standards, insuring his diligence and thoroughness. Reyna lost track of all the orgasms. She could barely even remember her name. All she knew was that afterwards she felt sorry for Atlas being so neglected. She’d gladly chew up his erection right now, returning the favor, if only Meredith would let him.

But the man had other duties, things to do for Meredith. Reyna had to squeeze her legs, willing herself not to get up and go to him. She wanted to crawl to him, slide underneath him as he serviced Meredith on his knees, so she could fellate him like a slut—the kind of slut who serviced slaves. But she couldn’t do that. She was supposed to be a Mistress. Closing her eyes, she put her fingers deep in herself, trying to masturbate herself back to reason.

This time she definitely thought of Jason and what she would like to do with him. This Atlas fellow had given her a few ideas. Maybe it was time she turned the tables on her little mama’s boy.

***

Shep’s home was at the end of a private road, behind a large grove of orange trees. It was a mansion, in the old Southern sense, with stately white columns and a huge rocking chair laden porch. For a hundred acres surrounding it there was nothing but orange and grapefruit groves. Pristine was the word for it, the way this whole town had looked before strip malls and condos. As part of the Trace’s holdings, it was the last of the original settler land, and its real estate value probably topped the tens of millions of dollars by now.

At one time, this place had belonged to Shep’s grandfather. When she and Shep were young, it had sat idle, but then Shep’s father had restored it in his dying days, with the hope the family would all move in together again.

“Good grief, Shep,” she exclaimed, trying to reconcile the apologies he’d been making all the way over with the stunning estate she saw laid out before her eyes. “I thought you said this place was an embarrassment?”

“It is,” he said, pulling up in front of the circular asphalt drive. “It’s excessive and obnoxious. But I owe it to my grandfather’s memory to maintain it.”

She studied his face. He always had been full of contradictions – bold, and modest, taciturn and wild. Loyal to a fault, given to martyrdom, yet capable of making a break with tradition no one else in this town would ever dream of. Moving with the efficiency of a big cat, he got out, opened the Rover door for her and helped her out. The front doors of the mansion were imposing, a twin set, painted elegantly in white with large brass knockers.

“Remember,” he prodded, putting a hand to her back, guiding not pushing, “you promised not to be shocked by anything you saw here.”

“Yes, Shep, I remember.” How could she forget after the huge lecture he’d given on the way over about the terrible secrets he kept in this house, which would condemn him in the eyes of respectable people? And then there was the other issue. The mysterious person residing with him.

Cynthia drew a deep breath as she entered the foyer. The house was beautifully appointed, laden with hard woods, early American furniture and rich tapestries. It was like stepping back in history a hundred and fifty years or more.

Boot heels clicking down the hall, Shep escorted her in utter silence to a door, closed, indistinguishable from a dozen others in this particular hallway. “What you need to see is in here.”

Shep opened the door, waved his arm for her to enter. Apparently he did not intend to follow. The room was quite large and it reminded her of a ballroom, circular with chandeliers and high narrow windows, running the length of floor to ceiling. She could almost see the dancers, from long ago, spinning and twirling, falling in love to the sound of an orchestra.

At the moment, though, it was more like a museum. A torture museum. Her pulse quickened as she the examined the array of equipment: the racks, the wooden chairs with straps, the stocks and the manacles, the shackles set into upright posts. There was even an iron device with metal bands set near a brazier. Her imagination soared wildly as she guessed its purpose, along with that of the large wooded chest filled with branding irons.

There were whips on the walls, too, and other devices, such as leather harnesses, similar to what you’d see in a tack barn, only she had a funny feeling none of it was intended for horses. Her pulse quickened. Her knees went weak. Turning slowly in a circle, she let it sink in. Shep had everything he needed in this chamber to subdue a woman and reduce her to utter slavery. Any woman. Even her. The strange thing was that the place looked more like a storage room, as though these things had been set in here some time ago, brought from another place and left to lie in ruins.

“I don’t show you this to terrify you,” he explained, coming up beside her, “although I’m sure it does. I just needed for you to know the sort of monster I am.”

She reached out to touch him, but something held her back. It wasn’t fear, or revulsion, but something else. “Why do you keep these things?” she asked gently.

He smiled wryly, masking depths of pain she could never hope to delve. Suddenly she saw his age now, the effect of the years, so much more than chronological. “You mean do I still torture young women? No, that’s not possible now.” He pursed his lips, turned his eyes away. “It’s a reminder, that’s all, of the way I have sold my soul.”

Something flashed through her mind. The person he lived with, was it a slave, his love slave? And if it was, then why was Cynthia so filled with despair at the very idea? And if he did have such a lover—and for the life of her she hoped he didn’t—then why wasn’t he using this stuff on her? She took his arm.

“Shep, if you have a relationship centering around slavery, I would never judge you. You’re my friend; I respect you, always. What occurs between consenting adults is their business and no one else’s.”

Not only don’t I judge you, I wish you’d enslave me, Shep Trace.

He looked at her, his eyes betraying a twinge of surprise behind the stoical mask he’d affected. “No, Cynthia.” He tugged his forearm from her grip. “I haven’t any lovers. If you must know, I am impotent. I have been ever since Li Pey’s death.”

Her heart seared with his pain. She needed to hold him; she had to do something about all this hurt. She’d no idea. She would have come to him, gone anywhere to be with him and help him, if only he’d called on her. “Oh, Shep, I’m so sorry, I…”

“Come with me,” he interrupted. “There’s someone I want you to meet.”

Wu Wei was in the library. Sitting cross-legged and bare chested, wearing only silk pajama-like pants, affecting a kind of yoga position, eyes lost in faraway concentration. How she knew who it was before he introduced her, she wasn’t sure. She just did. Because of her unspoken connection to Shep, maybe. Just like she could guess his every move, think his every thought almost as soon as he did himself. Shep stood with her in the doorway, making no move to interrupt his teacher. Feeling a deep sense of peace, she waited, knowing the answer would come. Actually, she was thrilled. Leave it to Shep to feel it a scandal to be living in the company of a wizened old mystical guru. And here she’d thought some pretty little blonde was wearing his chains—the chains that belonged rightfully on her.

She shook her head at the notion of being chained. Where did that idea keep coming from?

“You must leave us,” Wu Wei opened his eyes, stared evenly at Shep as he spoke. Just as evenly, in utter equanimity, Shep bowed, turned on his heels and walked out. 

“I’ll wait for you on the porch,” he said to Cynthia over his shoulder. “I’ll take you home.”

And just like that, Cynthia was alone with the wily old sage who’d been so influential on the man she loved.

The man she loved. There again, where were these thoughts coming from?

“Are you prepared?” he asked her sharply and without preamble, as though it were the culmination of some earlier discussion.

“For what?” 

Wu Wei frowned. Closed his eyes. “No,” he shook his head, “you are not ready.”

Cynthia went to him, on her knees. “Sir, please, I don’t understand!”

Wu Wei rose and put a hand on her shoulder. His motions were like that of a ghost or a finely tuned acrobat. “The Master does not choose the slave,” he said cryptically, “the slave chooses the Master, for it is the slave that is free and the Master who is bound. When you understand this, you will be ready. Go now.” He pointed to the door, broaching no arguments, no commentary.

Cynthia felt herself following Shep’s footsteps, out of the room, down the corridor and outside the front door. It wasn’t till she saw him outside, sitting on one of the white wicker rockers, looking mournfully across the lush green landscape that she grasped Wei’s meaning. It was up to her to share her desires with Shep. The permission, the power, was hers to give, not his. The key to his healing, to helping him find his manhood lay in her giving him her femininity to exploit, to dominate, to love.

Nimbly her fingers worked the buttons on the back of her dress. Lifting the hem, she pulled it over her head, letting it drop to the polished wood floor. Quickly, her bra and panties followed. It was nakedness she craved, in all its power and honesty. Letting her hands fly through her hair, she readied herself, warming to her task, realizing as she did the existence of the deepest pent up parts of herself.

How natural the wooden porch floor felt to her knees. How she craved to know every inch of his home this way, with the soft receptors of her girl flesh. Upon hands and knees now she went, head bowed, going to him, softly padding, stealthily, approaching so close that he never saw it coming, never had time to react. Before he even realized she was there, her head was to his foot, her delicate lips pressed to the dusty rawhide boot – kissing passionately, cat-like, slave-like.

Startled, nearly leaping from his seat, Shep drew a sharp breath. “Cynthia, what are you doing?”

“Finding my way home,” she replied, her voice soft and small, as faint and lovely as the airy breeze. “Master.”

The declaration sent coils of pleasure down her torso, from her breasts to her aching vagina. How she’d waited to use that word, how she’d dreamed of this moment, like a fairy tale that could never be.

He did leap now, scooting back from her like she was fire. “You don’t know what you’re saying,” he accused.

“I do, my Master,” she promised, wrapping her arms round his ankles, prostrating herself.

“Cynthia, get up.” He worked his fingers to a place on her upper arms where he could hoist her to her feet. “And stop calling me that!”

“Yes, Master,” she smiled pleasantly. “But if you let me go, I will only fall back to your feet, where I belong.”

Fists clenched, his face clamped now in denial.

“It’s true, Shep, and you know it. From the moment you first laid eyes on me, you staked your claim. From that first kiss at the picnic, under all those stars, you spoiled me for freedom. It was my heat for you that Meredith and Cal sniffed out so cleverly. They figured out how to have me, but I belonged to you. And I always will.”

He thrust her away, as though the heat of her skin, the heat of her very words would burn him. Poison him. “You don’t know what you are asking, Cynthia. You can’t imagine it. Don’t you know what these hands have done?”

He held them out to her, trembling, and she took them in her own much smaller ones. “These are the hands of a strong man, the hands of my Master; they were meant to control, to caress, to strike, to punish, to possess. Won’t you allow yourself the pleasures you crave, Master? Look at me. I crave you. I juice for you, even my nipples dance for you. Oh, Master, why do you torture us both? Give in, I beg you! Use me, humble me, and bend me to your will. Make me yours! Leave me no choice!”

Cynthia was pressing herself, pitifully, begging with every inch of her for the domination she so badly needed. He had to see it; why couldn’t he see it? 

“Look at me,” she cried, pulling a finger from her own moist center, holding it to his face. “I am nothing but your horny, wet slut. Why do you tolerate my freedom, my arrogance?” Boldly she shoved the glistering finger under his nose.

Shep released a guttural growl, extending his fist-clenched hands, as though he strained against bonds. Whatever was holding him, he was fighting it like a drowning man. “Very well,” he rumbled, his eyes lit like a storm. “You want to play games? You think you have even a clue what you are asking me? Well, then, you are going to find out!”

Cynthia nearly cried with joy as he seized the mane of her hair in one of those glorious fists, forcing her down, in a single effortless motion so that she was bent at the waist.

In her belly she felt the spasms. Her Master was going to take control at last, at long last. She had no option but to walk at his side, her lowered head at the level of his crotch. Shep was marching her back to the shrine, the room that would make any female cringe—and a few cream with abandon.

Naked, at his mercy, it looked so different now. So personal, with everything there having meaning now, a profundity she could not earlier grasp. He took his time, looking about, as if deciding what to do to her first. She could feel the come drip down her leg. This was so arousing, so heavenly.

“Take a look around you, woman.” He inserted a finger of his other hand up her exposed rectum even as he held her at his waist. “Is this what you want? Whips, chains, torture? No rights, subject to every male cruelty, all day every day, the rest of your life?”

Cynthia felt the butterfly flips, the weak, hot belly feeling surging, pervading, threatening to overwhelm her, melt her to a puddle. Oh, God, yes, she wanted to cry out, this is exactly what I want.

“How about the rack?” He inserted the finger deeper, making her squirm. “Want a few hours up there, while I play with your tits and cunt? Or what about a night shackled to the wall? Does that turn you on?”

She closed her eyes, letting the sarcasm wash over her. The answer was right in front of their faces, and they both knew it, if he could only accept the truth. His impotence was only because he wasn’t following his true nature, she was sure of it.

Cynthia moaned, unable to help herself.

“You’re disgusting,” he declared. “I have just the thing for you.”

The cage was small. Made for a large dog but more than equipped to hold a willful female, one in need of discipline and training. Cynthia had to enter on her hands and knees. There was no other way. The lock was real, probably too flimsy to hold a man, but more than enough to contain her.

“See what a little time in here does for you.” Shep filled the water dish, passed it through a tiny opening at the base.

He was preparing to leave. She watched him, her hands on the bars, her breasts pressed against the thin metal rods. “Master, what if I need to pee?”

Muttering under his breath, he scavenged for a second bowl, put it beside the first, practically throwing it through the little opening.

“Thank you, Master,” she said, as though he’d given her a mink coat.

Eyes blazing, he whirled off, not stopping till he’d swatted the light switch off and shoved the door noisily behind him. In the pale darkness Cynthia licked her lips, drinking in her situation. She’d been caged; she was nude, in the home of her one true love, her Master. A reluctant Master, yes. Lost, timid even, not to mention broken, but he had the will, she knew he did, along with all the equipment right around him to tame her, to make her his slave in every sense of the word.

Wrapping herself round this most delicious, most erotic possibility, Cynthia laid herself down, curling into a ball. She must sleep now. She needed her rest. Her Master would want her, and soon. She was sure of it. More sure than she had been of anything in her life. For even though she was the one in the cage, she knew that by closing her in it, he’d put his own heart behind bars as well. 


Chapter Nine

Reyna was going to kill those two if they didn’t stop giggling.

“Hush!” she whispered forcefully in the direction of Kimmy and Missy who were occupying their sneak attack position inside the entrance to the darkened storage unit. “He’ll be here any minute!”

Clamping hands over each other’s mouths, ditzes to the last, they finally settled down. It had been a real trip winning them over to her idea for trapping Jason, and now she only hoped she didn’t live to regret it once he arrived.

Really, it was a brilliant plan. Having lured him here to the storage unit with the promise of hot bondage over the phone, she’d neglected to tell him that the one enslaved tonight would be him. All Kimmy and Missy would have to do was rush him and throw the blanket over his head, while she did her part to distract him using her short skirt and leather top from the Miami trip. 

They’d only need a few seconds grace for her to wrap the belt round his stomach pinning his arms under the blanket. He’d be blinded then and helpless from the waist up, which would make it a cinch to get him down and work his wrists into the handcuffs.

It had certainly been a piece of cake to convince him to meet her here. Being a woman of just eighteen, she’d already learned one crucial thing about men: no matter how upset they are about something, they can be sidetracked completely with even a hint of sex. 

And Reyna had done more than hint, breathing heavily into the line, telling him what she was doing to herself with her fingers and how she was putting clothespins on her nipples even as she spoke. “I’ve been a bad girl, Jason,” she’d laid it on thickly. “And you have to come and punish me.”

Actually, she hadn’t been doing anything other than touching up her nail polish, but it had worked like gangbusters. Maybe she could be one of those phone sex operators if things didn’t pan out with her and Jason. Giving him an hour to get there, she went ahead and set things up with the Dummy Twins, who were more than eager to help once she threatened to go to the police with assault charges. Jason himself had given her their numbers, not realizing what was in store for him. Of course, she never would turn the girls in, but they didn’t know that.

Reyna had told them to wear black. Kimmy had complied with a lacy black bra over her yummy c-cups and a pair of spandex running shorts. Missy had a black sports bra and a short skirt. Reyna hadn’t liked their shoes at all, so she had them ditch them and go barefoot.

“Quiet!” she warned. “I hear something.”

A car was pulling up. The girls stopped giggling. It was Jason, it had to be. The only other one who’d ever come would be Meredith, and this time she’d been warned ahead of time. To Merry’s credit, she’d actually sanctioned the scene, agreeing her son needed a dose of his own medicine. Apparently their night in Miami had bonded Meredith to her in a big way and now she could do no wrong in the woman’s sight. It was hard not to laugh imagining what Jason would say if he knew about his mother’s extracurricular love life.

There was a rattling at the big rolling door. She motioned for the girls to move in closer as the door opened. She really would beat their pretty asses if they messed this up. It was Jason, and as soon as he was inside, he tried to turn on the lights. Reyna had disabled them, of course, having set up instead a series of candles. 

“Close the door,” she instructed. Damn, he looked good in his t-shirt and baggy jeans, and it thrilled her that she would shortly be doing to him whatever she wanted. He had wet hair, too, from the shower, and it was all she could do to keep from running up to him and throwing herself at him.

“Hi, lover,” she crooned, once his eyes had adjusted to the light. “Like what you see?” she asked, striking an irresistible pose, hands sliding her skirt up above her waist revealing her bare snatch. Jason eyes were glued. He had that stupefied, universal look all men get when they think they’re about to get lucky. The blanket went down over his head before he knew what hit him. To their credit, the girls didn’t flinch as they locked their arms around his waist, pinning his arms.

“Hey, what gives?!” he cried from under the wool covering.

Reyna gave no quarter, buckling the thick leather belt tight around him before he could figure out how to fight back.

“Take him down,” Reyna ordered. “Now.”

All three of them took their places. Kimmy and Missy pushed him from behind while Reyna got on all fours. Predictably, he took a step forward to steady himself, falling promptly over Reyna’s crouched body. There was the mattress for him to land on so the only thing hurt was his pride.

“Oof!” he exclaimed.

The girls were right there to unlace his boots as soon as he went down. Tickling his stocking feet was enough distraction for Reyna to gather his hands from under the blanket and connect them behind his back in handcuffs.

Now he was mad, thrashing with full male strength, grunting in such a totally cute way and calling her all sorts of names. They let him flop around for a while, wearing himself out. When he was good and tired, they rolled him to his back and worked the blanket over his head.

His eyes were sexy and angry. Like a trapped animal. Pussy gushing, Reyna yanked the front of his shirt over his head and planted a hickey on the middle of his chest. With Kimmy and Missy sitting on his legs, there wasn’t much he could do as she silenced his protests with a dowel between his teeth. Once it was strapped behind his head, Reyna pulled off her own top, so as to sap any strength he had left with the sight of her tits.

Sure enough all he did was look at her lustfully, drooling down his chin as Kimmy and Missy stripped off his jeans and underwear. The look of shock as he realized the extent of his exposure made Reyna totally wet and ready. With Kimmy and Missy parked on each leg, and having no leverage on his upper body, Jason Trace was completely helpless.

“How does it feel with the shoe on the other foot?” Reyna asked sweetly, sitting on his chest and letting him buck underneath her, raising his hips as much as he could manage. When she’d had enough of his resistance, she decided to make him instantly docile, reaching around behind with her sharp nailed fingers to clasp his penis. Instantly, he froze.

“I think you’d better be a good boy now, don’t you?” she asked, digging her nails in to make her point.

Eyes wild, beads of sweat on his forehead, he nodded vigorously.

“That’s much better,” she said smiling. “Slave.”

His brow furrowed for a moment, but as she cupped his balls menacingly, he relaxed obediently. 

Reyna paused to breathe in the rush. This scene was proving to be totally over the top. “You done down there?” she called over her shoulder to the girls who were hard at work on their next assignment.

“Uh huh,” they cried in unison.

Reyna grinned wickedly. “Hey, honey, try your legs now.”

Jason grimaced, using full force, then gave up.

“It’s called a spreader bar,” she explained, mimicking the words he once used on her. “Only this time, I attached it to a fifty pound weight. By the way, you’ll find the rest of this will hurt less if you bite down on the gag.”

Jason’s eyes betrayed shock. His beautiful body, however, looked perfectly placed, tanned, leanly muscled and at her mercy. As for his cock, it was rock hard, sprung upright like she’d never seen it before. Reyna licked her lips. He might try to act like he hated this, but his body said otherwise.

“We’re going to have a lot of fun, baby,” she informed him, cupping her firm tits as she rolled them about, her ass still perched on his stomach. “And when I say ‘we’, I mean us girls.”

She had Kimmy and Missy start on his toes, after they stripped naked, right in front of his face.

“One little rule, honey,” she told him, grinding her pussy against his stomach, just above his tantalized cock. “You can’t come until we say so. Cause if you do...”

Reyna lowered herself down, pressing her breasts to his chest and breathing right into his ear. “Cause if you do, we’re going to leave you like this, all hot and bothered for Mommy to find.”

Jason clenched his fists in fury, wriggling impotently. She put a stop to that by turning herself about so she could lick his cock. All at once, he was a transparent bundle of need, a mass of blatant male desire. In times past, she’d seen the act of fellatio as submissive, but as she worked him with her tongue lips and teeth, she realized now the power of her position. He was at her mercy. She could give pain or pleasure.

Kimmy and Missy were driving him wild down below, sucking his toes, working their way up his legs. That is, when they could resist the urge to kiss and finger each other.

Reyna went real slow, making him wait agonizing seconds between her full wet laps. It was a total rush being able to make his face change in an instant from the pure joy of a baby to the whimpering simpers of a horny boy slut.

She gave him credit for holding out. When she’d decided she’d had enough teasing, she offered him a deal.

“If we take off the gag,” she said sweetly, standing up to take off the skirt, giving him an eyeful of her nude body, “will you be a good boy and keep quiet?”

He nodded cooperatively.

“Oh, I know you will.” She winked, undoing the dowel and putting herself promptly into a sixty-nine position, burying her crotch in his face, “because I have a little insurance policy.” 

He made a brutal protest noise as her muff suctioned to his mouth. Meanwhile, beneath where he could see, she slipped on the cock ring, tightened it and checked its efficiency with the attached cord. She really would have to thank Merry for giving her all these neat toys.

Imagine if Jason knew where she got all this stuff!

“Here’s the deal,” she explained, giving the ring a tentative tug as she wiggled her tail in his face. “You lick pussy real good tonight, for all three of us and I won’t make your cock turn blue. Sound like a deal?”

She heard him slobbering, took his eager attention to her clit to be a yes.

“Good boy.” She took a deep breath, dove down onto his imprisoned cock. It wouldn’t be long now, not long at all. Jason was no expert, not like Merry or Atlas, but he made up for it in enthusiasm. Plus she loved him, which made it the best sensation in the world.

Reyna’s release was sweet, wild and happy and it felt so good just being on top of her lover, getting his full attention this way. Dreamily, she relinquished her place to Kimmy, then Missy. The poor boy really did lick pussy all night, but he didn’t seem to mind. 

“Can we fuck him?” Missy asked an hour later, popping her head up from Kimmy’s pussy, the latter on all fours in front of her as she straddled Jason’s face.

“No, sluts, you can’t,” Reyna replied crossly. In fact, it was high time she mounted her man herself. Shooing them off to do their own thing—she was sure now they were bisexual—she stood over the bound and weary Jason, posing for him, putting to best advantage her lush little body.

“How about it, baby?” she asked, doing nasty little things with her tattoo as she gyrated her torso. “Would you like to be fucked by your Mistress?”

“Hell yes!” he said hoarsely. “I mean yes, Mistress!”

Reyna looked at him adoringly, treasuring for the moment his grinning face, his puppy attitude. It made her blush, it was so sweet. She cared about this guy. She really did. She cared what he thought and more than that, she cared that he was having a good time. Really, all of this had been as much for him as it was for her. As for teasing, she’d suffered as much or more than him on account of not being able to fuck.

She practically jumped on him, landing her cunt full-square on his cock the very first try. He moaned, throwing back his head, closing his eyes.

“Come for me, lover,” she beckoned, knowing he couldn’t hold out even if he tried. His load shot like a cannon, like a machine gun, and her vaginal muscles tightened instinctively in response. They went over the top together. Missy, Kelly, the storage yard, all of it was gone now. She rode and rode, tossing her head, cupping her breasts, feeling the surging power of her own personal stud, lying captive under her.

Afterward, she lay beside him, arms and legs intertwining his, kissing, nibbling, her cunt still twitching against his lap.

“That was hot!” the girls agreed. “Totally.”

Reyna rolled her eyes looking at Jason. His grin said it all. Four was a crowd. The whole world was a crowd. What they wanted—needed—was each other. Nothing less, nothing more.

“Good night, girls,” Reyna called out, exhausted, satisfied, head on Jason’s chest, breathing his aroma, hearing his heart. “Lock the door on the way out, will you?”

As soon as they were gone, Reyna set about undoing his bonds. With any luck, he’d be ready for some revenge by now.

***

“Please Master, don’t send me home!”

Shep scowled, hands on his hips. Cynthia was at his feet, arms wrapped round his ankles, trying to prevent him from getting her dressed. It was morning now and he had released her from the cage, intent on sending her back home. “Cynthia, please don’t make this any more difficult for me. I should never have kept you here; I lost my head. Please do not make my guilt any worse.”

“You have no guilt, Master,” she exclaimed, cheek pressed to his leather loafer. “Unless you deny me what I need.”

“Cynthia, that’s enough, I said!”

Struck with a sudden idea, she leaped to her feet. “No, it’s not enough.” Looking about the crowded room, she noted the art objects, stored alongside the torture devices. There, on a pedestal, made of white porcelain, she saw what she was looking for; a vase, decorated with lovely nudes. There were several women, and they were being herded by a man with a long whip. Lifting the vase from its stand, she smashed it against the wall. The delicate gold leafed treasure shattered upon impact.

“Cynthia!” he exclaimed, rubbing his hand over the back of his head. “What on earth did you do that for?!”

She fell to her knees, lowered her head to the floor. “This slave has been bad, Master, please punish her.”

Shep knelt beside her on one knee. Very gently—far too gently for her liking—he lifted her head from the floor. “Cynthia, you must come to your senses. This is not Asia, and we are not devotees of the dark gods.”

“But I want to be,” she cried. “Doesn’t that count?”

He took her chin in his hand. “No, Cynthia, it doesn’t.”

Having failed in words, Cynthia tried the last resort, thrusting her lips onto his. The kiss was deep and soulful, and though he resisted at first, she soon felt him melting into her. Terrified that he might give way to tenderness, she grabbed low with her fingers, achieving the intended target just below his belt.

Shep reared up. Calling her a bitch, he seized her by the arms, eyes blazing. Happily, tears in her eyes, she held her body against him, begging, hoping against hope for his attention. Something deep inside of him seemed to snap, like a dam breaking. Forcing her down on her back, he parted her legs like a rag doll. Without thinking, he tore at his zipper now, baring his splendid, erect organ. Cynthia took him obediently into her, accepting the full of him in her already moistened cunt.

She wondered if it had dawned on him, the significance of the event. She saw his eyes widen and she knew that he did see it. His impotence was at an end. After all of these years. Grinning fiercely, calling her a little wench, he tried her deeply, thrusting in and out. Cynthia clutched at him with tiny hands, her legs wrapped round his thick middle. The orgasms popped one upon another, each bigger than the last. When Shep came, it was like the roar of a lion, the spring of a great hunting beast, the soar of an eagle held too long captive.

As they subsided, his features returned to stone. Her soaring hope came crashing down now as he said, “This changes nothing, Cynthia.”

Stunned, she watched him rise to his feet. “Get dressed, Cynthia. I brought your clothes in earlier.”

“No, I won’t.” Cynthia was on her feet.

“Excuse me?”

She punched his arm. “I said I won’t go. And you can’t make me.” Her fists fell like rain, and he finally swatted her hands aside, captured her wrists. “You’re behaving like a child.”

“No,” she challenged, “you are. Look at yourself; you think you’re so moral. Doing right by me. Well you’re not. I’m a submissive, Shep. You’ve always known that. Everyone has but me. And you are a dominant. My dominant. Society calls that sick, but it’s how we are. I don’t want freedom. I want chains, I want a cage, and I want orders to obey. I want to lay for you, to serve you in all ways. I want to wake up each morning in your bonds. I want to open my eyes and see your face, first thing. I want to stretch deliciously as I await your commands. I want my comings and goings, my rising and setting sun to be at your behest. The clothes I wear, or not wear, all that I say and do, who I am, I want all of it to come from you. Do you know any greater form of love? Can you imagine any greater devotion?

“Shep, tell me, don’t you feel the same for me. Tell me you don’t want me at your beck and call. To have my breasts, my ass, my cunt, all for your amusement, your pleasure, and even your mischief. Tell me you would be satisfied with anything less. That you can bear the thought of my freedom, my ass insolently walking out on you, my cunt bestowed to another, my mouth free to slander or ignore you, to suck another man’s cock as the whim strikes me, my tits free to be shaken in anyone’s face, my ankles never wearing your shackles, my thighs nerve knowing the kiss of your whip, or my hair never falling at your feet as I show obeisance. Tell me, Shep, tell me that the very words don’t make you raging mad, raging hard.”

Shep seized her upper arms, lifting her to her tiptoes. “Enough!” he roared. “Now it is your turn to listen.”

Cynthia lowered her eyes respectfully. “Yes, Master.”

“Do not use that term lightly,” he warned. “I shall lay out my terms. After which you may scoop up your clothes and run for the door, which I assure you is the only sensible thing to do. Or else, if you are truly as mad as you say, then you will have the opportunity to assent to my demands by placing your lips on my foot. But be warned girl, if you do this thing, having heard my dictates, then you shall have no recourse later, no escape, no matter how much you plead. Do you understand?”

Cynthia looked up at him, awed by the transformation, the cool power, neither angry nor simpering, but majestic, noble, unlike anything she’d ever before seen in any man. “Yes, I understand.”

Shep frowned. “Very well then, I shall lay out what I expect from a slave. As my slave, you will be bonded to me for life. No appeal, no possibility of divorce. I shall pledge to protect and honor you and guarantee your safety, but beyond this, I shall use you ruthlessly, taking no regard for your feelings or desires unless it pleases me to do so. Should I desire it, I will draw my pleasure from your pain and humiliation as much as or even more than from your joy. 

“Beyond this, I shall regulate and control each and every aspect of your life, public and private and I shall keep you, as it suits me, in whatever state of arousal, frustration, subjugation or bondage, physical, psychological or emotional as strikes my fancy. You shall serve sexually me, or anyone else whom I designate in my place. You shall have no rights or say so in the disposal of your body or in any of your affairs, save as it amuses me to give you any.

“There shall be no respite, day or night, ever, but your every sensation shall be governed by my whim. I shall be to you an iron fist, an iron heel, and compared to you the most abject housewife or bondservant shall seem wildly free. Crawling, licking, submitting shall be to you second nature; indeed, it shall comprise your very heart and soul. Your every dignity I shall strip away and you shall be to me naught but a female, without rights, owned and possessed. You shall be chattel to a degree you cannot now even begin to imagine.

“Into a black pit you will dive, with no bottom, no end, save the indignities, the pain, the rough and savage love I choose to bestow upon you day to day. Your head will dance with the possibilities, your cunt shiver and ache. It shall seem at once a dream, nightmare and vision, a mystery unsolvable. But of all these things which you cannot possibly now grasp, know this much: all of it, every bit shall be your reality, utter and inescapable. These are my terms, Cynthia Marshall. Now you must choose.”

He released her, granting her momentary freedom. Moist eyed, she felt the smile slowly creep across her face. The juices, her own juices, were pouring out now, down the inside of her legs. There was no question, no question at all what she must do. Her whole life she’d waited for these words, for this opportunity. Very gracefully, therefore, timidly conscious of the newness of it all, Cynthia lowered herself, first to her knees, already chafed, and then to the floor so that her burning nipples pressed hard onto the wood surface. Dry and hot, too weak to even pucker, her poor lips touched once the front of each of his shoes, feeling the leather on the tip of her tongue.

Cynthia hadn’t time even to draw a breath as Shep whisked her up in his arms and carried her, naked from the room, back down the hall to the library. Wu Wei was meditating, as if he’d been there all night.

“What took you so long?” he asked, not even bothering to open his eyes.

“Must you torment me every moment of my life, Old Man?” Shep growled good-naturedly. “Are you going to help me or not?”

Wei chuckled, betraying a quite human side as he rose and preceded them to the room of tortures. He went at once to the brazier, and set about lighting a fire. Cynthia wilted in her Master’s arms. He was going to brand her. Mark her for life. Making her his irrevocably.

He put her down on the floor, on her feet, in front of a large metal rectangle, like a picture frame. True to his word, he showed no mercy, but shackled her hands and ankles to the sides of it, wide apart. The whip was a thin leather one, and she understood at once as he thrust it to her face that she must kiss it. Savagely then, from behind, he struck her, crisscrossing lines of fire across her back. She was allowed to scream, and when he made no attempt to squelch her, she gave in freely.

Before moving to her breasts, he thrust the handle deep inside her sex, bringing her to orgasm, much against her will and in the face of terrible burning agony. And yet still the deepest part of her—forbidden, shameful—rose to meet him, begging, challenging him to go further, much further.

Her nipples made a tantalizing target, and when he had finished with them he blazed a trail across her cunt. All of this came without blood, and (she was sure of this) without permanent damage. And yet he was bringing her now to the brink of dissolution, total collapse.

When the iron was heated, ropes were added, binding each of her thighs and even her torso to either side of the black metal. The chest ropes were crisscrossed over her breasts and there was another set, too, which ran up between her legs, securing her crotch as well. As Shep stood back to admire his work, Cynthia discovered she could not move a muscle.

The intimate bondage, chaffing and holding her sexually was moving her to a place of utter ecstasy, and yet she knew there was another purpose as well. When the iron came, she would fight, wouldn’t be able to keep from thrashing and squirming as the horrible, awful thing claimed her tender skin. Were it not for the ropes, she might well injure herself.

Or mar the integrity of her Master’s brand. It would need to be a clean mark she knew that. She was property now and naught could be wasted. Wu Wei handed the iron to Shep, and then stood, impervious, watching. Cynthia did so wish she and Shep were alone. Then at least she might have a scrap of intimacy, of feeling special. As it was, she was to be branded in front of a stranger. A disinterested old man.

The leather gag was heavy and padded. Cynthia opened her mouth to receive it, jaws snapping open like a willing whore, or a dog. Shep handled her with firm care as she imagined he would one of the family’s cattle. Her eyes watched his concentration as he checked the tensity of each bond. In short order, she realized, a blazing hot ring of liquid fire would be put upon her, pressed and not removed, despite her fervent desire, until its job was done.

How she loved him. How she wanted to convey her obedience, her cooperation. And yet she saw it made no difference. Quite simply, this would happen without regard for or need of her consent. The simple fact chilled her to the core, sending electro sexual pulses to her every nerve ending.

How had she so quickly forgotten? This was not about her choices anymore. She’d had a choice to make and she’d made it, throwing away her one and only opportunity to retreat, no harm, no foul, returning herself to normal life. But she’d opted for another choice, and now it was all about Shep and his desire and his will over her. And it would be that way now, forever and ever.

Yes, the iron would come and she would have no say, and though she would at that moment sell her soul for release, there would be none forthcoming. Yes, the brand was coming, but first, there were to be smaller subtler signs of her slavery. Rings. One each for her nipples and a third for her belly button. How ironic, she thought, that she’d so vehemently opposed this for Reyna, and now it was to be imposed on her own body by a man’s will. The piercings stung, but she was proud to look down and see her captive flesh so prettily adorned.

This pleases my Master, she thought. I am pleasing my Master. It was Wei who put his hands on her next, to her forehead, to her temples to soothe and prepare her. Like tendrils, his fingers seemed to enter her mind. She gave and yielded to him for her Master’s sake.

In his other hand, Wei held a bottle of liquid, potent smelling, which he dribbled on her pierced nipples and at her belly button. He also soaked her left thigh, covering the meaty part, the place where she realized now the mark was to be received.

Cynthia wondered what it would look like, and would it be pretty. The iron hissed as it approached her. She could feel the naked heat from several feet away. Drawing calming breaths, eyes riveted on Shep’s deep blue eyes, she centered her being as the iron god claimed her, taking her to a place of infinite pain, infinite redemption. Seconds, hours burned into her brain, a terrible digging heat that coursed through her veins, shattering and galvanizing her sexually ravaged body. 

Afterwards, she was left alone for a time in her bonds. Wei had attended to her with strange smelling scents, holding them under her nose as soon as the iron was removed and there had been a salve which he rubbed across her belly and round the edges of the freshly cauterized wound. She drew a deep, ragged breath. It was an anesthetic.

Her heart soared with every passing second. She had done it and now it was irreversible. She, Cynthia Marshall, was now the slave of Shepard Trace, permanently, publicly designated.

As soon as she was taken down from the frame, Cynthia was put to her knees to suck Shep’s throbbing cock. Eagerly she devoured it, welcoming this finishing touch of degradation. How apt was this small act of devotion to show her that her pain, her needs, her whole being mattered nothing when compared to the desire she aroused in her Master.

Cynthia was denied the taste of his nectar, but was given Shep’s seed upon her face and breasts. She had to clamp her thighs to tamp the passion as he moved from this act to fastening a locked collar round her neck. From this leather circle that now claimed her neck, there ran a set of steel links, a leash that Shep used to convey her, on all fours, from the room of her branding.

How proud she was, how thrilled, and yet how darkly uncertain she felt to have such a Master. She had suffered a trauma, been through a huge ordeal and yet she was being put immediately through paces, harsh and brutal. Her legs trembled, but she never faltered. Through the house Shep led her, utterly bare, her thigh cut and cauterized, angry red, her back and breasts and cunt stained with whip blows, her face dotted with sperm.

Only after she had crawled up the stairs, crawled across the threshold to his bedroom did he stop to show any tenderness. A bath was prepared, an herbal one of great healing properties. Gratefully, Cynthia stepped in the tub, availing herself of what she now knew to be a privilege, a treat from her Master. In the future, how and when she cleaned herself, if at all, would be up to him. 

Very gently, Shep removed his come from her and soothed her fiery skin. The liquid was like a balm, a cool coating, despite its obvious warmth.

Sighing deeply, she closed her eyes.

“Rest easy,” Shep whispered, flicking a finger across one of her brand new nipple rings. “Because when this is done, I am going to take you again, this time on the bathroom floor.”

Cynthia shuddered, imagining the feel of the cold tile on her body as she submitted to him. “Yes, Master,” she replied, eyes full of warmth and adoring love. “Be ruthless, Master. Please.”

And he was. 


Chapter Ten

Reyna looked radiant. Cynthia could hardly believe it as she spotted her daughter waiting for her, waving outside the door of Aunt Marianne’s old house. Had it only been two weeks since she’d seen her last? Reaching across the seat of the Rover, she squeezed Shep’s hand for support. He’d done so much to her, changed her in so many ways. Could she even face her child now?

“Do you want some time alone?” he asked, putting the car in park midway up the driveway. 

Cynthia adjusted her bosom. Would the nipple rings show through the skimpy bra and blouse he’d allowed her this morning? “No thank you, Master,” she smiled, looking adoringly into his eyes. “I really want you to meet her.”

Shep grunted his approval. She could see him hardening again, at the mere sight of her. Lord, he was insatiable. “Go ahead of me a moment, slave,” he warned, “or I’ll have you on your back again.”

She looked down, blushing. “Yes, my Master,” she repeated, never tiring of the title. Clearing her throat, timidly she added. “And if it pleases Master, would He please find a way to tell His nephew, Jason, to be kind to my daughter?”

His hand dove between her unpantied thighs, bringing her to rigid attention. “Do not presume to interfere in the discussion of men, girl.”

“Forgive me.”

He arched an eyebrow, slid from the driver’s seat. “Save your pleas,” he advised. “For when you are under the lash later.”

Cynthia felt herself weakening. In her ears, his words echoed. Your every dignity I shall strip away and you shall be to me naught but a female: without rights, owned, and possessed to a degree you cannot now even begin to imagine.

And yet at the same time she felt certain he would see to her wishes where his nephew was concerned. Such was the strange give and take of their relationship.

“Mom!” Reyna ran up to the open door hugging her eagerly. Cynthia choked back tears. So much to be said. So many things seemingly left undone.

“Reyna, honey, you look so grown up,” she finally managed. Reyna beamed, her hair done up, her figure tastefully but not blatantly displayed in a blue cotton dress. She even had on high-heeled shoes. “Mom, I want you to meet Jason.”

The young man on her arm was tall and lean, and she had to admit he was the perfect combination of Meredith and Caleb’s genes.

“Pleased to meet you, ma’am.” He tipped his cowboy hat. In his clean pressed shirt and slacks, he looked like the perfect all-American.

“I’m pleased to meet you, too, Jason.” Turning to Reyna, unable to resist, she asked. “So what are your plans?”

“We’re going south,” she said, adding little to what she had said over the phone yesterday when she’d asked to see her mother one more time before taking an extended trip with her beloved.

“I see.” She cleared her throat, drawing strength from Shep’s sudden, presence, tall and cool beside her. “So are you two going to, um…?”

“Get married you mean?” Reyna tucked her arm in the boy’s more tightly. “Not yet. We don’t want to rush things,” she replied, sounding mature beyond her years. “We’re going to work in a club down in Miami for awhile. Jason’s mom has connections.”

Cynthia raised an eyebrow. Knowing Meredith’s tastes, she could only imagine what kind of club it was. “What exactly will you do at this club, Jason?”

Jason cleared his throat, reddening slightly. “Well, actually, uh, er…”

It was Shep who came to his rescue. “Stop babbling boy,” he chided. “It’s time you and me talked.”

Cynthia surged with pride. Her Master was such a strong man, in his polished boots, jeans and t-shirt. “Reyna, I don’t think you’ve even met Shepard,” she said to her daughter.

Reyna put out her hand. “Nice to meet you, Mr. Trace. I’ve heard a lot about you.”

“Likewise, young lady. Come along now, Jason.”

Jason shoved his hands nervously in his front pockets, shoved his feet forward, reluctantly parting from his girlfriend. “Yes, sir.”

Cynthia watched the two of them walk away, Shep strolling leisurely, the young man falling in line carefully beside him, measuring in at two inches shorter. The old lion and the young lion, she mused.

“Mom?” Reyna took her mother’s hand in both of hers, gazing intently.

“Baby, what is it?”

“I want you to know how sorry I am, Mom, for everything I’ve put you through these past few years.”

Cynthia shook her head, tears welling up. “No apologies today. You were only a child. If Zeke and I had been more mature, it would have been so much easier for you. You should never have had to take so much on yourself.”

Reyna put a finger on her mother’s lips. “Uh uh, Mom. You just said no apologies today, remember?”

She laughed. “When did you get to be so wise, baby?”

“Don’t know. Got lucky I guess. Learned from my mistakes, maybe. Isn’t that what you always said to do—among other things?”

“Did I?” she wiped her eyes. “I really was a pain in the butt, wasn’t I?”

Reyna laughed too. “Maybe a little,” she admitted.

Cynthia ran her fingers over her child’s cheeks, reaching up to do so. “Tell me one thing, baby. Do you love him?”

Her eyes lit up, and her cheeks pinkened. “Yea. I do.”

“Then that’s all that matters.”

Reyna narrowed her gaze. “And how about you and the big guy? Any wedding plans in your future?”

Cynthia smiled wryly. “Shep and I have an understanding, sweetheart. We’re going to be together. That’s all I can tell you.”

Reyna winked slyly. “Way to go, Mom. Living in sin, huh? Nice to see you loosening up.”

“Nice to see you tightening up,” she countered. Both of them laughing now, they fell into a lengthy embrace. In a couple of minutes the men came back, looking none the worse for wear. A long set of good-byes followed and then Reyna and Jason were gone. Cynthia waved at the Mustang until it was a dot on the horizon. 

Leaning on her Master’s arm, she observed, “Young Jason seems to be driving slower all of a sudden. That wouldn’t be the result of your little talk, would it?”

He steered her pointedly towards the Rover. “Must you women stick your nose in everything?” he grumbled.

She thrust her hip into his side. “Yes, Master, we must.”

A little while later, back on the road, watching the turn off to the Trace estate pass them by, still in her private reverie, she asked, “Where are we going, Master?”

Shep stretched his arm towards her, raised Cynthia’s skirt to her waist. Obediently, she spread her bare crotch.

“We’ve an appointment to keep, slave,” he informed her, stroking her into near orgasm in seconds flat.

Cynthia bit her lip against the sudden rush. It was so unfair how vulnerable he made her feel. “May this slave ask what appointment, Master,” she asked huskily, “or is it to be a surprise?”

“No, slave, it’s not a surprise. In fact, I want you to know in advance so the anticipation will drive you wild.” His eyes fell on her, diverting for a moment from the quiet road. “We’re going to meet my brother and sister-in-law, Cynthia. And I believe you owe one of them quite an apology.”

Cynthia shuddered against his still probing hand. How could he have found out about her attack on Meredith? And why was Cal involved, too? “Master, I don’t understand.”

“No, slave, you don’t. Which is why I want you to open the glove box, pull out the handcuffs and put them on yourself.”

Shep’s hand did not relinquish its possessive exploring as she leaned forward. Grabbing the cuffs quickly, she bound her hands in front of her. They were steel and quite real. Wherever the key was, it was out of her reach.

“I’m ready, Master,” she whispered.

Using the hand soaked with her come, Shep reached up and shredded the thin blouse. “No,” he corrected, shoving the bra below her ring pierced nipples, exposing her tits. “Now you’re ready.”

Cynthia raised her hands, trying to cover herself.

“Put your hands behind your head,” he ordered.

She complied, finding herself once more his total prisoner. Helpless to resist, she could only watch as he pulled the tattered blouse down exposing her even further.

“Take off your sandals,” he commanded. “Put your feet up on the dashboard.”

“Spread them wider,” he said, as she sought to comply.

“But, Master,” she offered lamely, even as she gaped her thighs. “What if someone sees me?”

Shep’s finger slipped through one of the depending nipple rings, pulling it hard enough to make her wince. “Are you a free woman?” he demanded.

“No, Master,” she grimaced. “I am Master’s property.”

“Then why do you cling to your modesty?” Releasing the nipple ring, he twisted his fingers in a handful of sopping pussy hair, forcing her to arch her back. “Does it frighten you that others might see you like this? It should, slave, because if I say so, any one of them can have you. Do you understand me?”

She marveled that he could stay on the road while doing this to her. “Yes, my Master,” she breathed heavily. “I understand.”

“I am not pleased with you,” he informed her, wiping his hand clean on her belly and returning it to the steering wheel. “I think it’s going to be the hole for you tonight, Cynthia, in heavy chains.”

Her loins burned at the mention of the damp, dark dungeon he’d erected behind the barn. Though not truly underground, there are few true cellars in Florida, it was made of stone and served its function of terrorizing small females quite well. “Yes, Master.”

“You may hump the air until we arrive.”

Cynthia bucked her hips, pretending there was a cock in front of her. She needed release so badly. By the time they stopped, arriving at some kind of storage facility made up of small buildings, she was ready to go out of her mind. Shep hauled her from the vehicle, yanking off her skirt as soon as her bare feet touched the asphalt. Dressed only in a tugged down bra, a shredded blouse, her hands cuffed, Cynthia stumbled to keep up with him.

He was opening the door to one of the buildings and taking her inside. “Go and kneel beside the other slave,” he commanded, as she tried to adjust her eyes to the fluorescent glow.

Cynthia went to the girl, a blonde. Nude, very shapely. When she’d assumed her position, beside her, she gasped in recognition. “Meredith?!”

Merry’s hands were cuffed like hers, only behind her back. She was collared and her legs were spread painfully wide. Tiny chains ran from her crotch, and she realized her nether lips had been pierced. Meredith did not respond, or even turn her head. Following suit, Cynthia faced forward, awaiting their mutual torture.

“That’s right,” echoed a familiar voice. “That’s little Merry Frisk down there, collared like the bitch she is. Isn’t that right?” Cal asked her.

“Yes, Master,” she heard Meredith say, lowering her pretty blonde head.

Cynthia gulped in shock. Did the proud Meredith have a submissive twin?

“Hard to believe, isn’t it?” Cal swaggered as he stepped forward, bare-chested, in tight jeans. He stopped directly in front of his wife, who tensed visibly at his approach. “I’ll prove to you, though. You can watch us play one of our new games.”

Cal made a show of checking his watch. Meredith was alert, like an Olympic athlete. Whatever the game was, she was taking it quite seriously.

“Go,” he said after a few seconds passed. Meredith dove immediately onto his crotch, like she was bobbing for apples. Using lips and teeth, she worked desperately to lower his zipper and expose his manhood.

“I give little honey snatch here thirty seconds to deep throat me,” he said, thrusting his crotch into her frantic face. “If she succeeds I let her swallow my come. If she fails, I give her a whipping. Hell, sometimes, I give her the whipping anyway.”

Meredith was gnawing on the snap of his jeans. As it popped free, she clamped the zipper, lowered it then dove for the waistband of the briefs. No sooner did Cal’s bulbous cock spring free than Meredith swallowed it whole, looking visibly relieved. Clearly this was a game she’d had some practice with of late.

“I know,” Cal retorted, agreeing with Cynthia’s unspoken thoughts. “You can’t believe this is my uppity bitch of a wife, the same one who’s made everyone’s life in this town a living hell for years. Well, it is. Only thing changed is me. It was Shep set me straight a few days back. Him and his little Chinaman friend.”

“His name is Wu Wei.” Shep was standing behind Cynthia now, having emerged from the shadows. Pulling her by her hair, he raised her to her feet. “I don’t believe you’ve been properly introduced to my slave, brother.”

Cal grinned. “No, bro,” he agreed, popping himself from his wife’s mouth, leaving her a needful moaning mess. “I haven’t gotten to know her well enough at all.” Approaching Cynthia greedily, he said idly to Merry. “On your belly, honey snatch, now.”

Cynthia braced herself as Cal mauled her breasts, running his fingers over the nipples in particular. Showing his typical lack of finesse, he followed up by jamming his fingers into her pussy. Ashamed and disgusted, Cynthia came twice for him on his hand, even as his elegant wife lay on her stomach at his feet. 

He had Cynthia lick him off, then he dried his hand in her hair.

“Look at my brother,” Shep commanded. “Beg him to take you.”

“Please, Cal,” she said, only to be interrupted by a swat on her ass.

“Please, Master Cal,” Shep corrected.

“Please, Master Cal,” she tried again, “use the body of this worthless slave for your pleasure.”

Cal pinched her cheek, giving her a wink. “You know how I like it, sugar.”

Cynthia slipped to her knees, assuming the familiar position. All pride gone, she was drooling in anticipation even as she lapped at the stiff, glistening rod. Meanwhile, to her left, still prostrate, breasts, belly and cunt to the floor, lay Meredith, utterly forgotten. Cynthia poured herself into her work, sucking like the slut she was. On the verge of losing it, Cal pushed her down, hindquarters exposed so he could sink himself in her sex.

“Need some help, Bro?” Shep grinned, lifting her up to undo the handcuffs. She nearly screamed in joy as they put her on all fours, Cal mounting her from behind and Shep taking his place in front of her, mounting her face, testing her sore jaws with his magnificent manhood. It was a wondrous feeling, servicing two cocks at once, her Master and her old lover. Two brothers, worlds apart, but bound by the same fascination with domination.

Cynthia swooned as they worked her at both ends. Their timing was uncanny as they surged to orgasm simultaneously, flooding her mouth and cunt. When they’d subsided, Shep hauled her to her feet. Cal did the same with his slave-wife and now the two rivals were face to face.

“Cynthia,” Shep directed. “What do you have to say for yourself?”

“Meredith, I ask forgiveness for hitting you.”

“Honey snatch, isn’t there something you’d like to say?” Cal was behind his woman, inserting a finger in her ass.

“I—I’m sorry, too,” she stammered, wincing at the pressure.

Cal laughed. “How about we let them work out their aggressions, huh?”

“Good idea,” Shep agreed, proving that perhaps the two of them weren’t so different after all.

“You heard him,” Cal said, pushing Merry forward. “Let’s see a cat-fight.”

Shep propelled Cynthia forward with a blow to her ass. “No fists. Slapping and wrestling only. Winner has body rights over the loser,” he declared.

Meredith came at her furiously, needing no further prodding. Cynthia held her own and soon the two of them—bathed in sweat, stinking of sex, hair matted—were rolling on the filthy floor, struggling for supremacy. Meredith was the larger girl and twice she nearly pinned Cynthia. But Cynthia’s Master’s pride was at stake, so she refused to relent. Finally, in a fearsome turnabout, Cynthia slammed Meredith down, making her cry out as she pinned her shoulders onto the rough surface.

Cal swore up and down. Shep laughed happily, slapping his knee. Allowing Cynthia to crawl to him, he patted her head. “Good girl.”

“She’s all yours, slut,” Cal told Cynthia, as he dragged the defeated Meredith to her by the hair.

This was the moment Cynthia Marshall had waited nearly twenty years for. The proud Meredith Frisk, at her mercy, beaten, vanquished, utterly owned.

Licking her lips, Cynthia ordered Meredith onto her back. “Spread wide,” she told her. First she fucked the splayed girl with her toe. It felt good as it sank into the squishy opening.

Meredith thrashed her head, wagging her arms and legs helplessly. “Oh, that’s so good,” she moaned like a little whore.

Cynthia pulled out her big toe. “Beg for it,” she demanded.

“Oh, please,” she exclaimed. “Please touch my cunt again.”

“No.” Cynthia dropped onto Meredith’s face. “How about you touch mine?”

Meredith dabbed obediently with her tongue, letting Cynthia’s soft pussy bathe her mouth in warm, wet liquid. The blonde lapped it up eagerly as Cynthia stretched her legs, using her hands on Merry’s ears to direct her. Cynthia wriggled her toes, gearing up to climax, but then, remembering her place, she looked up at Shep, who loomed over them.

“Master, may I come?”

He nodded generously. “Yes, slave, you may.”

Cynthia groaned, giving in at once to what Merry was doing with her tongue. She knew how to please a woman and she was coaxing from her one of the biggest orgasms of the day. It was so good, so sweet, she never wanted it to end—the joy of controlling at last the arrogant tormentor who’d lorded it over her for so long.

But she knew it would end. For soon, deliciously soon, her Master would claim her again just as Meredith’s would claim her. They were slaves, after all, with Masters to attend.

***

“So what did he tell you already?” Reyna demanded, tugging at Jason’s shirtsleeve as he drove.

Jason lifted her hand and put it back on her lap. “He told me not to drive too fast, that’s all.”

Reyna folded her arms, looked out the window at the passing palms. “Liar. I know there was more. You haven’t spoken two words since we left. And why are we on this back road? We’ll never get to Miami this way.”

“I have my reasons.”

Reyna kicked off the high heels. She felt like a doll dressed up like this. And why wasn’t he touching her or anything?

She sidled up next to him, tried to get him to put his hand on her tits. “Wanna fool around?” she coaxed.

He shrugged her off. “No.”

She pouted the next several miles, then started getting suspicious when the road turned into dirt. Sand, actually. “Jason Trace, you tell me where we’re going right this instant!”

He was focused on the trail ahead, which was looking more and more like a swamp by the minute.

Reyna shrieked, seeing a flash of green out her window. “Oh my God, was that an alligator?”

“Don’t know.”

Branches crackled under the tires. She could see water just a few feet to the left, deep enough for lily pads. The car was going uphill and he finally stopped, a foot from the trunk of a massive tree, like a candelabra with thick limbs and green mossy stuff hanging from it. The roots were sticking out of the ground and it looked like some kind of claw.

“Last stop,” he announced, putting the car in park. “Everybody out.”

She laughed without humor. “If you think I’m getting out here you’re crazy.”

“Suit yourself.”

She watched him open his door, walk across the front of the car and open hers. Before she could mount substantial protest, he took her by the waist, pulling her out and over his shoulder.

“Put me down!” she screamed, kicking air and punching ineffectually at his back.

“Quiet, girl, or I’ll have to gag you,” he drawled. 

Reyna stifled herself, because she knew from experience he wasn’t kidding.

Setting her down on the ground in between two trees, the mud moist between her toes, he said, “Take your dress off, Reyna.”

Her eyes were daggers. It was scary out here and she’d had enough. “No way,” she said thinly, making it clear this was one game she was not going to play.

Jason’s lips trembled slightly. She was spoiled for a fight, but to his surprise, he laid on the doe brown eyes. In a small voice he said, “Please?”

Reyna bit her lip. She’d been ready for anything but that. Rolling her eyes, cursing him out for being such a baby, she undid the zipper. She had a hard time slipping out of it without messing it on the ground, but eventually she managed. “Satisfied?” she demanded, setting the dress over a tree branch for safekeeping.

Jason’s eyes were wide as he drank in the sight of his girl in the thin white slip. “Getting there,” he grinned.

Reyna crossed her arms over herself. “No way I’m taking anymore off, Jason! Look around you—this is Deliverance country!”

“What’s Deliverance?”

“It’s an old movie I used to watch with my dad.” She looked nervously at the wide-open greenery. “Now can we get out of here or what?”

“If you take off your slip, yes.”

She wailed in exasperation, whipped off the flimsy garment, baring herself down to pushup bra, silk panties and white hose.

“I can’t see your legs,” he complained.

Okay, so now it was the pantyhose. Skinning these down she could feel the air and warm breeze on her tingling legs. Trying not to sound aroused she asked him if he’d gotten his jollies yet.

Jason shifted, obviously burdened by an enormous erection. “Are you wet?” he asked a little hoarse.

“Duh!” she exclaimed throwing her arms up. “What do you think? I’m horny enough to fuck a snake, and you know it.”

He laughed. “Cool. Wait here a minute, okay?”

Reyna bit her lip. He wanted her to wait!? He wasn’t serious?! But he was. He was going to the trunk, pulling out one of those cursed gym bags. This time it was long coils of rope he was after.

She put up her palms to stop his advance, trying to douse that glazed look in his eye as he moved to push her against the nearest tree trunk. “Whoa, cowboy. I’m not into this outdoor tie up stuff. If you want it so bad, you can look up my mother.”

He seized her lips for a kiss in a total sneak attack. Her arms circled his neck instinctively and she felt herself drifting. When she finally regained her reason, he was already wrapping the rope round the enormous trunk, securing her, arms at her sides.

“Hey,” she half protested, “that’s not fighting fair.”

“All’s fair in love and lust,” he reminded her, trotting in a circle, rendering her more like a mummy with each pass. The rope was tight, and it bit into her from thigh to shoulder, binding her above and below the breasts and across her very hot midsection.

“Oh, honey, not that,” she pleaded when he took out the ball gag.

He frowned thoughtfully. “Okay, I’ll tell you what. Pick a hand.” He was shuffling things behind his back and she was beginning to think he’d really lost it when he presented her with two closed fists. “Come on, right or left,” he prodded.

Rolling her eyes, she told him left. 

Jason shook his head. “How about right?”

“What the hell is that?” Reyna demanded as he held out a small velvet covered box.

“Reyna,” he said solemnly, lowering himself to one knee on the wet ground and opening the box to reveal a splendid diamond. “Will you marry me?”

She gulped air, sucking in breath along her tender, bark pricked body. She’d heard him say it. It hadn’t been a dream, had it?

“But we agreed to keep it low key,” she reminded him, half-hoping, half-fearing he’d come to his senses.

Jason lowered his eyes, blushing. “I know,” he hesitated, “I hadn’t intended to do this quite yet. I was going to just go to Miami and live it up with you for a while first. But something my uncle said turned my head around.”

“What could he say to change your mind that much?” she asked skeptically. When he looked up again his eyes were moist. “He said if I really loved you, I should be man enough to make you my wife right now and not let another minute pass by. Unless I wanted to have twenty years of regret like he did.”

“Twenty years?” Of course. Shep had loved her mother all along. Which meant, right now, he was probably proposing to her as well. A double wedding. Now wouldn’t that be something!

Jason stood up and touched her cheek. “I’m sorry there’s no engagement party or anything. I swear to you, though, this is as real as it gets.”

Reyna lifted an eyebrow wickedly. “It only takes two for a party. Now are you going to put that on my finger or not?”

“Sure!” he beamed. “Let me untie you first.”

“Oh, no,” she shook her head vigorously. “I want you to leave me like this. And I want you to use the gag, too.”

He lit up like a kid at Christmas. “You mean it?”

She lowered her gaze to his crotch. “Yea. As long as you use that other thing on me, too.”

“You got a deal,” he said huskily, moving in for the kill. 

Within minutes, the new ring slipped on her finger, tightly gagged, her man slipped inside of her against her tightly bound body, Reyna was coming and coming, floating in fact to some unknown orbit. Cynthia had been right after all. Florida was a good place to live.

Epilogue

It was a wedding like no other. The three of them stood in a candle lit room, with a hundred points of shimmering light arranged around them in a circle. It was an ancient pattern, thousands of years old even in the days of Wu Wei’s ancestors. All eyes were on the stately teacher, as he chanted the sacred chant, clothed in his robes of red and gold, emblazoned with fiery dragons. In each of his hands, he held the hand of the two Americans, one male and one female. Both were nude, the female decorated in a single set of gold chains, flowers set in her hair, delicate baby’s breath, the male adorned with nothing more than a gold medallion in the shape of the lion, the king of beasts.

Cynthia’s eyes welled with tears. She was about to be bonded in love, forever, to the man she’d always loved. And beside her stood her noble Lord, her one and only Master, Shepard Trace, breathing for the first time in so many years, the deep air of peace.

It was a peace he shared with others this night. Not one couple but three, in fact, were drinking in the spirit of true love, even as Wu Wei pronounced the finality of the vows. Reyna and Jason had been married earlier, more conventionally, by a notary public in the county office. They were off to Hawaii now, to live out their romance on the black sands of paradise. As for Cal and Meredith, they were off to the mountains, for a different kind of retreat, one that would complete Meredith’s long needed personality adjustment. Cynthia and Shep would stay here at home, basking in each other’s glow. Their service was private, and though Reyna had objected to it, Shep and Cynthia had insisted. In time, her daughter would understand. Shepard and Cynthia, Caleb and Meredith and Jason and Reyna would always be together, anyway, together in the unique depths of their ravenous, wild spirits. Together, forever.

Tormented Twins


Chapter One

Thomas Winters III opened the door of his oceanfront condo, the one his parents had bought him as a refuge from the family mansion inland in Charred River. He already knew who was knocking. She’d called three times in the last hour and each time he’d told her not to come.

“Hello, Tom.”

Winters gripped the knob more tightly, tried to set his features into stone. On any other woman, a non-descript beige raincoat would leave him cold. On Andrea, however, it was just one more aphrodisiac. He swallowed hard. This little fling had gotten dangerously out of hand, and he meant to stare her down once and for all. “I’m not letting you in, Andrea. No matter what you say. It’s over. How many times do I have to tell you?”

Andrea Daniels smiled, green eyes flashing over a challenge. Brushing back her long, rain soaked hair—auburn with streaks of amber—she pouted her full red lips. “But it’s started raining,” she reminded him, her voice a sexy hum. “There’s a storm coming.”

Tom tried to look past her to the gray, water sopped Central Florida sky, but the eyes held him fast. So different from Ashley’s, though the two were identical twins. Ashley’s were a placid, moist sea green. Andrea’s were like jade, sharp and deadly. “For God’s sake,” Tom told Andrea, “Ash is in town tonight and the wedding is just three weeks away. She could easily come here.”

“Please, Tom? I need you.”

Something deep grabbed at him now, a combination of fear, desire and a growing sense of damnation. “She could come here tonight,” he heard himself repeat, his voice wooden and hollow. “You know she could.”

Andrea threw herself into his arms, burying her head to his chest. “To hell with Ashley,” she said fiercely, the scent of her wet hair and perfume filling his nostrils. “You’ll have your whole life to be with her, but you’ll only have me for a little while longer.”

Tom cursed as he saw the lights of the passing car. Seizing her shoulders, he pulled her inside and slammed the door behind them. Ostensibly it was an action designed to shield them from possible detection, but they both knew better than that.

“Wise choice, Baby.” Andrea snaked her arms round his neck, purring as she spoke. “You won’t be sorry, I promise.”

Tom felt the perspiration beading on his forehead. “I’ll let you stay till it stops raining,” he declared, pushing her away. “You’ll wait in the guest room till the storm passes.”

Andrea licked her lips. Her eyes were glazing over as her fingers moved to the buttons of her trench coat. “Are you sure you want to put me in another room?”

“Stop it, Andrea. Stop it right now.” 

Her fingers were working the buttons, opening them, but revealing nothing as yet. “Make me.”

“I’m warning you, girl, that’s enough!” He took a step forward, menacingly, but then he froze. It occurred to him now that she wanted him angry, that this was part of her game. In a calmer voice, he said instead, “Be reasonable, Andrea, we’ve had our fun the last few weeks and now we need to think of your sister.”

“I am thinking of her,” Andrea insisted, her voice a husky whisper as she parted the halves of the coat, letting it slide off her back to reveal her perfectly sculpted, tanned body. “And I want you to think of her, too, while you’re fucking me. I am her body double, after all.”

Tom’s mouth went dry as he looked Ashley’s twin sister up and down. The luscious creature was utterly naked except for a harness and collar, high heels and a pair of black stockings held up by garters. The leather harness was black, metal studded, and it held her tight, wrapping round her ample breasts and cinching her narrow waist. From her belt a small whip dangled enticingly. He watched it sway as she approached him. 

“Take me,” she whispered, breathless, inches from his face. “Do to me all the things you want to do to my virginal, stuck up sister. Show me, Tom. Use me, fuck me, make me pay for how hard she makes you, and how she leaves you like that over and over again.” Her fingers were at his crotch, massaging his swollen cock. “I’m Ashley,” she prodded him, taking his hand and putting it on top of her head. “Put me in my place.” 

“Damn you,” he muttered through clenched teeth, as Andrea slipped to her knees, doing the one thing she knew he couldn’t resist. “Damn you to hell.”

“I’ll go wherever you tell me,” she vowed, opening the zipper of his khaki slacks. “I’m your slave, Tom. I’m your little doll. Your wicked Ashley doll.”

Tom sucked in a ragged breath, half pleasure, half shock as she pulled out his stiff cock, the cock that had been rock hard since her first call an hour ago. Oh, how she knew his weaknesses—using her tongue to lick the underside of his cock, teasing him to a frenzy, saying dirty things.

“Make me suck it,” she murmured, rubbing her face over his throbbing member. “Make me swallow you whole. Use the whip and make me.”

“Fucking bitch,” he growled, bending to seize her wet, lustrous hair in his hands.

Andrea smiled triumphantly as a line of drool ran enticingly from her mouth down to the cavern of her breasts. He bent her head back cruelly, wanting her to take all the blame—her, Andrea Elizabeth Daniels, Ashley’s wicked doppelganger, the opposite of everything sweet and pure that his fiancée represented. It was a role that suited Andrea well—the villainess, the sultry slut. In all honesty, he’d pushed it on her, just a bit, crying on her shoulder about Ash’s puritan ways and how lonely he was, but who could blame a man for losing his head around a woman like this?

“I am a bitch,” Andrea agreed, reading his thoughts, those green eyes of hers flashing again. “And I can prove it. The whole way here, you know what I was doing? I had my fingers in my cunt, thinking what you’d do to me—what you really want to do to her, things she’ll never let you do, ever.” 

Using her hands, Andrea pushed up the underside of her breasts, displaying the coral tipped nipples to best advantage. “Take my tits, Tom. Squeeze my little nips. I see you looking at Ashley’s whenever they pop up under her blouse. You think she doesn’t know what she’s doing, teasing you all the time? You think she doesn’t get off, subconsciously, knowing what she can do to you?”

Tom moved his hands from Andrea’s hair. Her breasts were soft and warm, and so very helpless in his grip. Kneading, pinching, he could do whatever he wanted to them. How would he ever get enough of this? The woman was like a drug. How could it be he’d known her such a short time? Who was she, really, and why had she shown up in town out of the blue? Ashley hadn’t even known she’d had a twin till Andrea arrived six weeks ago. Apparently, she’d been raised by their father, Malcolm Daniels, her very existence having been kept secret by their mother, Libby.

The timing of Andrea’s homecoming probably had to do with the twins upcoming twenty second birthday, the magic date for the turnover of the trust fund from their mother Libby’s grandparents, a fortune in excess of twenty million dollars. Tom had counted on sharing the whole shooting match with Ashley, but now they were down to ten million, with Andrea getting the other ten.

“Oh, Tom, baby, that hurts so much,” Andrea sing singed, doing her best Ashley imitation. “Why oh why are you doing this to my poor titties?”

“Because I own them,” he said hoarsely, feeling himself getting sucked once more into her fantasy world. “And if you’re going to flaunt them, Ashley, you have to pay the price. As for your complaining mouth, you know where that belongs.”

Tom tightened his hold, compelling the moaning Andrea to take his cock deep in her mouth. In a nice, erotic touch, Andrea put her hands behind her back, symbolizing his total power over her and hers over him. It was a mysterious thing, this charge between them, and it had been evident from the first time they’d met. It was at a pricey Orlando restaurant, a get acquainted party, so the long lost Andrea could meet Ashley’s friends. How well he remembered the car ride back to her hotel, just the two of them. It was Ashley who’d insisted he drive her.

“Darling, do take her,” Ashley had said, touching his arm lightly. “I feel so light-headed, I need to sit down awhile. And take good care of her. She’s my new sister, half of my heart and I love her so much already.”

He’d been intrigued by Andrea, and so he complied, blabbing the whole way to her about how much she and her sister looked alike, even down to hair styles. Andrea kept teasing about exactly how much he knew of her sister’s body to make that assessment. He finally confessed—whined, actually—that he’d never even seen Ashley’s breasts let alone played with them, nor had he ever done more than brush her lips with one or two chaste kisses.

“Poor baby,” Andrea had said, sidling up to him as he drove. “You can see mine if you like.”

They’d laughed about it, chalking it up to a bad joke, but then, without cracking a smile, her eyes glowing, she’d said, “Of course, you could make me do it if you wanted to.” 

He nearly ran off the road. One look at her in her silk blouse, half unbuttoned, hair tousled, wearing that tight skirt was all he needed. By the time he’d found a deserted street and pulled over, she was ready, sitting bolt upright, bra opened, blouse open to the waist. Hands in her lap, she leaned forward, giving him full access. She was so passive, so submissive, he nearly exploded in his pants. Oh, she felt good. And the whole time he was possessing her glorious mounds with his hands and sucking with his mouth, she kept telling him how Ashley should be doing this, giving pleasure with her body, making him happy, and that if she didn’t, she was liable to lose him.

“If I were Ashley,” she’d said hotly, throwing her head back, filling the windows with steam, “I would bare my breasts for you whenever you commanded. And my nipples would have to be hard for you, too, or else—”

“Or else what?” he’d croaked, coming up for air.

“Or else you’d have to punish me.”

That had been the beginning of the end. The words were like fire, like molten lava pouring down into his crotch. Clawing feverishly at his pants, he’d released his stiff cock so Andrea could take it deep down her throat. She did, working it as good as any whore he’d ever known. Better, in fact. After he’d finished, exploding down her throat, they’d held hands in silence all the way back to the hotel. Before she got out, Andrea slipped off her panties and handed them to him. 

“If I were Ashley,” she’d said, “you could make me do this too, whenever you wanted.” 

Wide eyed, he’d let her deliver a stinging soul kiss, in full view of the doorman. When Tom protested, she’d winked at him, pointing out that as far as anyone knew, she was Ashley Van Voorst, his lawful fiancée. She was right, he’d thought, watching her ass wiggle as she went to the door, it was the perfect affair. And every day since—up until he’d tried to break it off yesterday—they’d taken advantage, using every spare minute to be together. 

Back in the present, Tom was at the brink of orgasm in Andrea’s mouth and she knew it. Smiling triumphantly, she pulled her soft lips off of him. Wrapping thumb and forefinger round the base of his penis, she held him at an exquisite impasse.

“Do you want to come?” she asked.

“Yes!” he cried, forgetting all his resolve. “Yes! Yes!”

“Then say it!” she demanded.

“I want to come!”

“You want to come on my tits—say it!”

“Oh, yes, I do,” he nodded wildly. “I want to come on your gorgeous tits.”

Andrea smirked in diabolic satisfaction. Trailing a nail over his scrotum, she made one final correction to his confession. “Say, ‘I want to come on your gorgeous tits, Ashley’.”

Tom thrashed his head. Through clenched teeth he said what she wanted, augmenting it with a string of profanities. In the end, she directed his pulsing spray to her chest, moaning in ecstasy as the milky substance splashed her mounds, dotting the surface and dripping down her belly.

Utterly spent, Tom staggered to the couch, nearly tripping over his pants, which were still gathered around his ankles. Meanwhile, Andrea thrust her hand between her legs bringing herself to a massive orgasm, as large as it was instantaneous. 

“I have to be punished,” she said afterwards, crawling to him on her knees, putting her palms on his thighs, thrusting her semen covered tits in his face. “Do you hear me? I’ve been very bad.”

Half asleep, he asked her what she’d done.

Andrea dug in with her nails, to get his attention. “I’ve been fucking other men, behind your back.”

Tom pushed her down to the floor, blood pounding, though he knew it was all just another game. “Tell me what you did. Tell me now.”

Andrea fell on her behind, spreading her legs as she fell. Dipping a finger in her pussy she gasped as Tom reached to pull his belt from the loops of his discarded pants. He’d never used it on her, but the mere implication could often make her come. 

“The last time was this morning,” she said, rubbing her fingers over her swollen sex. “In the hotel elevator. I let a bellhop have me.”

Tom felt himself hardening again, only moments after the last orgasm. “Take your hand out of your pussy and tell me.”

Andrea put her hands seductively over her head, palms up as though tied there. “I was on the way to breakfast,” she began, spreading her gaping legs even wider, showing off her glistening center. “When this handsome red coated young man got on, at the twelfth floor, I could see him checking me out right from the start. Such a naughty boy, with his dimples, and that shock of gold spun hair! I should have slapped him.”

“What did you do instead?” Tom was standing over her, straddling her, dangling the belt in front of her eyes.

Andrea sucked on her lower lip. She was beginning to writhe on the floor. “I just glared at him. I wanted to tell him off, but the way he kept looking at me, like he had a right to, it just made me so hot.”

“What were you wearing?” Tom croaked, taking his resurgent prick in hand. “Tell me every detail.”

Andrea squirmed her bare ass on the rug. It was killing her not to touch herself, but at the same time he could see she was turned on by being controlled this way, pinned down, helpless under his will. Like one of the speared butterflies in his father’s collection, the ones Ashley couldn’t even bear to look at because she thought it too cruel.

“I had on Scimitar perfume,” she began, her eyes smoldering green heat, “the kind you like, and very sheer underwear, lavender panties and a demi-bra. My dress was red, something new, mid thigh and cut low on my breasts. The shoulder straps were thin as string. And I had on my red pumps.”

Tom let loose a low, satisfied grunt. He’d seen her in something similar on the night of their second encounter. It was at another restaurant, a half hour’s drive from Charred River. The servers were tall and good looking as male models and Andrea was flirting like crazy, whispering to him what she wished they would do with her. Midway through the oyster appetizer, Andrea took off her panties, wadded them into a ball and deposited them in Tom’s trembling hand. They’d been sheer as gossamer, very damp and fragrant as hell.

She’d delighted at his look of shock, knowing how horny he was and how he couldn’t do a thing about it. The rest of the meal, she was a perfect lady, dainty, delicate and maddeningly innocent. It was Ashley all over, down to the little hair flips, the helpless doe eyes, the chaste veneer that screamed sexual repression. It was amazing, really, that Andrea had perfected Ashley’s style in such a short time, having just met her. Then again, they were twins.

Later, over the hood of his car, the scent of those panties still flaring in his nostrils, Andrea took her ‘punishment’: a dozen smacks of his hand to her bare ass. And then there’d been intercourse. Wild, sweet, as raw as you could get with a condom on.

“The bellhop,” he stammered, gripping his cock, trying to keep from coming too soon. “What happened next?”

“A standoff,” she told him, raising her hips toward his heavily hanging balls. “The floors clicked by. He kept looking at me and I had to lower my eyes to my feet. He hadn’t flinched, and I was afraid if he saw any more deeply into them, he would know that I was already his for the taking. He was just an inexperienced, sweet boy, barely eighteen, but he was still a man. It was misery. I would have given anything to be out of that elevator. At the same time, I needed him to come after me, to brush aside my foolish defenses and put me to his pleasure. Would he dare? I grasped the handrail, my knees buckling. How would it end? Would he get my attention, tell me he was going to stop the elevator and fuck me, right now? Would he just walk over and say, with a grin, ‘Excuse me Miss, I saw you looking at my cock. Want to see it close up?’”

“He was too young, too scared. So I pushed the emergency stop button myself. I silenced his shocked objections with a hot kiss, wet and open. Starting at the sides of his mouth, I ran my hands down his body. His prick was at attention, and I moved against him, conveying without words what was about to happen.

“His eyes were overflowing with both need and panic, so I put him at ease with a shy smile. Delicately, fluidly and so sensuously, I showed him what to do, letting him pull up my dress and slide down my panties so he could explore me. He looked so sweet, like Christmas morning, like he couldn’t believe his luck. Not wanting him to explode in his own pants, I knelt to unzip him so I could sheathe him in one of the condoms I always carry. Once the delicious latex glove was in place, I guided him into me from behind. I held onto the rail, spread my legs, and let my hair fall over my face. I invited him to spank me if he liked, but he came almost at once, with a powerful shudder.

“Afterwards, the alarm bells still blaring, I knelt at his feet. Holding my hair out of the way, I kissed each of his shoes. He was hard again as he finished rearranging his uniform, but I knew he had to go.”

Tom pressed his ankles on either side of Andrea’s ribcage, just hard enough to get her attention. “How do I know you’re telling me the truth?” he asked, as if it made any difference.

Andrea smiled wickedly as if she’d been waiting for the question. “In my purse in the car,” she said, “I saved the condom. Go check. If I’m lying, you can punish me.”

“I’ll do that anyway.”

Andrea rubbed her legs together provocatively. “I’m counting on that.”

Tom backed away, readying himself for ecstasy. “Get up, Andrea. Assume the position.”

They both knew what he wanted, and Andrea obeyed without hesitation, laying herself face down over the coffee table, making her body into a bridge. It was made of slate and very cold to the touch. Andrea was used to coming all over it, breasts and belly pressed down, face and hands on the carpet as he spanked her with the little rubber paddle she’d bought him for one of their infamous “dates”. Andrea loved to come this way, exposed, cool air titillating her private parts. Afterwards, she would have Tom tell her to lick the surface clean with her tongue. She’d assured him this was precisely the kind of thing he should make the proud Ashley do after they were married.

“Use the whip,” Andrea begged now, when she’d wriggled into place.

Tom considered the matter. He’d never done that before, on anyone. “Andrea, I don’t—”

“Come on, you bastard!” she demanded, her sultry mood shattered by his sudden whininess. “I’m laying on this table for you, the same table you and I had tea on, with her, remember? Remember how scared you were Ashley would find out I was nude under my skirt just for you, and how much you wanted me. But when you tried to show her a little affection, resting your hand on her thigh, she removed it, not even bothering to stop her conversation with me, like you were some kind of annoying fly—and all the while your cock was ready to explode?”

Tom clenched his fists. Yes, he did remember. And there was more to the story, too. What Andrea hadn’t said was that she had approached him before they all sat down. She told him privately that if he didn’t act frisky enough with Ashley in front of her, she was going to pull up her skirt and show Ashley just how naked she was underneath and for whom. It had been a sheer nightmare, drooling over Andrea, fearing her at the same time, all the while pushing Ashley to the edge of her stony limits under force of blackmail. 

“All right,” he hissed. “I will whip you. God knows you deserve it!”

“Yes,” she moaned, “oh, yes. But tell me, who am I? Are you whipping me or her? Make it both of us—her for teasing you, me for being such a whore, fucking strange men in elevators, and then coming over here, without your permission.”

“Yes, both of you,” he agreed, running the tip of the black leather whip over her tingling, utterly vulnerable ass, wondering for the zillionth time who was calling the shots, him or her. Wondering why, for God’s sake, he was doing this to Andrea when he had a girl who loved him completely, a saintly, virginal, trusting rich girl like Ashley?

Rich girl. The phrase cut like a knife. Andrea sometimes alluded to his being attracted to Ashley’s money—half of which would be hers—but he resented the implication. He was no gold digger; he just wanted to assure his future, and his bride’s.

“Mmm, that’s sweet, baby,” she said in response to the leather caresses. “Now hit me hard.”

He let the whip descend, landing it with a cracking sound. He hadn’t the foggiest idea how to do this, and he wasn’t sure she did either. A welt rose immediately, broad and red, and it scared him silly. She wasn’t balking, though; she wanted more. From her moans and shudders, it seemed like she’d orgasmed, too.

“Again,” she told him. “Hit me again.”

He did, letting the whip find its own speed and trajectory. It wasn’t breaking skin, though she was certainly getting off on it. He wondered what it would feel like on his own body: his buttocks, not hers, flaming red, violated.

“I’m so hard,” he cried. “It’s incredible.” Tossing down the whip and lowering himself to her puckered, twitching sex lips, he said, “Do you have any idea how hard I’m going to fuck you, Andrea?”

Andrea thrust her tormented ass up into the air. “Ashley,” she said. “I’m Ashley, and I won’t let you have me. Look, but don’t touch! I won’t let you be a man, Tommy.”

Tom held her fast by her hips, sank his cock in deep. It was true. Ashley didn’t want him to be a man. A man needs to take his woman in his arms, to make love to her, and yes, fuck her silly. How he wanted to do that to Ashley! And here was the very image of her fine body, the one he couldn’t have, laid out for him, whipped and ready for his cock. Oh, the times he’d had to masturbate, excusing himself from Ashley. Ashley, in her long silk gowns, her hair swept up, Ashley in the hot tub, her nipples poking through the fabric of her skimpy powder blue bikini. Ashley, in a million sexy ways and places. Ashley, right here in front of him, under him.

Tom took a deep breath. He didn’t want to come just yet, not this way. There was something else he wanted first, something he knew Ashley would never let him have, even after marriage.

“Get on your hands and knees,” he commanded, abandoning Andrea’s gaping, needful cunt. 

“What are you going to make me do?” she asked in dreadful fascination, her voice a fierce whisper as she put herself in position.

Tom let her wait a moment, anticipating his response before running the tip of the whip down her spine. “I want you to crawl to my bed,” he instructed, resting the whip at the crack of her ass. “And then I want you get on it, on all fours, head down, facing the wall.”

“Then what?” she panted, digging her nails into the carpet in response to his words, to the touch of the whip.

“Then you wait, Ashley.” He snapped the leather on her raw buttocks just as he said her sister’s name. “Now go!”

Andrea drew in a sharp breath, raising her head in a look of faraway ecstasy. His words had brought her to another climax. A moment later, gathering herself, she began to crawl, precisely as he had ordered. In an act of sheer self indulgence, he watched her the whole way, the perfect sex crazed clone of his fiancée in self imposed slave gear, on her way to be used, the perfect masturbatory vessel for her virtuous sister’s image.

Go figure a woman like that, Tom mused, pausing for a drink of orange juice at the fridge, enjoying a long swig straight from the carton. Life was good. He had his virgin bride-to-be waiting for him, while in the meantime, in his bed, primed and ready for his pleasure, her literal body double, and in a collar no less. Yea, life was real good. Tom deliberately took his time, knowing it would drive Andrea even wilder. She wouldn’t dare touch herself, so all that frustration would build and build. In a stroke of genius, it occurred to him to fish for some recent photos they could use in their game. 

He smiled when he found what he needed. Photos of Ashley in her cock teasing little tennis outfit, the pleated skirt and sleeveless white top, which bared most of her thighs and tented her breasts perfectly. They were taken that day at Ashley’s mother, Libby’s, mansion, the old Van Voorst estate in the orange groves, just after Ash had beaten him in three straight sets, her jiggling tits distracting his every shot. 

Andrea had watched the game and known full well why he’d lost. Afterward, as a consolation, she’d dragged him off to one of the countless bathrooms in the house where she let him take revenge on her willing body. The tightly strung catgut racket had been just the thing to tame Andrea’s ass. As for the aluminum handle, he put it to double use, first in her mouth and then in her pussy. It had been an intense, animalistic session, barely fifteen minutes in length, with not a word spoken between them from the moment Andrea locked the door and stripped off her swimsuit till after she’d left, her tiny bikini bottom barely concealing the waffle shaped imprints on her ass. 

It had been a close call when midway through Ashley had knocked on the door to see if Tom was all right. Fortunately, she’d thought Andrea was in the hot tub. 

“I’m fine,” he’d told her, his cock deep inside her sister as he bent her over the sink, her hands bound by a twisted sweatband. “Just give me a minute.” He’d had to put his hand over Andrea’s mouth to silence her moans as she came, the thrill of near discovery pushing her over the top.

“Remember these?” Tom scattered the pictures on the bed under Andrea’s nose. 

She shivered visibly seeing the images of her sister, smiling happily, hair in a ponytail, terminally wholesome. It was always this way when Andrea saw her sister; like she was looking in some kind of other worldly mirror.

“This is what I’ll be looking at when I fuck you,” Tom explained, deciding to play another game. “I’ll be imagining her, when I’m in your ass.”

Andrea swooned at the mention of anal penetration. It was a profound aphrodisiac for her, not only for the sensation, but also for what it represented to her: humiliation and possession of the deepest kind. 

“Do it,” she challenged, her voice an unearthly feminine growl. “Make me your whore. Spit on me, tell me I mean nothing to you.”

He smacked her tender, welt-covered bottom. “It’s true. You’re a convenient lay. Like a blowup doll, only more cooperative.” Another smack on her ass and then he forced her head down to the bedspread. “Now reach behind you and spread your cheeks with your hands. Show me what you’re good for.”

Andrea moaned in sweet peril, squirming to position her arms and hands. “Oh, Tom,” she cried, her face buried in the bed. “You don’t know how much I need this.”

Tom reared up from behind, shoved the head of his cock into the tight opening an inch or so then stopped. Andrea stiffened in response to the sudden invasion, but she cried out in pleasure nonetheless. He pushed another half inch. To brace herself, Andrea had to get back on all fours. Her back was slick with sweat now, and her hair was hanging limply. 

“Take my cock,” he groaned. “Take it all you stupid little bitch!”

“Ooh, it’s so big,” she complained, mocking her sister. “Are you sure it’s supposed to go there, Tommy?”

“It goes where ever I say!” he exclaimed, thrusting deeper still, till the veins on his neck began to pop and Andrea was crying out his name. Suddenly Tom wanted Andrea to be herself. “Isn’t that right, Andrea? Go on say it! You’re not Ashley, you’re Andrea again, my little fucking whore. Whenever I snap my fingers, you’ll come running. Whenever I tell you to, you’ll be there, and when I’m fucking you, you’ll play Ashley, or the Queen of Sheba or whoever else I want you to be. Hey, I may even go for a quickie with you at the reception. I’ve seen those little bride’s maid dresses, you know.”

Using two fingers, sliding them up underneath his turgidly swollen member, Tom went to work on Andrea’s open sex, even as he continued to possess her ass. The response was hot and rapid.

“Yes, Tom,” she hissed through clenched teeth. “I’ll do whatever you fucking say: crawl, betray my sister and let you fuck me at your own wedding, even. Just tell me you own me. Grab my hair, pull it till I beg, hump my ass till I whimper; just be a man, Tom. Show me you’re stronger than me.”

 Tom’s eyes were rolling to the top of his head. He was in orbit. The game was coming to its end, he wasn’t going to hold back anymore. Congratulating himself on getting one last, really hot session out of Ashley’s psycho sister, he let himself go. Out and out came his semen, an amazing amount considering he’d just come a half hour ago, and before that on the phone, masturbating during Andrea’s last call, listening to her sultry voice! Nirvana. That’s what it was. Sheer ingenious pleasure. Guilt free—or as close as it came. And no end in sight; hell, with the right fantasies he could enjoy both women for years to come.

 “Come on, Sluu—uut!” he roared, stretching the syllable into an essay. “Show me who’s your Daddy!”

“Tom? Andrea?” 

Tom’s every muscle froze. That voice over his shoulder; it wasn’t Andrea talking. Nor was it Andrea who was gasping in horror. 

“Ash!” he croaked. And just like that, with that one sound, Thomas Winters III’s world came to a sudden crash. Before he even looked behind him, he knew. That cry of pain, the confusion, mingled with shock and disbelief and wonder, like a butterfly with its wings pulled off:  such a sound could only belong to her.

“Ashley! Let me explain!” he grunted, trying to pull his still hard cock from Andrea’s hole. “There’s a simple explanation, really!”

Ashley just stood there, her face blank, expressionless. For a split second, he held out hope. It was the eyes, though, that gave away her true feelings. From moist sea green, they had darkened into a tempest. 

“Don’t touch me,” she warned, as Tom tried to come for her, the sheet hastily wrapped round his loins. “Don’t ever touch me again.”

Tom was still blubbering explanations, following her to the front door. Meanwhile, from the bed, her head buried in her hands, her body still positioned for Tom’s penetration, Andrea was softly weeping. She continued to weep even as the front door slammed shut, signaling Ashley’s departure.


Chapter Two

Ashley was numb. Halfway up the coast road and it hadn’t even dawned on her where she was. The wipers were on, of course, and the car was moving, so clearly she was driving. Driving the car, that is, which was peculiar, since she now appeared to be heading away from the coast, which meant she was no longer going to see Tom. Had she really been there already then—to the condo?

She decided she needed some of her chewing gum. Ashley’s therapist had recommended it as a safe and responsible stress reliever, although, at the moment she felt very calm, focused remarkably well on details. Like the exact number of raindrops collecting per minute on the windshield. 

Shock. That was probably what was going on. She’d heard of this kind of reaction in her psychology class at college, last year when she was a sophomore. People confronted with unspeakable realities find neurological ways to mask or rearrange them temporarily. Done over the long haul, it would become a psychosis, a complete loss of touch with reality. In the short run, though, it was a good thing.

But where was her gum? It was strange how the purse seemed all wrong, like it was someone else’s. Was that shock, too? No, the purse really didn’t seem like hers. Come to think of it, was this her car? Ashley continued to rifle through the bag, eyes on the road. She screamed when she touched the sticky thing, gooey and slick in the bottom of the purse. Pulling it out, she saw it was a used condom. Like a bug or something just as icky, she flung it to the floor. Then it dawned on her. She was driving Andrea’s car. The little yellow roadster Andrea’s father had gotten her. Well, not just Andrea’s father, but her father, too, except she’d never met him because he’d left her at birth.

How strange. The wipers were going thunk, thunk, the rain was letting up and she was driving nice and steady, only it wasn’t her car. She looked in the rear view and didn’t see any lights, which meant neither Tom nor Andrea was following her. Did they just give her this car, then, hand over the keys? No, that couldn’t be right. They’d been in his bed, having intercourse, so she was on her own when she left.

Andrea had left her keys in the ignition—that must have been it. Ashley had done that with her car, too, when she’d gotten there, because she’d been excited to run inside with the bridal magazines to show Tom the new centerpieces she was ordering, and since her sister was there, she would just show them both. It hadn’t occurred to ask on the way in why Andrea had been there at all.

I wonder what I did with the magazines? Ashley thought as she turned left, heading onto the bigger road, the one that led to the expressway and back to home. Did I leave them on the floor of the bedroom where Andrea was having intercourse with my fiancée? Funny, how you find yourself saying sentences to yourself, she thought, things that make no sense and which you never imagine you could ever hear yourself say in a million years.

My sister Andrea was having intercourse with Tom.

Or maybe it wasn’t Andrea after all. Maybe it was someone who just looked like Andrea. Maybe there was some stranger, the sort who would do unspeakable things with other people’s fiancée’s, and it was her whom she’d seen, fooling Ashley and Andrea both. That could be, couldn’t it? After all, just two months ago, Ashley wouldn’t have thought it possible for there to be even one other person who looked like her, and yet there was. And if the girl under Tom wasn’t Andrea, then maybe the man on top wasn’t Tom either. Maybe he had a twin, too.

One eye on the yellow line, Ashley poured the contents of the mysterious purse onto the leather seat to look for clues; something—anything—to show she hadn’t seen what she’d seen. Her heart sank when she saw the license that said Andrea Daniels. That was a bad sign. The lipstick was a bad sign, too. It was definitely the same one she remembered Andrea buying the last time they went to the mall to do girl things, catch-up sister things. But wait. What about this matchbook? That wasn’t something she’d seen Andrea with before. 

Holding it between thumb and forefinger, Ashley studied it as best she could while driving the little car that wasn’t hers. It was a black matchbook with red writing that said ‘The Edge’ on it. Andrea certainly never talked about that place before. And look at the little logo – two crossed whips. Perhaps this was someone else’s purse, then, because how could a sister of hers, another daughter of her morally irreproachable mother, Elizabeth, possibly go to a place like that, or have sex with someone who didn’t belong to her?

Ashley wiped the first of the tears from her eyes. She wasn’t supposed to feel anything this fast, damn it. Shock was supposed to take hours to wear off. So why was it getting so clear already? The car, the matchbook, the woman, naked and in a horrible leather collar being impaled by her intended, it was obviously true, as real as the rain on the windshield.

God, she hated Andrea now! And as for her mother, what was Ashley supposed to make of Libby’s cavalier attitude of, ‘Yes, dear, this is your long lost sister whom I never told you about. Just get to know her, honey, trust her completely with everything precious, and someday I’ll tell you the whole story’? And could that really have been just six weeks ago? And was she really driving, listening to the thunk, thunk of Andrea’s windshield wipers, heading down the road with no sister, no boyfriend and no future?

She’d thrown the magazines on Tom’s floor, she remembered that now. She’d tossed them on the floor just before running out of the room. Tom probably picked them up and took them to Andrea, so the two of them could have a good laugh about it. Andrea would probably be on her stomach reading them, since her buttocks were looking pretty badly chafed. 

A whip. Ashley had seen a whip. It must have been the one Tom had used on Andrea to give her those marks. What a strange notion: people using whips when they have sex. More specifically, a man using one as a prelude to shoving his spoken-for and engaged penis into his soon to be sister-in-law’s ass.

There, she’d said it. Tom and Andrea were having anal sex. She knew what it was; she was no schoolgirl. It had been obvious enough what the two of them were doing. Obviously, Tom could get something from Andrea that she herself would never give. Well, let them both have a nice life. Let them wear studded leather at their wedding and…

Stop, it Ashley. You’re not helping yourself.

Anxiety. It was anxiety, making her feel so odd. The gum would help, if she had any. Or heat. Maybe the heater would stop the shivering. She was sopping wet, after all, her new floral print sundress ruined from the rain. It had been dumb not to bring the umbrella in with her, but she’d been excited to see Tom – and Andrea. She’d wondered what the two of them were up to and why Andrea was there.

Goodness, was she at her exit already? Had she already made her expressway trip? Fine. She’d be home all the sooner. Ashley had thought the front gate might be a problem, since her automatic opener was in her car and not this one, but she’d lucked out, because Andrea had one, too, clipped to her visor, which meant that when she got home, a few minutes later, she was able to get in the front gate after all, although it was kind of ironic to be using her sister’s opener.

Seeing irony at a time like this—wasn’t that a sign of shock, too? 

Ashley pulled into the drive and stopped under the portico. Using the rear view, she tried to do a little something with her hair, which had come undone and was looking frightful. She wished she could wear her hair loose and free like Andrea. Tom liked Andrea’s hair, she knew that. Why didn’t Tom want her in a sexy way like he did Andrea, though? She’d seen him look at her, many times, and she was jealous because unlike Andrea, Ashley hadn’t a clue how to turn a man on that way.

Could it be she was frigid, or inert? Her therapist was always trying to get her to talk about her sexual feelings and fantasies, but that was hard. All Ashley could ever focus on were little incidents, in her life of people saying things, or times when people had been looking at her and had made her ashamed. Like the time she overheard two boys in the hall at school talking about something they would like to do to her, something nasty. Ashley was mortified, but it also made her wet between her legs.

Then there were all those construction workers, and certain other men and boys who would look at her pass by like she was a piece of meat they wanted to have. Sometimes, late at night Ashley would think of how these men might touch themselves thinking of her, and what they’d do to her if they had her in their control. Why this silly mental game was more arousing to her than her actual dates, she didn’t know. Ashley chalked it up to her being a freak, but her therapist just smiled and gave her gum and told her to be patient.

Well her patience had sure paid off in spades tonight, hadn’t it?

Ashley left the car running, which was something she never did. Someone would take care of it, of course, but usually she didn’t like to burden people. Charles, the butler, who’d been with the Van Voorst family since her mother was a little girl, was waiting at the door. 

“Miss Ashley, are you all right?” he asked, the worry lines etched in his ancient face.

“Yes, I’m fine,” she smiled, very pleased at how normal she sounded. “Is Mother still up?”

“In the library, Miss. But you’re all wet,” he fussed, drawing attention to the puddle she was leaving on the marble floor of the foyer.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said with genuine concern for whoever would have to clean it up. “It’s very wet outside.”

“Let me get you some dry clothes.”

She gave him a peck on the cheek, trying to seem less like a drowned rat and more like a polite young lady. “Thanks, Charles. I’ll be with Mother.”

Ashley found Libby curled up in an easy chair, reading a book. She was bare foot, wearing jeans and a sweatshirt and she had her hair up in a simple dollar store clip. At age 41, Elizabeth Van Voorst was a strikingly beautiful woman, tall and blonde with the lithe figure of a lifetime dancer and horsewoman. 

Looking up over the top of her reading glasses, Libby gasped. “Ash, sweetie, what on Earth happened to you?”

The younger woman’s lower lip began to tremor as she told her mother she was fine. She’d made it this far, to her house, to her Mom, but now the floodgates were about to open. Voice cracking, she tried to get the story out. It was so choppy, so disjointed and full of erroneous details that Libby had to stop her.

“Let’s get you settled first,” her mother declared, hugging the girl into a state of reasonable calm. “What we need is a good fire and some hot chocolate, don’t you think?”

Ashley had the wherewithal to nod. She was her mother’s height now (and according to Libby, far more of a knockout than she ever was) and a full-grown woman to boot, but she was still a little girl inside sometimes.

Charles came in with the clothes for her—her favorite sweat suit—and Libby fetched a blanket. It wasn’t all that cold, but she still wanted the fire, because it was what they always used to do when she was in crisis. Just the two of them, with hot chocolate in their special book-filled room, the one with the comfy furniture.

Putting Ash on one corner of the sofa, Libby sat facing her, cross-legged, showing all the agility of Ashley’s twenty something friends. “Okay, kiddo,” Libby declared, just as Edna, the maid, brought in the cocoa. “Let’s try this again, shall we?”

Ashley took a deep breath. If she said it all fast enough she might make it through without breaking down. She did, and Libby’s ashen color change was all the confirmation she needed to know that this was something real and terrible after all.

All she’d said was that she’d found Tom in bed with Andrea, but that was enough for Libby to embrace her all over again. “Baby, I’m so sorry,” she kept saying, stroking her daughter’s hair. “I’m so sorry.”

“But there’s more,” Ashley said, and then she told her the part about the collar and the whip and how Andrea seemed to be in pain, but excited, too, as Tom was thrusting in and out of her bruised buttocks. “Why would she let him do that, Mom? And why would he want to do it to her?”

Libby grew silent for a long time, making Ashley wonder if indeed what she’d seen really was the kind of unspeakable evil she was sure her teachers at Catholic school would have said it was.

“They betrayed me,” Ashley blurted at last, intending to put a final spin on things. “I hate them both. And I never want to see them again as long as I live.”

Libby stroked her daughter’s cheek. “Oh, baby, please don’t say that. I know you’re hurting, but…”

Her words trailed off. There was more silence, some sips of cocoa and then Libby put down her cup. “Ashley, I need to tell you about your sister,” she said, her voice filled with sudden resolution. “And about your father, too. I should have told you all this years ago. I meant to, I really did, it just never seemed the right time. And then when she showed up here, well, I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. Not till you got to know her a little.” Libby lowered her eyes. “I was afraid you’d hate me. I was selfish, and now I’m afraid that selfishness has led to something even more terrible between you two.”

Ashley frowned. “I don’t understand. How could it be your fault my sister and my fiancée are perverts?”

Libby looked at her daughter, her eyes flashing with pain. “Don’t say that, young lady. Don’t ever say that.”

“Say what, Mom? Pervert?” Ashley sprung off the couch. “Pervert!” she repeated. “Pervert, pervert, pervert.”

Ashley had her arms crossed. She was trembling and ready to run out of the room at any moment, at the least provocation. Libby gave her none, however, so she stayed. 

“Sweetie, go and get the scotch from the bar, and two glasses,” her mother said.

“But I don’t drink.”

“Neither do I, but tonight is a good time to start.”

Ashley did as she was told. She watched her mother pour out the light colored liquid, times two. After Libby had swallowed hers, about an ounce, she did the same. It went down like fire and it was all she could do to keep from coughing.

“I’m going to tell you the truth now, Ash,” her mother said, when her eyes had cleared. “And I need you to be very grown up and hear me through to the end without getting emotional. Can you do that?”

Ash nodded.

“Good. To begin with, your sister is not a pervert. From what you’ve described, she is a sexual submissive. It seems to run in our family’s bloodline. I’m one, and I suspect your grandmother was, too, though she never admitted it.”

“A sexual what?”

“Submissive, Ash. It means someone who enjoys being treated in ways often considered demeaning or even painful to the general population. Some people enjoy submitting, others enjoy dominating. For some it’s a hobby, a spice to their love life, for others, it’s the only way they can be sexual at all. I’m the latter type. I don’t know about your sister.”

Ashley shook her head. “This doesn’t make any sense. I’m not that way.”

“Honey, you promised to listen. Let me start over at the beginning. It’s no secret I was born into privilege, here in this house, in fact, the only child to parents old enough to be my grandparents. I was a creative child, pampered, passionate, flirtatious and above all, bored. I had no shortage of dates in high school or college, and I could have taken my pick of the bluebloods of this or any other country in the world. My dad, your grandfather, practically begged me to marry, but I made mincemeat of every suitor.”

“Mincemeat?” Ashley giggled.

Libby laughed, too, her features softening as she wrapped herself round the pillow on her lap. “It’s true. I could out run, out shoot, out play and outwit anyone Dad sent to me. And I wasn’t very kind about it, either. Trust me; I made them all feel pretty inferior. And then your dad showed up. Malcolm wasn’t rich, nor did he have high social standing. He was an apprentice horse trainer, working at Daddy’s stables, attending to the extensive thoroughbred stock. In those days, Van Voorst Farms churned out stakes winners like popcorn.

“I was exercising a filly, just playing, when I first saw him. He was working with a colt. I was just nineteen, home on break from my first year of college. He was handsome, devastatingly so, with his light brown hair (the same shade as you girls) and his deep blue eyes, and those muscles under his shirt, ooh, I was a goner from the first glance. But it was much more than his looks. It was how he handled himself, so confident with that colt, and yet so loving at the same time. He just touched something in me, with that narrow waist, those powerful thighs and smashing leather boots and the tone of his voice – firm, commanding immediate respect.

“I wanted to meet him in the worst way, but I was torn between an impulse to run to him and another, just as strong, to run away and never look back. Part of it was just a young girl’s hormones, but the other part had to do with my submissive self, a part of me I did not yet know existed and which I was fighting fiercely.

“Falling back on my imperious upbringing, I decided on the direct, arrogant approach, opting to hit him like a ton of bricks. I forget the exact complaint I lodged about his work, but considering how ignorant I was of horse training techniques, it must have been something pretty outlandish. He let me sputter on and on, and when I was done he studied me for half a second and said, ‘Yes, ma’am. I’ll try to do better.’

“Then he just stood there.

“I was on horseback and he was on foot, but the way he was looking at me, his face expressionless, I felt about two inches tall. Turning bright red, I had no choice but to ride off. He’d bested me, like no one ever had. Without a word of challenge, he’d revealed how petty I was being. And yet the way he’d done it, silently and subtly, was totally without malice or sarcasm.

“This would have been bad enough, but later on I overheard him talking with a couple of the men about me. ‘Don’t mind the little miss’, the head trainer, a bald headed man with a heart of gold was telling Malcolm. ‘She was raised that way, she doesn’t know any better.’

“‘I could teach her some respect,’ drawled a groom, flapping a riding crop noisily in the air.

“I was able to sneak a peek through the barn door in time to see Malcolm snatch the whip from his hand. The man started to protest, but Malcolm cut him off, his voice low and menacing. ‘Don’t talk about things you don’t understand’, he said.

“At the trainer’s order, the groom apologized and no more was said. I’m sure that the man was only joking and would never whip a woman. But the way Malcolm responded, I had the haunting sense there was another world at work here, a secret world where things might be very different between men and women. A world where the whip was a serious, sacred thing, imbued with a power that only a man of the highest honor and strength could ever understand. 

“I dared not think on the subject anymore, but that night as I slept I had a powerful dream in which I was in a field running from something. I didn’t know what it was, and I kept looking behind me to see. Suddenly, there was Malcolm, in front of me.

“‘You can’t run forever’, he said. And with that, I was in a horse ring and there was an audience, consisting of every male I’d ever slighted or ignored. They were cheering at Malcolm, dressed in cowboy gear and spinning a lariat. I tried to get away, because they were all looking at me, but this time, over my shoulder I heard the whistle of the rope and then I felt it tightening round my middle. I was lassoed! Everyone started laughing as Malcolm brought me down and roped me, hand and foot, on my stomach in a hog tie, like they do with calves.

“He stood up then and raised his arms to silence the crowd. In an instant, they were all gone, and he was carrying me in his arms, unroped and in a new dress, taking me from the stadium.

“‘Are you going to whip me now?’ I asked. He smiled and shook his head. ‘You’re not ready yet. I’m going to break you in by hand first’. I felt my bottom grow warm because I knew it meant he would be spanking me. I don’t recall the rest of the dream, but when I woke up the next morning, I found the sheets twisted between my legs. I was covered in sweat, and I must have orgasmed, judging by the amount of fluid on the sheets. 

“Later on, under the needling rays of the shower water, I faced the terrible truth about that dream and about my life. I did want to feel that riding crop, and much more besides. I’d always imagined I wanted to rule over men, but now I knew that I needed for a man to rule over me. And that man was Malcolm Daniels, if he would have me. I vowed from that moment on to make myself his, to go to him, find a way to test him, to see if he really could train a girl as well as he could a horse.

“To this end, my every free moment was spent at the stables. Too much of a tomboy still to give up my jeans, I did switch to softer blouses, which I left discretely unbuttoned. As for my hair, I kept it down and each morning I would give it a thousand strokes with the brush to make it softer. I put myself in Malcolm’s way constantly, teasing, enticing, challenging. I tried every strategy. When I wasn’t fawning on him, openly flirting, I was trying to antagonize him. Anything to be noticed. Everyone could see I had it for him bad and I could hear them behind my back, taking bets on how long till the lucky bastard bedded the owner’s haughty daughter. I grew wet in the crotch at the very thought of it. How I wished he would simply take me, drag me off somewhere and have his way with me leaving me no choice but to submit.

“As it was, he continued to be aloof and polite, giving me not the slightest sense of any personal interest in me. If he intended to put me off, though, it only had the opposite effect. The more he ignored me, the more I was his. With perverse pleasure, I embraced my new reputation. I went from being the little brat, to Malcolm’s pet, a tamed piece of tail forever panting over him. It made for wonderful masturbation at night, but a girl needs more.

“It was my mother of all people who gave me the help I needed to overcome the stalemate between us. The words she spoke to me were the one and only indication I ever had that she too was predisposed to yield herself, body and soul to a strong man. Had my father spent more time in her bed and less in everyone else’s, he might have found this out himself.

“What she said was this: ‘Libby, dear, sometimes it’s up to a girl to make the first move, to let a man know it’s okay to be the boss. But she can’t very well bully him into taking charge, can she? No, the only hope she has is to let him know in no uncertain terms that she is a female and hope that nature will do the rest, bringing out the male in his own breast’.

“She’d spoken so timidly, her hand over mine as we took tea together. I’d never said a word about my dilemma or my interest in Malcolm, but it must have been obvious enough, the way I was looking out the window in the direction of the stables. There was a tear in my eye as I thanked her. It was the closest I ever felt to her.

“And I understood it, too, what she’d meant. Somehow she’d lent me wisdom, far beyond my years. That very afternoon I decided to act, taking the biggest risk of my young life. Abandoning my boy clothes, I donned a dress, very feminine, cut above the knee, and low in back. It was sleeveless and I felt naked even after I put it over my underwear and slip. To complement it, I chose a pair of white sandals. I painted my toes, an action so provocative to me I had to stop three times to collect myself. The thought of what I was about to do, how vulnerable and exposed I would be was incredibly intoxicating.

“As I walked to the stables, I could feel the breeze between my legs, the brush of grass against my toes. I felt so helpless, so aroused. A good gust of wind under my skirt, an idle flick of a man’s wrist at my waist and I would be as good as naked, barely covered by my silk slip and panties. I could feel the men’s eyes on me as I moved, on my bare arms, on my daintily painted toes and of course on the lines of the dress where they hugged my every curve. I had my hair braided as well, with a ribbon at the end so as to leave no question whatsoever as to my sex.

“I went straight to the barns. If ever Malcolm would notice me, if ever he would want me as a female, this would be it. There were whispers around me, but the men cleared the way for me, no one daring to say a word. When I found him, he was alone in the last barn, stripped to the waist, heaving piles of hay with a pitchfork. His back was to me and he didn’t turn, although I was sure he must have been informed of my coming: me, the boss’s daughter, dressed for love, declaring to the world her interest, once and for all in a hired man and damn the consequences. It was a humiliating thing to do, I assure you, and I was probably going beyond what my mother intended. I didn’t care, though, because I knew what I wanted for the first time in my life.

“’Hello, Malcolm’, I said softly, announcing my presence.

“He turned to face me, his magnificent bronzed chest glistening with sweat, his noble brow placid as ever. Extending my hand, unable to speak, I offered him the clump of wildflowers I had picked for him. 

“’Thank you’, he nodded, thrusting the pitchfork into the hay and resting his hand on the handle. ‘That was kind of you’.

“I swallowed hard. ‘May I put them in that water bucket?’ I asked, indicating a vessel full of water destined for one of the horses. 

“‘Yes’, he nodded. ‘And thank you again’.

“With that he returned to work, leaving me once again to my own devices. I could see now that all the power was his. My choice was either to leave now, preserving what scraps of dignity I had left or else to stay and risk surrendering everything.

“The flowers attended to, I called his name once more. 

“He stabbed another batch of the hay, arcing the pitchfork like a spear of the gods. When he had completed the swing, he looked at me. How splendid he was, how strong!

“’What is it Miss Van Voorst?’” he asked, employing my surname though he was four years my senior.

“’Please call me Libby’, I said shyly.

“He pulled a handkerchief from his pants pocket, dabbing his forehead. ‘All right, Libby. What do you want?’

“I watched him mop his brow. How I wished I could perform that humble task for him, using that very rag, or better still, my own tongue, lapping at his glistening skin.

“’I want to know why you don’t seem to like me much, Malcolm’, I said, feeling suddenly bold.

“He arched an eyebrow. ‘I don’t like or dislike you, Libby. That would presume a personal relationship, which is something we don’t have’.

“’Do you find me attractive?’ I pressed, no longer caring that I was making a fool of myself. ‘Am I as pretty as the whores in the city, the ones I hear the men talking about?’

“He smiled thinly, stuffing the cloth back into his pocket. ‘I wouldn’t know, Libby, I don’t frequent prostitutes’.

“My response was on my lips before I could stop it. ‘I want you to make love to me, Malcolm’. Can you imagine it, those ill chosen words falling into empty space, spelling my doom? Squaring my shoulders, thrusting out my breasts proudly, I decided to finish the matter, by telling him everything.

“’I’m not like other girls, Malcolm, and I think you know that. Most girls want roses and teddy bears at the carnival. Me, I see you tug on a mare’s reign, or wield a crop and I swoon. Most girls want a home, a white picket fence; I want a man who can put me on my knees and keep me there. I belong to you, Malcolm. In my heart, I’m already yours, like it or not’.

“Stubbornly, defiantly, I dropped to my knees and bent forward then, my wrists over my head, in a crossed position. It was sheer instinct, but I discovered later it was a gesture with powerful, almost mystical symbolism behind it. Head bowed, breathing wildly, I was happy, certain of heartbreak, but still relieved to have told the truth.

“He made me wait like that for the longest time, all the while studying me, not unkindly, but with a depth that unnerved me completely. It was as if he could read my very soul. At long last, when I was sure I would melt away into a puddle of need and expectation, he spoke to me, his words very exact, spoken with utter smoothness.

“’Get up, Libby. That is enough’. 

“When I was on my feet, he told me to go home, but that if I meant what I said, I should return here at exactly midnight. If I didn’t come, he would understand, but in that event, I must never again try to make contact with him. He asked if I understood, and I said yes, adding hastily that I would return, exactly as he commanded.

“’The choice is yours’, he shrugged. But after I had turned to go, he added a final warning, just as I was at the doorway. ‘But if you do come to me tonight, Libby, remember, I don’t play games’.

“I gripped the door jam, my knees suddenly rubberized. If only he knew how much I wanted to hear those very words. Not looking back, afraid I might throw myself at him shamefully, I ran all the way home, blurring past the prying eyes and the snickers of the men. Ironically, everyone’s assumption was that more had happened than really had. It is odd, as I look back on it, how neither of us seemed to care what anyone thought. It was as if we were forging our own world, our own rules.

“As you can guess, I couldn’t stand waiting till midnight. I paced my room like a caged tiger, amusing myself by trying on dozens of outfits. In the end, as the moonlight began to peek in my window signaling it was nearly time, I opted to keep on my long nightgown, under which I was nude. Adding a robe and donning a pair of boots, I began my trek, sneaking from the second floor window, across the eaves and down the white trellis on which my mother was growing flowering ivy.

“It was a brilliant escape, if I say so myself, and one which I would repeat many more times that summer. To my great thrill, Malcolm was waiting for me, cross-legged, in the middle of the barn floor. He had a lantern hung from one of the beams, enough light to give the room an eerie glow. My heart pounded as I saw he was wearing pants, and nothing else.

“’Close the door, Libby’, he said, this time giving me his full attention, ‘and remove your clothing’.

“I was glad I’d worn only the thin chemise under my flannel robe. It was easy to remove, and also served as a signal of my readiness. It must seem mad to an outsider, that a girl of nineteen, an overprotected virgin would trust a man this way, but all I can tell you is that I knew my heart could never lie to me about Malcolm. He would possess me, he would control me, but I knew he would never ever hurt me.

“’This is the only time I will tell you to bare yourself in my presence’, he explained, his eyes inspecting my pale, nude body as I stood before him at attention. ‘From now on, when you come to me, you will do so automatically. Is this clear?’

“I lowered my eyes, cupping my hands over my sex. ‘Yes, Malcolm’.

“’Hands at your sides, Libby. Good. Now fetch me the whip on the wall over there. The thin black one’.

“I could hardly walk, my legs were so weak. By the time I reached the wall to unhook the fearsome thing, I could barely stand. Could this be real, or was it another dream? Was this man whom I loved truly compelling me to bring him the instrument of my own torture?

“’You may crawl to me, Libby, with the whip in your teeth’.

“It was an act of mercy, for he knew my turmoil, my need to be low to the ground. The leather was bitter in my mouth, and the hay prickled my soft, pampered palms and knees. I soaked in every sensation. The smells, the cool air on my naked flesh. I was dripping sex juices, I could feel it trickling down my leg. My nipples were engorged, like a nursing she beast. By the time I reached him, I was primed to beg, a mare in heat, yearning for the touch of male control, for the instruments of power to come crashing upon my world. The whip, the cock, the binding leather, and above all, the words that would open me, transform me into the creature only Malcolm could bring forth. My true self, my proud, inner spirited self, the captive goddess.

“Each step grew more painful than the last. For by his will I must traverse the distance on my own, entering the orbit of his maleness, the scent, the raw energy. Not daring to touch him, not trusting myself, I stopped, inches from his bare feet, lowering my head to touch the hay.

“’You may put down the whip’, he said. ‘And then you must tell me why you are here’.

“A soft moan escaped my lips. What more could I say that he could not better realize with his own will? ‘I want you to teach me’, I offered at last.

“The answer must have pleased him, for he reached out his hand to caress the top of my head. ‘Good girl’, he said in a gentle, kindly tone which fed my pride as surely as it marked me as his special pet. ‘I want you to go over to the corner now, where you will find my shirt hanging on a nail. It has a rip. There is thread and a needle in the pocket. I would like you to sew it for me’.

“I was so sorely tempted to object, to complain that this was kid stuff, not the grown up kind of sex play I so badly needed. But I held my tongue and did as he ordered. He allowed me to walk, and he had me bring my sewing back to a place just in front of him, where he had me kneel before him on my heels. As I worked, my aching sex continuing to telegraph its pungent need. He told me odd little things, about how tomorrow I would polish his boots and how when I returned home, I must sleep naked in my bed, on my back, legs spread, not touching myself, even once. And lastly, how in a dream he had foreseen that I would bear his children.

“This last remark affected me so greatly I stabbed myself with the needle. Sobbing profusely, I was allowed to go to him. He held me very tightly for the longest time, stroking my hair, soothing my jagged nerves. When he determined I was well enough to resume sewing, I expressed my disappointment. ‘Why won’t you make love to me?’ I asked, ‘when you yourself say I will have your children?’

“’Because it isn’t yet time’, he replied, in that enigmatic way of his.

“’But why not?’ I wheedled, trying my feminine wiles.

“’Lie on your back’, he said, ‘and spread your legs’.

“I did so eagerly, thinking I had won.

“’What do you feel?’ he asked, placing the flat of his hand on my belly.

“I sighed happily. ‘I feel safe and warm’, I cooed.

“He shook his head. ‘That is not enough. Now I want you to lie across my lap’.

“’Another test?’ I smiled.

“’No, Libby, this is punishment. For your lack of trust’.

“The flat of his hand proved to be a terrible instrument of discipline, and as he struck my wriggling, unprotected buttocks over and over with terrifying efficiency, I could scarcely imagine what effect the whip might have on me. I learned many lessons that night, not the least of which was to never again underestimate Malcolm’s power or to ask for things I wasn’t ready for.

“Tears streaming down my face, my pride smarting, I squatted on my sore buttocks to finish his shirt. When I was done he took it without comment and told me to dress and go home. I was furious, and I vowed I would never come back. At the door, just as he had the first time, he stopped me for a final word. 

“’One more thing, Libby, when you come back tomorrow night I will ask you if you have masturbated, and you must tell me the truth’.

“’I won’t be back at all!’ I huffed, and off I ran.

“I did come back, and when I arrived that second time, at exactly midnight, I found him napping in the hay. How I fought going to him! It felt like hours as I wrestled my own pride before finally divesting of my shorts, t-shirt, panties and bra and going to him.

“Without opening his eyes, or dislodging the straw between his lips, he told me where I could find the boots and that I should polish them three times and then go home. I waited for him to ask me the question, about my touching myself, but when it did not come, I assumed he had forgotten. The whole time I worked, however, it began to eat into my conscience. When I was done, I told him I had masturbated twice thinking about our time together.

“He said nothing, and so I asked him for a punishment. 

“’Devise your own’, he said, rolling over and turning his back to me. 

“I was again furious. Determined to upstage him, I suggested as my punishment that I should return tomorrow and clean one of the horse stalls, naked. He never said a word, but the very idea so aroused me, the utter and complete degradation, that I returned the next night and threw myself at him, scantily clothed, hoping to drive him mad with a lemon yellow negligee.

“Malcolm had no tolerance for my disobedience. Binding my hands over my head with a stiff rope, which he hung from one of the beams, he gave my nightie and I some time to think about our actions. It couldn’t have been more than five minutes he left me like that, on tiptoes, utterly exposed to the night air, but the effect was profound. I was so completely moved by his domination of me that as soon as he returned, I begged him to release me so that I might strip myself and fall on my belly to lick his feet. Through tear filled eyes, overjoyed at the sight of him, I swore that I was conquered now, utterly tamed. 

“My punishment, however, or rather my lessons, had only just begun. In order to be freed from my bonds, Malcolm told me, I would be required to collect twenty ‘points’ in a kind of mix and match torture game. My options were lashes from the riding crop, at five points each, blows from a paddle, for two points apiece, or intimate caresses, for a point each. It was an interesting dilemma.

“The nightie torn from my body, I chose the caress first, thinking I would outsmart him this way. What I did not realize is that sexual arousal, with no hope of release, is its own form of torture. By the third caress, I was in tears, and the fourth time, my sex throbbing wildly, pouring out its juices uncontrollably, I asked for the paddle instead. Swathed as I was in heat, I doubted I would feel anything. How wrong I was! With a single expert snap of his wrist, he reduced me to a ball of blubbering nerve endings. My ass was like fire.

“When he told me to choose again, I began to cry, telling him I could not. It was at this point that he produced from his pocket the subtle but infinitely nasty clamps. ‘Ten seconds’, he explained, ‘upon each nipple for refusing to choose’. He put a dowel in my mouth first, smooth like ivory and attached to straps that fit behind my head and ears. This was to stifle my screams. 

“‘The next refusal will cost fifteen seconds’, he said as he removed them, ‘with an increase in five second increments for each subsequent offense. Do you understand me, Libby?’

“I nodded fiercely, and when he shared with me the new communication method, by which I was to incline my head towards the desired object of my torture, all three of which would be extended in front of my gagged face. I broke every speed record in thrusting my forehead onto his upheld left palm, the symbol for a caress.

“He was harder on me this time, taking me to the brink of orgasm, close enough to see and touch and taste it, but denying me entry into its golden land. I could not bear this again, I thought, and so I touched my head to the paddle the next time.

“It was not fair; he seemed to know my body so well! When he took a practice swing, touching the flat, unyielding wood against my bottom, I jerked against it, as though it were a cock. The blow itself must have hit some sweet spot, for it suddenly became difficult to discern pleasure and pain. I think I may have orgasmed, or else blanked out. Whatever the delay, it cost me dearly.

“The clamps, tiny alligator things, were given free range to ravage my tenderest flesh for a full fifteen seconds. As he counted aloud, the numbers throbbed in my brain. The release of the clamps seemed to bring pain of its own, and it was only his hand on my bare shoulder and his soothing words that allowed me to focus.

“Too long, I thought. It’s going too long. I ran the risk of panic if I didn’t make some headway fast. The whip, I would have to take the whip. Gone was my romanticism of pain. I needed the points, a fast five, to bring me past the halfway point. Malcolm was a thoughtful man, and he chose his placement carefully, as well as the choice of the device. The crop left welts, but did not scar. It stung and burned, but did not seethe into infection. The blow was discrete, across the middle of my ass cheeks. I would not sit for days, but I could still wear a bikini.

“I was a wreck, broken in pleasure and pain, but I was at thirteen, just seven from home. What to do now? I imagined it must have been so much easier for slaves in the olden days, simply having things imposed on them. They could cry, not cry, squirm, whatever they might choose. My brain told me one more lash, then the paddle and it’s all over; that would be the logical choice. But no one, no one can be expected to choose that kind of thing. It’s like when you know you can pull a band-aid off fast to limit the agony, but you’re afraid to, so you do the stupid thing, and go slow. I swooned, the choice in front of me once again. And the time limit imposed over it, the clamps, ever ready as a ‘free bee’.

“I chose another caress, though I regretted it at once. Malcolm’s snaking little fingers were feeling like whips of their own between my legs. Thrashing and thrusting myself against him, throwing back my head I pleaded for an orgasm, tried to squeeze it out. If I could force myself over the brink, burst through his defenses I might win yet.

“But Malcolm did not yield. The hand won, and for the next round, I bowed to the paddle, choosing it as my master of the moment. Its heat, its hardness seized me like a brand. He held up his fingers when he was done. I was four points away. Chomping furiously on the dowel, I chose another stripe, which he landed directly above the first, millimeters away. 

“After he untied me, I could no longer grovel for him, though I yearned to submit at his feet with all my heart. Overwhelmed by weakness, I fell into his arms instead. Freed of the controlling dowel, my torso drenched in rivers of my own spittle, my crotch and ass burning, I smiled my thanks into his eyes for being strong. For calming me and centering me. For teaching me my lesson.

“He carried me back to the house, climbing the wooden lattice himself as I clung to his back. He must have sensed some change in me, because as he left, having tucked me naked into bed and kissing my forehead, his final words were for me not to come to the barn tomorrow. Tears in my eyes, I asked if I had displeased him, and he said no, that the reason I was not to come to him was that he would come to me. It was to be at midnight, and I was to be ready, naked and in my bed.

“I can’t recall a single thing about the next twenty four hours, except that, at long last, I heard the creak of my shutters and the sliding of my window pane which told me he was there again. The man who had trained me, the one who would fill me with his seed. Alert, primed, I waited, legs apart, arms at my side, palms up. The room was pitch black, and he was so stealthy that the first I sensed of him was his hand upon my belly.

“I shuddered so deeply that I orgasmed, just from the touch of him, the commanding presence of his hand on my body. ‘Forgive me’, I wept, knowing I had broken his command to not come.

“’It’s all right’, he soothed, striking my cheek. ‘Your reaction was the correct one. It shows that you are ready now’.

“With that he came upon me, his clothes magically vanished. The feel of his penis pressing into my sopping wet vagina brought me immediately to the brink of another orgasm. But I held back when he whispered that we would come together, at his command.

“I lay beneath him luxuriating, yielding, and marveling at his powerfully gentle having of me. It was like a ballet, a dance with an unwritten script. With the merest of whispered words, I was in motion, conforming to his every wish. Three times that night, he came inside my womb, first on top, then from behind, and finally straddling my legs from the side. In between, I learned to please in other ways as well, not the least of which involved my mouth. I’d wanted to swallow his semen, as a sign of my subjection, but he refused, reminding me that it was my womb that was destined to be the vessel of his progeny.

“This idea of impregnation proved to have an erotic power all its own, especially as it entailed unprotected sex. Whenever I spread my legs that summer or otherwise offered up my womb to his naked staff, I felt the most delicious sense of abasement, of belonging to a class of women inconceivably lower than the standards of society. Again, I don’t recommend this, except to say that I followed my heart, and so the danger was worthwhile.

“Malcolm was my life that summer. There were so many delights: laying for him as he possessed my womb, trembling as he disciplined my bare ass, or simply sucking him for all hours of the night, his salty, sweet cock planted in my mouth like a piece of my own heart. And then there were the times together in public, our rare dates away from the estate, when we could exchange daylight looks, telegraphing that delicious secret between us that beneath my clothes, I was not merely his date, but his property.

“I wish I could recall the exact night you girls were conceived. We did the act so many times, in every way imaginable. Did it happen while I was on my back? On all fours? On my belly? Was it on the floor, in the bed, in the hayloft? Was I free to squeal and move at the time, or did he have me bound? Did I wear his bit in my mouth? Was I weighed down with his rawhide straps? Was it a gentle taking, lazy and sweet, or a disciplinary affair, harsh and abrupt? Was I pleasing enough to earn a treat, a tussle of my golden tresses or a piece of candy, or had I held something back, requiring him afterward to soften me up, humbling and correcting me with some lowly task. Or else by means of the whip, a device I learned to fear and respect such that the mere sight of it in Malcolm’s hand would make me grovel, the fragrance of my erupting sex filling the air? Believe me, these are questions I’ve lived with every day since.

“At any rate, I turned up pregnant that fall, a short while after returning to school. I got word to Malcolm and he came at once, enacting our preset plan to run away together. No one else knew about us at this point, not even my parents. We were determined to raise our child in peace, far away from everything and everyone we knew. We found refuge in a small remote town in the north, where Malcolm knew a large animal vet. He was the one who delivered the two of you. 

“The birthing itself was beautiful and earthy. I was lying in a stable, wrapped in white cloth, and out the two of you came. Your father was there the entire time, and at my request, he had my left ankle tethered by a long lead to the wall. I needed that restriction, that sense of his control over me. I was his creature, after all, his female beast.

“When you finally came—Andrea was first—I looked into his eyes, so tired and weak, and yet so proud. When he touched my hair and told me I was a good girl, the tears came like rain. I was so happy. After that, things got fuzzy, and there was some pain that came and went. I recall Malcolm tending to me through the night and though he spoke not a word, I knew something was wrong.

“It was the next morning he told me the news, two fold, and together comprising the most devastating blows of my life. The first thing he revealed was that there had been not just two babies, but a third, another girl who died upon her departure from the womb. Her name was Alicia. This alone, to be cheated of a precious life, would have undone me for a long time, but then he told me the rest of the news. The triple birth had been revealed to him in a vision weeks before, along with a warning of a great transgression. He’d not told me of it sooner, not wanting to frighten me.

“Alicia’s death was a sign of the reality of that transgression in his mind and the only imaginable solution was for us to part ways, never fomenting our union in marriage. I fought and screamed, I begged, but I could not change your father’s mind. He said it was a native thing, from the one fourth of his blood he owed to his grandmother, a tribal seer. I suspected there was more, though, a feeling deep in his breast that we were from different worlds and that despite his obvious mastery of my body, he still felt unworthy of me. Maybe I had the same fears.

“As for the two of you girls, we loved you more than life itself. Apart from you, we would have died. What else could we do, then, but to split you up so that each of you would have the benefit of a healthy parent? As soon as I was strong enough, therefore, Malcolm left us, taking little Andrea with him. He said he was going out west to a reservation where he had cousins, and that afterward, when the baby was old enough to travel more easily, he would build a career with horses. You and I returned here, to your grandparents, who’d been so worried that they’d had half the state police force out looking for us.

“I never told them about Andrea or Alicia, and when they asked who your father was, I swallowed my pride and said I didn’t know for sure who it had been because I had been with a number of boys. The pleasure they took in you outweighed their anger at me, and all was forgiven. We raised you together, till they both passed on when you were still little. I tried to make contact with Malcolm, to send him money, but he refused, and finally I lost track of he and Andrea altogether until two months ago, that is.”

“When Andrea showed up,” Ashley supplied, “to ruin my life.”

Libby grasped her daughter’s shoulders. “Honey, I’m not excusing what your sister did, but, honestly, even you have to see that Tom has some culpability. The lion’s share if you ask me, considering Andrea’s inherited predilection to yield to the male will.”

Ashley shrugged off her mother’s touch. “I can’t believe that, Mother, that you can inherit something like that. Anyway, you’re normal now, right? You don’t go running around in dog collars!”

Libby smiled wryly. “No, honey, I don’t. Then again, I’ve held myself in check all these years for your sake. Plus, I’ve never really gotten over losing your father. But you must know I struggle with my needs every day of my life. You think I don’t want to be tied anymore or controlled? You think I wasn’t jealous, just a little, when you told me what you saw Andrea doing tonight? Don’t get me wrong, I don’t want Tom, but I do want a master, Ashley. I need one.”

Ashley covered her ears and rose to her feet. “I’m not hearing this, and I think you’re both crazy and I’ve had just about enough of this family,” she announced, marching to the door. “If anyone wants me, I’ll be in my room till I die.”

Twenty minutes later, her mood entirely changed, Ashley poked her head back in the library. This time as Libby turned sadly from the fire, tears in her eyes, she beheld the sight of her daughter dressed in a short, sequined dress, black and revealing. 

“It’s Andrea’s. She made me buy one last week, to match hers, and now it’s time to use it. Bye, Mom, don’t wait up, cause I’m going out to activate my slut gene—the one you so graciously gave me.”


Chapter Three

The rain pelted Andrea’s head. Still naked and harnessed under her raincoat, she had little protection from the powerful spring deluge. With every step, she stumbled anew, her awkward heels catching in the pock marked shoulder of the asphalt road. It was miles back to her hotel, but she didn’t care. This was what she deserved; this and much, much more. 

A horn honked, as a car screeched to a halt just behind her. It was Tom again. For the last half hour, they’d been playing a game of cat and mouse, with him pulling up alongside, trying to get her in the car, and then, when she ignored him, speeding ahead, to try to stop her. After a few minutes of this, he would double back, pull up again and it would start all over.

Tom yelled something, then he was driving again, just behind her, honking and honking. He’d tried to keep her from leaving the condo, and then to give her a ride to her hotel, but she’d refused. What did he expect? That she should be normal and reasonable at a time like this? She’d just ruined her sister’s life, her innocent sister, the one who’d welcomed her with open arms, told her she would share everything, the money, all of it.

What could she ever say to her sister? Sorry, Ash, but when you said you’d share everything; I thought you meant Tom’s cock, too? Andrea shook her sopping head, in a vain attempt to keep the tiny rivers of rain water from running into her mouth. What was wrong with her, anyway? How could she have done this—broken the heart of her long lost twin, the one she never knew she had till two months ago? And why had she gone after Tom in the first place? She could have any man that was no secret, so why choose her sister’s one true love? She’d destroyed a sacred bond, that’s what she’d done, and that made her something less than human. No longer her daddy’s little princess, adored by all and lusted after by males everywhere, Andrea was dirt now. Lower than dirt.

“For God’s sake!” Tom shouted, leaning out his window as he pulled alongside her. “Get in the damned car, will you please!?”

Andrea stuffed her hands in her soggy pockets and doubled her pace. “Go home, Tom.”

He slammed his palms on the wheel and then sped off. A few seconds later, however, she could see him coming towards her again, backing up, looking like he was going to run her over. At the last second, he slammed on the brakes. This time, he opened the door and got out. Marching towards her with an umbrella, wearing shorts, a t-shirt and flip-flops hastily thrown on, he put himself directly in her path. “You’re acting like a child, Andrea, get in the fucking car, now.”

She slapped him hard across the cheek. “Don’t tell me how I’m acting, you bastard! Exactly whose dick was that stuck in my ass, anyhow? Now get out of my way, or I’ll kick you in the balls, I swear to God!”

Tom grabbed her arm and she followed through on her threat. He doubled over at once, onto the asphalt. Serves him right, she thought as she walked over him. She did turn back, though, after a quarter mile or so, because he was just the type to actually die out here without help.

She found him leaning against the hood of his car. “Are you okay?”

“Okay?” he growled, spinning round to seize her upper arms. “Now there’s an intelligent question!”

“You’re hurting me.”

“I don’t care. You’re going in this car.”

Andrea tried to kick again, but this time he was ready. In a split second, he had spun them both around and had her pressed back against the car hood. The metal was warm, vibrating with the pulse of the powerful engine. His thigh between her legs, pelvis pinning hers, employing his natural male strength, breath in her face, he said, “Are you ready to get in this car?”

“Fuck me first.”

Tom backed off, like she was an electrical conductor. “What? Are you crazy?”

Andrea tore at her soaked coat. “Why not? It’s not like we have anything to lose.”

He stared open mouthed as she bared her wet body, arching her back over the smooth metal, doing things to herself with her hands. Like a moth to a flame, he went to her, seeking her rain-pelted sex.

“Get a condom,” she said, putting her hands on his chest to halt his advance. 

Fortunately for both of them, he had one in the glove compartment. “Just a minute!” he called from the front seat, scrambling to put it on. This kind of protection was a necessity for Andrea, for reasons beyond the obvious. It was her father who’d drilled into her a special, almost mystical idea of conception and of keeping one’s womb pure for the right person.

“When you find the man whose children you’ll bare, give yourself to him unconditionally,” he’d told her long before she understood the meaning of the words. “Not before, and never again afterwards with another.” 

“Not this way,” she told Tom, when he tried to mount her on the hood. “I want you to take me down there.”

He looked down into the ravine where she was pointing. “But it’s all muddy,” he said, his voice a pathetic whine. 

She grabbed the collar of his t-shirt. “That’s right, Tom,” she smiled sarcastically. “I want you to actually be a man and force me down there, then I want you to make me lie down in the mud and fuck me like the whore I am. Think you can handle that?”

He swore at her, but he did what she wanted, pulling her by the wrist as he stumbled over the edge of the lonely roadway. The ground squished beneath them as they walked.

“Here!” she cried when the cool, thick ooze was as deep as their ankles. “Force me, here!”

She didn’t wait for him to act. Pulled down on top of her, Tom landed with a thud. “Fuck me!” she hissed. “Like an animal.”

He plunged into her, but not before rechecking the condom’s positioning on his still preserved erection. His motions were furious, like a piston, and he grunted with satisfaction, finishing himself off in seconds. She looked at his face. Simple bastard. What man wouldn’t want to use a woman like this, taking no responsibility for her feelings? Well, it’s what she deserved, that was for sure.

To increase her punishment, she’d taken no pleasure in the act herself, allowing him to rut and puff and finally shoot himself off. Her lack of passion didn’t seem to diminish Tom’s enjoyment any, however. Funny, how she’d never noticed this before, she thought, how little he cared about her reactions.

“Shit,” he muttered as he climbed off. “Look at me, I’m a mess. I’ll never get this crap off my shoes. Come on,” he urged, “let’s get out of here.”

Andrea refused his extended hand. “Leave me here,” she said.

He laughed. “Are you insane? Look around—there could be wild dogs out here, or worse.”

“Good. I hope I’m raped to death by a pack of wild dogs or worse.”

Tom spat out a healthy batch of curse words, then stooped to pick her up.

“Let go!” she squealed, squirming in his arms.

He threw her over his shoulder, showing surprising strength. “No. I’m taking you back home to get you cleaned up.”

How gallant, she thought, cynically. He probably just wanted another round with her, a nice two-hour blowjob while he watched the sports channel. And why not? Didn’t they say that rabid dogs could smell out a bitch in heat miles away? Should she be surprised that someone like him would size her up, exploit her slutty nature yet again? Sure, she’d go home with him, and eagerly, too.

“This is for your own good,” he declared, laying her across the backseat and covering her with a blanket so no one would see her for the drive home. “You’ll see.”

***

Ashley was enjoying the drive, and getting the hang of Andrea’s peppy little car, to boot. It was a good thing, too, because the club listed on Andrea’s matchbook was in a part of Orlando Ashley had never been. She’d need all her skills. There might even be danger involved. All the better, she thought grimly, to mark her debut into a new life, a new identity as a true pain slut. She hoped she’d find the way. The directions, along with the matchbook itself were still on her dresser. She’d forgotten them before she left, having been distracted by Libby’s tears. The last thing she wanted to do was hurt her mother, but everything was so unclear all of a sudden.

Turning Andrea’s car efficiently to the left, Ashley entered the Cross-town expressway. She’d be going over two bridges and into the heart of the city, into a section well out of her familiar little world. Funny, she’d never thought of her life as sheltered till tonight. Nothing was as it seemed, she mused, watching the rain bead on the windshield. Here she was, raised by the perfect mother, sent to all the best schools, groomed to marry a banker’s son, a good steady mate who’d give her a happy home of her own, bringing her children who could visit their grandparents every weekend.

But Andrea had ruined all that, upset the apple cart, shattered the dream, whatever cliché you wanted to use. Oh, how she needed some gum – no, another drink, that was it. At the club, maybe she’d order something for herself. She didn’t like drinking, and she wished Tom wouldn’t either. Better still, she wished he’d put his foot down where she was concerned, say no to her sometimes, like the night they went to dinner to celebrate Andrea’s arrival, and he’d let her drink three glasses of champagne. She’d been so out of it, she’d had Tom take Andrea back and leave her in the lounge.

Why didn’t Tom ever say no to her? she wondered, swerving to the left lane to avoid a perilously slow junker. Why didn’t he ever care enough to ask where she’d been, or comment on her wardrobe, what he’d like to see, etc? And why had he never once just taken her in his arms and made her kiss him, cutting her off in mid sentence and not releasing her till she was doe eyed, docile and attentive to his every need?

A tractor-trailer swooped in from behind flashing its high beams impatiently, and in the blaze of light, Ashley had a vision. A vision of herself in Tom’s bed, in Andrea’s place. Only she wouldn’t do those disgusting things willingly like her sister. She’d have to be forced to dress that way. Made to strip off her decent clothes and put on that humiliating, outrageous get up, made to go to bed that way, so Tom could play his sick games with her. And it would all start with that one kiss, the one that would be sprung on her open, talking mouth, that kiss that would change everything.

“You made my dick hard, Ashley,” he would say when he released her, breathless and woozy. “Now you have to do something about it. Take off your clothes, Ash; it’s time for you to slip into something a lot less comfortable. Like a collar and…” 

A surge of electricity shot down Ashley’s spine as she thought again about the whip she’d seen on the bed, next to Ashley’s stocking clad thigh. The little black one, in plain sight. She wondered if it was like the one her mother had carried clenched between her teeth, the one she had learned to fear and respect, the one she’d told her daughter she yearned for in her dreams, even now.

A whip! How absurd. Imagine it. Tom, catching Ashley at something that irritated him—talking too much maybe, or beating him all the time at tennis—and her having to face the punishment, having to endure on her own tender flesh a device meant for a horse. How would he do it? Would he tie her up, or make her face the wall, her palms against it as he struck her, again and again. Or maybe he would simply use his hand to discipline her, taking her over his lap, like a school girl, making her wear that little pleated uniform skirt she had in catholic high school, so he could pull down her panties, baring her pink, wriggling cheeks.

Ashley had exited the highway by now, and was using her near photographic memory to find the correct side streets. Thoughts of whips, thoughts of spanking and leather persisted. She laughed at her own ideas, at how silly they were. No, she decided, parking a short ways down from the seedy looking smoked glass and neon covered structure known as The Edge, I’m not like them at all. I’m nothing like Libby or Andrea.

As if they cared! 

She slammed the car door. Heels clicking on the cracked pavement, she considered the odds of death or dismemberment for a girl in her position, a single girl, provocatively dressed on a dark, sinister street, filled with alley ways populated by yellow faceless eyes peering out of every nook and cranny. Those odds didn’t seem good—that was for sure.

Ashley stepped over a sleeping drunk, trying to avoid soiling her favorite suede shoes. The neon beckoned ahead, and she could hear the tinny beat of cheap rock and roll music. The man guarding the door of The Edge—and she saw now it was a bar, not a club—looked like an original Hell’s Angel. Barely shifting on his stool, massive biceps still evident under rolls of fat beneath his shirtless leather vest, the bearded man looked her up and down, and then asked for ID.

Ashley said thank you when he handed it back and made a point of smiling. He just puckered his lips in a bored way and pulled down his leather cap, like he was going to take a nap. He seemed pretty vigilant, though, and she could see the sides of his eyes following her as she opened the painted glass door and went inside.

She’d half expected him to recognize her and call her Andrea, but he hadn’t. Maybe he didn’t know her or maybe he was pretending not to. It was very smoky inside and the smell of alcohol and cigarettes was nearly overpowering. From the few faces she could make out, scarred, cragged and surly; it was not a friendly place. It was also very far from being the sort of ironic, avant-garde nightclub she’d hoped for.

Clutching her spare purse, feeling both horribly naked and terribly overdressed at the same time, she made her way to the bar. A woman with spiked hair and a dog collar twice the size of her sister’s took her order. The woman never heard of any of Ashley’s brands of water, so she settled for a beer. Ashley said thank you very much, wishing she had a few minutes in private to give the girl some tips on her makeup. All that black on her lips and eyebrows just didn’t suit her coloring at all.

Sipping from the bottle as delicately as she could, Ash tried to take in her surroundings. The bar was narrow and very long. There were tables and she noticed now that interspersed with the biker types were some men in suits. Interesting. A lot of them were looking down to the back, where there appeared to be some kind of stage. Yes, it was a stage with a pole and colored lights. A loud cheer went up as a blonde with a staggeringly large chest waltzed onto the wood surface wearing a silver two-piece outfit with hanging tassels.

Pretending to be interested, and trying not to peel the label of her bottle (an action she’d once read in a magazine was a signal used by women to show sexual need) Ashley made the best of the show. It was an experience, after all. People were looking at her, though, particularly men, and when she’d catch them at it, they’d just grin or wink instead of being ashamed, which they should have been. Plus, she was pretty sure the man next to her, just behind her left shoulder, was blowing kisses, though she didn’t dare look.

“Hey, you,” called a gruff voice, in accented Australian. “Yea, mate, I’m talking to you.”

Ashley sighed in relief when she realized that the man wasn’t calling her, but the gentleman next to her, the one with the kissing problem.

“What do I want? How ‘bout you pissing off and leaving the lady alone, okay bloke?” she heard the Australian say. Unable to resist, she stole a peek at her newfound hero.

The Australian was a pale, muscular crew cut blonde who was wearing a very nice button down shirt with rolled sleeves and a loosened tie. He looked like a swimmer. He had two friends, she noticed, also well dressed and muscular, which meant the fellow harassing her didn’t stand a chance. One or two grumbles later and he was gone, not a shot fired.

“Round of brews for my mates,” he told the bartender, moving into the newly vacated space next to Ashley. “And one for the lady.”

“I’m fine, thank you,” she smiled demurely, trying to seem neither interested nor ungrateful.

“Sheila, you’re more than fine,” he grinned, running his hand down her back. 

“I beg your pardon?!” she squealed.

“Don’t tell me,” he said, ignoring her protest as he rubbed a hand over his handsome chin. “You’re Kitty. No! Not Kitty. Andrea, right?”

She bit her lip. The man knew her, or her sister at any rate. As for calling her Sheila, Ash was pretty sure that was down under slang for any girl.

“Yes, that’s right,” she nodded, trying to sound natural.

One of the others, taller and prematurely balding, smacked the Aussie on the back. “Jesus, don’t you even remember the names of the girls you shag?”

Shag, that meant intercourse, in English slang. She learned that her junior year of high school from an exchange student.

“Hey! I was drunk at the time!” the Aussie protested good-naturedly.

“Well that’s no way to impress a lady,” the Englishman declared, focusing his rather small and intense hazel eyes on Ashley. “I apologize for my friend’s rudeness. So tell me, have the marks healed over yet?”

Ashley nearly dropped the bottle. He wasn’t smiling. This was no joke. These men had obviously done things to her sister – wicked things. Blushing heavily under their curious gaze, she lowered her eyes to the floor.

“Now who’s a pig?” bellowed the third man, an American, his black hair slicked back in a neat ponytail. This one was built like a wrestler with massive biceps under his black silk shirt. “It’d serve her right if she told you both to go fuck yourselves!” he declared, elbowing his way forward. “As near as I can tell, that makes her all mine tonight.”

Ashley was rendered speechless as this huge man stepped up, took her bottle, set it on the bar and put his hands on her waist. “How about a little kiss, Andrea?”

“Knock it off,” the Australian told him lightly. “The lady told you last time, no kissing.”

He snapped his fingers, like he was annoyed with himself. “Oh, right, I forgot. Well how about a blow job, then?”

“H—here?” Ashley croaked.

There was a moment of awkward silence, then they were all three laughing. “’H—here!’ That’s a good one!” the Wrestler agreed, snaking an arm behind Ashley to give her a congratulatory squeeze on her buttocks.

Ashley nearly leaped out of her skin.

“Okay, okay,” said the Englishman, “enough nonsense. Andrea, how about we go in back for some fun, eh?”

“Party time!” the Aussie yelped, throwing his hands in the air.

Before Ashley could mount any objection, they were shepherding her though the crowd, one each on her arms, the third in front to clear the way. She was able to see a lot more things now, close up, and they were none too reassuring. One girl, wearing a leather bra, had a chain on her neck, a long one, the end of which was wrapped round the fist of the man she was sitting with. He was some kind of punk rocker, and he was sound asleep, leaning against the wall. Another woman, with a tattoo on her backside was doing some sort of dance with a man, one that involved him smacking her ass repeatedly with his hand.

On stage now, there was a brunette, tied to a chair as two other girls tickled her with feathers. That wasn’t too bad, she thought, as they led her to what looked like an exit door guarded by an even bigger Hell’s Angel. This time, there was no talk of IDs. A large bill was produced from the Aussie’s wallet, and the man moved to the wall to punch in a code on a keypad. Just as the lock released, there was a voice behind them.

“Is everything all right here?”

The three men had their backs up at once. The newcomer was older than them, close to forty-five by Ashley’s estimates, and though he was sharply featured and quite healthy, he lacked their bulk.

“That depends on you, my friend,” the Wrestler told him, pointing a beefy finger.

The man smiled thinly, unperturbed by the vast sea of testosterone around him. “My concern is the young woman. How about it?” he asked Ashley. “Are you okay?”

She met his gaze. It was deep, complicated, penetrating. For a split second she wanted to start crying and say no, it wasn’t okay, it was all a terrible, awful mistake, and she shouldn’t even be here at all. “I’m okay,” she said at last. 

He considered for a moment, then inclined his head to the three. “Very well, then.” 

Ashley was still looking at him over her shoulder, with his silk pants, open shirt and elegant jacket. There was a trace of silver in his hair, which she found attractive. The eyes were silver blue, with flecks of light in them. The accent was very faint. He might have been an Englishman like the balding man, though he’d probably lived abroad many years. His eyes were still on her as the steel door slammed shut behind them. It was dark, except for emergency lights along the wall. Ashley shivered in the damp, cool air. It must have been some kind of service way. She could hear the hum of machinery.

They hustled her down the corridor, which was rounded and made of something like concrete. There were doors along the way, all windowless, to the left and right, with numbers spray painted above them. 

“Got to love this dungeon effect,” the Australian commented, as they stopped in front of one of them. 

“A bit gimmicky if you ask me,” the Englishman sniffed as he punched in a code on yet another keypad. Ashley watched the display message change from ‘unoccupied’ to ‘occupied’. 

The Wrestler, who talked like he was from Chicago or New York, was the first to open the door.

“Whatever,” he grumbled. “Just get her in here and get her freakin’ clothes off.”

The Australian hustled Ashley forward over the threshold, with a cupped hand on her buttocks. “You heard the man. Start stripping, sheila!”

Ashley gasped audibly when she saw what was inside. It looked like some kind of torture chamber, complete with a rack, chains hanging from the ceiling and some kind of padded table with straps on it. There were even whips on the wall, big ones like you saw at the circus. In the far corner, looking very out of place was a brass bed, with fresh sheets. It might have been humorous, seeing something so incongruous, except that it wasn’t funny, considering what it implied under the circumstances: namely that they intended to hurt her and then have sex with her. Three of them on one girl.

“Like the bed?” the Aussie crooned in her ear from behind, his hands up under her dress, creeping down into her panties. “It was my idea. A little touch of class, right?”

The Wrestler was in her face, looking mean and apparently trying to play some version of bad cop worse cop with his buddy. “Yea, it’s a friggin’ bed, but you got to earn the right to be used on it, capeesh?”

His hands on her breasts were foul, invasive, and yet she was still not resisting. What was she waiting for? Was she going to follow Andrea’s path to the end, letting herself be scarred, defaced or even worse? 

“You like that?” he demanded moving one hand to her bare thigh. “Does that turn you on?”

“Of course it does,” snapped the Englishman, already stripped to his briefs. “That’s why she’s here. Now are we going to get her on the rack, or what?”

The Wrestler cast a hard glance. “I’m doing something here, you mind?”

The Englishman threw his hands in the air in disgust. “Bloody wonderful! I’ve a raging hard on and I’ve got to go and bloody draw the short straw!”

The Wrestler chuckled, enjoying the role of king of the roost. Rubbing a beefy finger on Ashley’s cheek, he sneered, “Now where were we?”

Ashley felt the blood pounding in her head. The Wrestler had been on the verge of invading the veneer of her panties. Had he done so—much to her horror and confusion—he would have found dampness. Sexual heat.

“You were going to make her take her clothes off,” the Aussie said, or rather drooled, his still sheathed cock prodding her from behind. “And if she doesn’t, we’re going to have to punish her.”

“Blah, blah, and fucking blah!” she heard the Englishman call out, apparently dissatisfied with the direction of the evening. “Enough talk. When are we gonna get some action going?”

A chill went down Ashley’s spine as she saw him idly flicking a very long whip, like a coiled snake, practically fondling the thing in the process. Clearly he intended to subject her to it, to strike her with it, perhaps until she cried for mercy.

The Wrestler grabbed Ashley’s cheeks between his fingers, forcing her to look back at him. “Don’t worry about him, okay? I’m the one to worry about. You do everything I say, when I say, and I’ll make sure you don’t get hurt, okay?”

Ashley nodded.

“Terrific game, isn’t it?” the Aussie whispered enthusiastically, continuing to caress her bare ass under the imported silk panties.

A game. Was that what it was? Of course it was; these were law abiding men, playing by rules no doubt set by Andrea herself. Only she wasn’t Andrea.

“The dress. Take it off, now.” 

The final command issued, the Wrestler folded his arms, waiting. He did not seem like a man used to hearing no from anyone, especially not from a female. He’d been patient with her so far, really he had. From his perspective, he was dealing with a woman who’d already given herself, allowing her body to be seen and played with and abused. Now she’d come back, displaying herself in scanty clothes. They were men. They had rights and they wouldn’t expect to be ignored or made fools of by a mere girl.

Besides, her panties were wet. For whatever reason, it was true. And when they found this out, if they had to strip her by force, they’d be angry, on account of her holding back, acting aloof, when moisture in the crotch was an established sign of her complicity. Ashley had the hem of the dress in her crossed hands, ready to pull it over her head when she heard the door open.

“What the—?” The Wrestler pushed Ashley aside, moving to confront the invader. The others were right behind him.

When Ashley turned, she saw it was the man from upstairs, the silk shirted gentleman pirate. Her heart did a little flip. Had he come all this way for her?

“Look, pal, I don’t know who you think you are,” the Wrestler menaced, “but you’re about to be a dead man!”

“Forgive the intrusion,” he said, his stance as unwavering as his eyes. “But I have come to re-pose my question to the lady.”

Ashley rushed forward, falling head long against his chest. “Yes!” she cried. “I mean, no, in answer to your question before, I’m not okay now. I’d like to leave.”

“Unbloody believable!” the Englishman roared, throwing up his hands again. “Can you believe this?” he asked the Wrestler, who was standing very still.

“Calm down, will you?” the Aussie said. “Just let her go.”

“Not so fast.” The Wrestler was moving to grab Ashley’s arm, but the silk shirted stranger moved faster than anyone anticipated. Lashing out with a flying sideways chop and kick, he knocked the Wrestler to his knees. When the others moved in to defend him, they too found themselves promptly on the ground. Dazed and confused, they just glared at him.

“No harm done,” the man said graciously, though his stance was still all business. “Provided that is, you gentlemen move along quietly.”

The Aussie laughed nervously, rising to brush off his knees. “No problem, mate. We were fancying a round of darts elsewhere, anyway.”

The Wrestler scowled, but he hadn’t a word to say on his way out. The Englishman was right behind him, still trying to put on his trousers. 

“Unbloody believable!” he kept saying all the way down the hall.

“Oh, sir,” Ashley exclaimed after they were gone. “How can I ever thank you?”

He shook his head. “It isn’t necessary to thank me. I apologize for not coming sooner. It wasn’t till I spoke to the doorkeeper about your license that it became apparent to me this was a case of mistaken identity. The man may seem slothful, but he never forgets a face, or a name.” He extended his hand. “Allow me to introduce myself. I am Simon Rice. And you are—I believe—Ashley, are you not?”

She laughed, her face reddening at his good-natured treatment of the mix up. “I am, yes,” she agreed, giving him her hand. “Do you know my sister, then?”

“I’ve not had the pleasure, though I’m told she is your spitting image. But tell me, are you injured in any way?”

Ashley swooned at the feel of his hand still grasping hers. “Hmm? No, no,” she managed,  feeling a bit lost at the sensation of having his strong yet surprisingly gentle fingers wrapped round her own more delicate ones. “They didn’t hurt me. It was my fault, you know. They thought I was her – Andrea.”

Simon’s brow furrowed. “Even so, there was no cause for laying hands on a woman against her will. None whatsoever.”

She blushed again, this time because of his piercing gaze, the unflinching power of his stare.

“Are you in need of a ride home, Ashley?”

“I have a car, but I don’t want to go home.”

He smiled very slightly, straightening the cuff of his shirt. “I would offer to buy you a drink, though I think that would be inappropriate under the circumstances.”

“No! It wouldn’t!” she blurted, drawing a curious look. “I mean, I would love to have a drink with you, Simon. In fact, I should buy you one to say thank you!”

“Agreed,” he said, holding his arm out for her. “Shall we go, then?”

Ashley tucked her arm in his, delighting at once in his lean physique. They continued in light conversation as they walked, his each remark more wonderful than the last. If there was ground underneath them on the way to his limo, she never felt it.

An hour later, the time melting like snow in spring, Ashley found herself tucked into a corner nook at an all night café, gazing over candlelight telling her life story to a stranger. She even shared things no one else knew, like about Tom and Andrea and her mother. Why did she trust him this way? Was it because he’d rescued her, or was it something deeper—like maybe he reminded her of her father, or what she imagined a father of hers should be like? But there was more to it; hot little feelings, like pin pricks on her bare arms, feelings born of the way he made her laugh and how he was so protective, feelings that were not paternal at all.

“More wine, please,” she said effusively, somewhere in the middle of a discussion of the best ski resorts in Switzerland. 

His brow seemed to knit ever so slightly and he grew strangely somber. 

“Tell me, Ashley,” he said at last. “What is it you want from life?”

“What an odd question,” she laughed. “Where on earth did that come from?”

He shrugged. “Idle curiosity, I suppose. Then again, don’t you find it interesting that you talk about everyone else in your life as though they were doing things to you over which you have no control?”

Ashley felt herself redden. How was it he could see so deep, so fast? These were things she didn’t like to think of, let alone speak about. She took a gulp from her glass, emptying it. He’d caught her off guard. Up to now he’d been the perfect listener, making no judgments at all, even when she’d told him the terrible secrets of her family. She’d felt safe with him, dammit, and now he was starting to pry.

“I wanted wine,” she said curtly. “Are you going to order me another glass or not?”

“No.”

Ashley gasped. The word struck her like a ball of heat, landing in her gut, but racing downward, settling in other parts. She put down her glass. “Are you telling me I can’t have anymore to drink?”

Simon regarded her impassively, his dimpled chin firmly set. Ashley’s own chin was tremoring. A whole river of conflicting emotions surged through her – resentment, anger, betrayal and hurt. What nerve he had to imply she was some kind of lush. Cutting her off like he owned her! 

Then again, weren’t you the one complaining that your boyfriend wasn’t strong enough to make you stop drinking at Andrea’s party? And didn’t you fantasize on the way to the club tonight about finding someone who would?

Ashley frowned. She hated her conscience, she really did.

“I’m ready to go,” she announced, planting her drained glass on the center of the table as conspicuously as possible.

Simon made no move to rise. “Put your hands on the table, Ashley. Palms up.”

She blinked. Had he heard nothing she’d said?

“Were my words unclear?” he asked.

She shot him a hateful glance. “No,” she said, putting her hands where he wanted them.

“Towards the center of the table. Lean forward. Good.”

Ashley had to press her belly against the edge of the table. The position rendered her breasts painfully vulnerable.

“I want you to shut your eyes, Ashley. Good. Now I want you to begin to pay attention to your breathing. Block out every sound but the tone of my voice. Can you do this?”

“I’ll try,” Ashley whispered, not at all sure why she was doing this. 

“You are on an island, washed ashore from a shipwreck, Ashley,” he told her, placing his hands over hers, his fingers tracing lines on her open palms as his voice began to work its melodious charms. “A storm crushed the bow of the ship and you barely escaped with your life. Around you, you saw men die, strong men. The sea took everything – every hope, every dream. You are lucky to be alive, Ashley, lucky to be breathing, wet and grateful, barefoot on the shore.”

“Barefoot,” she whispered, slipping off her pumps, the texture of his voice, his probing fingers having become her world.

“What are you wearing, Ashley?”

She licked her lips, wriggled her stockinged toes. She could feel it, see it, as if she were there. “A dress,” she exclaimed. “Long and flowing, but it clings to me now, because it is wet.”

“Wet from the sea. Damp and salty. I want you to taste the saltwater, Ashley. Can you taste it?”

“Yes.”

“Your hair hangs limp about you, you are barefoot, defenseless, scarcely clothed, and you have lost everything. Your family, your betrothed, your dowry, all of it was upon that ship, bound for the New World. You are alone, utterly alone. Exiled by the sea, by the thundering waves, which rose to swallow your life, but then spared it, inexplicably. Choking waves, killing waves, but they have spared you. An eye in the midst of the storm. Tempest encircles you, girdles you. You wade onto the land, waves lapping at your thighs, and then your knees, and finally your calves. Thirsty, hungry, Ashley, breathless, glad to be alive. The beating sun, and the wind, lightly caressing your pale, unaccustomed skin. Green everywhere, trees and raw vegetation. Nothing at your back but the sea wall, and in front of you warmth and greenery. Under your feet there is only sand.”

“Sand,” she whispered. “I think I can feel it, on my toes.”

He seized her hands. “Don’t think anymore, Ashley. Don’t speak. Make it real. The sea. The sun, beating on salty damp skin. The waves, caressing your calves, your thighs. Everything else is behind you, nothing is left. Stop looking back! There’s something on the island, what is it?” 

Ashley tried to free her hands. She wanted to please him, so much, but if she said the wrong thing again he would be mad at her.

“Ashley! Quickly what do you see? There. Coming out of the trees. Can you see?”

It was Simon’s voice, but a deeper one in her own soul was echoing the words. She had to go back into the ocean. The storm might kill her but better to die than to look any further. She was running, the hem of her dress high in the air, back into the surf, the waves crashing on her tender breasts, the salt wafting into her mouth, choking her. She screamed, as a white cap crashed over her head. She was drowning, gurgling.

Ashley, why do you run? What you will see if you turn back to the island is going to be whatever you want to see. The choice is yours and yours alone. It is going to be whatever you most want, whatever you most fear.

Ashley clamored for the dry land once more, arms and legs flailing. She was exhausted, going under, but at the last second, under her belly, the dress torn and useless, she felt the sand once more. She’d been washed ashore. Laughing, crying, she rose to her knees, shaking the spray from her hair and looking to see what it was she would see. She laughs like a girl, so free. She can see whatever she wants.

Ashley sucked in her breath.

It was a man. Shirtless, in pantaloons, masked. The last thing she remembered, before losing consciousness was the way he was moving towards her and how, in his hands casually, but very purposefully, he was uncoiling a long rope.

I’m going to be raped, she told herself, in that odd, calm little voice you use inside for something impossible but true. 

Ashley awoke again briefly, sometime later, with a dim awareness of someone carrying her into an elevator and then up to the top floor, across the threshold to a secret penthouse. 


Chapter Four

Andrea awoke in paralyzing darkness. Panicking, she tugged at her limbs. She couldn’t move. It should be morning, so why couldn’t she see? Pressure on her eyelids, that was it. A blindfold. And that tightness on her ankles, it was the cuffs, the ones Tom had used on her to secure her to his bed. There were cuffs on her wrists, too. But what was that itchy, sticky feeling all over? Mud, probably, from the road, from being fucked on her back in the soaking wet mud. Tom hadn’t cleaned her up. And then he’d left her like that. The whole fucking night!

“Tom! Where the hell are you?!” she screamed at the top of her lungs. 

“Hang on, honey,” he called out. “I’ll be right there.”

Honey? Who was he kidding? Sure, she’d asked him for every bit of what he’d done to her, even had him give her rum so she could stomach it all, but how could he just leave her like that, totally degraded and alone, passed out?

She heard the door open, felt the bed settle beside her. He was sitting down. “I made you some breakfast, sweetie,” he chirped. “It’s your favorite – Eggs Benedict. Here let me get this blindfold, then we’ll get you cleaned up.”

Andrea winced as light flooded her eye sockets. “Ow!”

“Sorry, sugar. I forgot about your eyes being used to the dark.”

She glared at him, sitting there in his robe, his hair freshly washed and slicked back. The bastard had actually showered and shaved while she lay sleeping in his piss. “Seems like that’s not all you forgot, is it, sugar?”

He held up his hands. “Baby, it’s what you told me to do. You don’t remember making a scene, screaming every time I tried to let you up?”

Andrea balled her hands into fists. Right now she wanted to plow at least one of them into his smug, self-righteous puss. “How generous of you to give me my way,” she spat, arching her back. “Damn it, why is the sheet sticking to me?”

“It’s the plastic mattress cover. I put it down to keep the bed clean. But Andrea, there’s something I need to talk to you about.”

She flashed a disgusted look. “Just let me up, okay? Then you can talk all you like—to yourself.”

“It’s about us,” he continued, blithely opening the wrist cuffs. “Our relationship.” She watched him move to her ankles. She had every intention of kicking him down there as soon as she was free. “Oh, yes,” she agreed sarcastically. “Tell me all about it.”

Her legs were too weak to kick. Something was getting into the abrasions on her stomach, too, aggravating the whip marks. It was probably the salt in the urine. Unsteadily, throwing her feet over the edge of the bed, Andrea got up.

Tom was right there in her face. “Baby, don’t be mad. It was consensual, you know it was! Just give me a minute to—”

One hand laid on her was enough to set her off. He’d hardly clamped his grip on her upper arm when she went for the jugular. Literally. It was amazing what you could do with two fingers, she thought in amazement, watching him sputter on the floor, his hands at his neck like a turtle on its back. She could really see now why her father had insisted on her taking that self-defense class before going away to San Rialto College.

“All men are potential predators,” Malcolm had warned. “We have animal urges that override every other impulse, good or bad.” She hadn’t believed it, at least not where he was concerned, but then again even he had his dark side.

“That was consensual, too,” she said, looking down at her defeated lover. “The minute you hurt me, you consented to retaliation.”

Unfortunately, the effects of the windpipe blow were temporary.

“But, baby,” Tom implored hoarsely, crawling to her feet. “I love you!”

“You love me?!” she cried in disbelief. “Last night you abuse me and today you love me?”

“I always have loved you, Andrea, from the moment I laid eyes on you,” he swore, putting his lips to her toes, half covered in faded silver polish. “I can see it all now, so clearly. All the things I did to you weren’t about Ashley—they were things I wanted you to do back to me.”

That was the last straw.

Reaching down for his hair, Andrea got a good grip on it and used it to get him on his knees. “You can see clearly, huh, lover boy? Then tell me—have you even tried to talk to Ashley, to see how she’s feeling, if she’s okay? Anything?”

“I’m a worm, I know,” he agreed, as she bent his head back painfully. “I deserve everything I get.”

“What’s this really about, Tom? Could it be you feel that ten million dollars of Ashley’s slipping away and now you want a piece of my half? Yes, that got your attention, didn’t it? See, I’ve been doing a lot of thinking since last night—being tied up will do that to you—and you know what occurs to me? As horrible as I’ve behaved, and as much as I hurt Ashley, you never once did anything to protect her or honor your supposed love for her. You let it all happen, Tom. You should have stopped me. You were the man. The minute I came near you, you should have told me to go to hell. Instead you put the whammy on me, drew me in deeper, till I couldn’t control myself.”

“It’s true,” he whimpered, “all of it. You should whip me, Andrea, whip me till I scream.”

“Tempting,” she admitted. “But I think you’d enjoy it a little too much.” Releasing his hair, she pushed him away with the bottom of her foot. He lay prostrate, looking like a lost puppy – pathetic, truly pathetic.

Picking up the whip from off the dresser she made a few slices through the air. Sin boldly, that was what her father had said to her that fateful night two months ago, the last time she had seen him. The last time she might ever see him. Andrea studied the braided leather, the delicious shape. What was its appeal, anyhow? Was it the contrast to soft, pink flesh, like the kind that was available to her right this instant at her feet? Certainly Tom deserved it, nearly as much as she did herself. If he had been any kind of a man, he’d have tossed her out of his car the moment she took off her bra.

But he hadn’t. He’d been weak – weaker than her – not like a man was supposed to be. Not like her father, who’d stood tall and proud, who’d raised her to be a lady, who’d sacrificed everything, never remarried, turned down all kinds of offers, because no one could be trusted to raise his little girl. Malcolm’s own needs were always last. A lonely rancher who’d made a fortune off a tiny stake in one thoroughbred, but had given up even that life because of the time on the road, the bad influences. A normal life, a perfect life was what he’d given Andrea, as he took his place on the school board, the church board and every other organization of the small northern California town they called home. Tall, quiet, pillar of the community; that was Malcolm Daniels.

Andrea had loved him for all of it, owed him everything, but it wasn’t till that one night that she’d learned just how much he had given up; not just his freedom, but his very soul.

Holding the whip over the cringing Tom Winters, she felt herself back there again, back two months ago, at quarter past midnight on a Tuesday. She had just come home from school for spring break a few days early, to surprise him. The lights were on in the barn, so she assumed he was there working with the new filly he’d acquired. She was laughing, thinking how she’d tease him for never letting go of his work.

Sure enough, she could see his silhouette in the riding ring. He was moving in a slow circle, holding a leading reign, a whip in his other hand. When Andrea got closer, however, she made a horrifying discovery. It wasn’t the new horse being broken in, but a filly of another kind. A woman, brunette, tall, shapely, her hair tied back tight in a bobbing tail. She wore a leather harness, and she was bridled, a metal bit in her mouth. Under the halogen lights her skin, which had been oiled down, was shiny and slick with sweat.

She’d been running, galloping under the control of her father. Mesmerized, scandalized, Andrea continued her slow, invisible approach. Speech evaded her, as did the power to run away, which is what she wanted very much to do. As she approached the rear of the ring, covered in shadow, Andrea made a second discovery as she nearly tripped over another woman, a blonde, on all fours in the dirt at the gate. This one was also naked, save for a saddle, made of leather, cut to fit her human sized waist. Her head was down, and when she looked up, there was wide-eyed embarrassment in her eyes. Leaping to her feet, she frantically tried to undo the bit in her mouth. By now Andrea’s father had discerned what was happening and he came running, calling out Andrea’s name, a look of utter pain and defeat in his face.

“Andrea, sweetheart, please wait!” he called, but Andrea had already turned to flee. She was fast, an accomplished sprinter in high school, before turning curvaceous and boy crazy in college. Long hair flying, her peasant dress flapping in the breeze, Andrea ripped across the open field like a gazelle, though in her shattered mind it all felt like slow motion.

Why she’d gone inside their split-level log house to barricade herself in her room instead of driving away in her banana colored convertible, she wasn’t sure. At any rate, it allowed her father time to send the women home, with double their rate of pay, and then to compose himself before gently tapping on her door a half hour later. Andrea couldn’t come out, couldn’t even answer. All night she lay there while outside in the hall she could hear him breathing. She could picture him sitting there, his back to the wall, next to the door. She knew he would wait there forever if need be. Unable to get comfortable in her bed, Andrea curled up on the floor, just beyond the wall where he was keeping vigil. Somehow, being close to him watching over her made her feel safe.

He was still sitting here, wide-awake when she came out just before dawn. He hadn’t slept a wink, though he looked up at her with a focus, an alertness she had never seen in a human being or even thought possible from one.

“Andrea,” he said simply, rising to his feet, his eyes swollen, still conveying boundless pain, even as he revealed gratefulness that she was deigning to speak with him again. “I must explain to you what you saw.”

Barefoot, dressed in one of the short nightgowns, which she used at school to attract and torment boys, she went to him, throwing herself into his arms. “Daddy, you don’t owe me any explanation.”

His embrace was surprisingly weary, almost trembling. “It isn’t to defend myself,” he said, with all the resignation of a man on his way to the gallows, “but to teach you what you must know now about yourself. My time is already passing, but for you, it may not be too late.”

For the next five hours, side by side with her on the porch swing, overlooking the boundless sky, he’d told her the history of her birth. The nature of the strong, though brief relationship to Elizabeth Van Voorst, her mother, and finally the story of the tragic, though in his opinion necessary separation of the remaining two triplets.

“Normal people would not have done such a thing,” he’d said, his eyes never wavering from the horizon. “But your mother and I were touched by forces few can understand. Demons, spirits, the power of nature, an unusually potent dose of ancestral blood, who knows? But we could never live normally. Together, we’d have cast your life and your sister’s into ruins. And yet alone, with no child to strengthen us, to give us hope, to remind us of one another and of our love, we would have gone mad, one or another or both of us.”

He’d called it the spirit of the silver wolf. The creature which is alone capable of baying at the new moon, as well as the full one. There was a native word, from the tribe whose blood they bore a tiny portion, but things like that never stuck in Andrea’s brain. The bottom line, in Earthbound, non-spiritual, non-dad terms was that he could only be aroused by dominating and controlling a submissive mate. Libby had been such a woman. After leaving her, for Andrea’s sake, he’d suppressed those desires and with them the very urge for sex itself. Raising her, building the ranch, became his life. He had no regrets and he never would allow guilt between them. But after she’d gone away to school, he’d been faced for the first time with loneliness, gnawing and terrible.

A relationship was out of the question, so he’d turned to professionals—women willing to live out his needs and serve his desires for the right price. The two Andrea had seen were examples of such creatures, the latest in a series. Naturally they were never injured and he was both scrupulous and generous in caring for their safety and their financial needs. While the arrangement did not really satisfy his emotional needs, he told her, it did take the edge off his discomfort.

For her part, Andrea had been able in the discussion to assure him that there could never be a question in her mind that he loved her, and that she knew in her mind and in her heart that he was patently incapable of ever acting selfishly or out of malice towards her. He’d smiled weakly, but she could see the burden he carried was too great for her to ever lift.

“You do not understand,” he’d said at last. “For you have not yet begun to touch your own pain. Your spirit song lies within you, unsung. Tragedy alone will release it: disillusionment, anger, the soul-shattering trail of tears. To begin, you will grow to hate me.”

No, she hadn't understood this at all. What she did gather, though, was that she could not stay with him any longer, and that she must go on what he called a quest, to seek her mother and sister. He knew where they were, had all along, though he’d never made contact or revealed their whereabouts.

Admittedly, Andrea was strangely thrilled to discover that she had a sister, a twin, but how could she leave her own life behind—particularly school, with its many distractions, most of them in the form of virile men?

“I will not ask forgiveness for not telling you about Ashley or Libby or Alicia,” he said, having helped her stow her clothes in the trunk of the little car he’d bought her last fall, “but I will ask something else of you. Something that will be difficult on your heart.”

“Please,” she’d begged, tears in her eyes, “don’t ask me to hate you. I couldn’t’ bear it.”

“You will hate, Andrea, when it is time,” he’d said soberly. “No one can prevent the seasons of things. Our relationships are always fixed. A wise man or woman knows that at any given moment, only one question may be asked of another, one request, stemming from the only true possibility of that moment.”

So what was his one thing he had asked of his daughter? Andrea laughed now, thinking about it. Was it know thy self, or to thine own self be true or even remember to brush your teeth? No, her father, the churchwarden and former head of the PTA had told her to sin boldly. 

Andrea leveled the whip at Tom’s shoulder, snapped it briskly, just enough to sting. She’d certainly answered that request of Malcolm’s, hadn’t she? Or had she missed the boat entirely? Probably, she thought sadly.

 “On your knees,” she commanded, tapping Tom’s thigh with the stiff leather.

He complied at once, his eyes happy and grateful when she raised his chin with the tip of the whip. “I’m yours,” he said, hoarsely.

“Strip,” she commanded.

Instantly he shed the half opened robe and spread his knees to reveal a raging hard on. She smiled wryly. What beast spirit did he have, she wondered, this man who wanted to submit to a woman? Not the silver wolf, certainly.

She brushed both nipples, trying to figure out if she could make him come without even touching him below. “Kiss the whip,” she decided. “Kiss it and lick it.”

Tom complied, his eyes practically rolling back in his head with pleasure. Too bad it did nothing for her.

“Enough, you prick.” Andrea spread her feet, tapped the whip imperiously in her left palm. “It’s time to see how well you obey. Get up on that bed and put the cuffs on your ankles. Because I’m not a pig like you, I’m going to let you take the dirty plastic off first.”

“Thank you,” he said, leaping to do her bidding. 

“Hands over your head, lay back,” she instructed, when he’d secured his feet.

Closing his hands in the wrist cuffs, she smacked his tight abdomen with the flat of her hand. “Now it’s your turn to wait, big boy.” Running her nails over his manhood, she added, with a wink. “When I come back from my nice long, hot shower, I’ll be checking on you and if you’re a good little worm and you keep that erection, I might do something with it. Of course, if I do, I won’t be thinking of you, I’ll be imagining a real man inside of me. The kind with the balls to show respect to the woman he supposedly loves.”

“But I love you!” he wailed.

Andrea pressed her nails into his cock, just enough to shut him up. “Open that mouth again and I’ll find something real nasty to gag it with. Understood?”

Tom nodded vigorously, indicating his desire to cooperate.

Treating him to a very sensual wiggle, Andrea walked to the bathroom. The shower water was paradise, hitting her skin like another world, washing over her guilt and pain. Sin boldly. What the hell did Malcolm mean by that anyway? And how could she ever face him again to ask, after what she’d done? Worse still, how would she ever face Libby or Ashley?

Ashley; the very name, the image of that sweet face brought a lump to her throat. Why had she set out so deliberately to hurt her poor, sweet twin, so innocent and trusting? A virgin, no less, at least according to a late night confession made during one of the girls’ making-up-for-lost-lifetimes sleepovers in Ashley’s room.

“What is it like?” Ashley had wanted to know, wide-eyed, sitting cross-legged on her childhood bed in silk panties and midriff shirt, her hair in pigtails. “Being with a man, I mean? And did you really go all the way before?”

Times a hundred, she’d laughed, and what planet did Ash live on? She must have been the only catholic schoolgirl in history to ever follow the rules.

“I’m saving myself for marriage,” Ashley had said, a bit defensively. “With Tom.”

Libby had certainly sheltered her and doted on her. Was that what she hated about her sister, Andrea wondered, scrubbing herself clean with the soap, taking somewhat less than her usual delight in her excellent, well exercised body, was it the fact that Ashley got a mother and she didn’t?

Then again, she’d gotten a father, Malcolm, the free spirit, the cowboy monk, iconoclast to the end, teaching her delight in all things human, all things sensual.

And sensuality was exactly what Andrea had gotten. In high school she was conservative, for reasons of her own, but in college, she’d decided to use the body nature had given her. Boys proved pathetically easy to manipulate. Leading them by their dicks, she discovered, you could keep them perpetually off balance and drooling with just an occasional glance or a carefully turned phrase. Freshman year was like a candy store of sex. Then in her sophomore year, Andrea discovered the Ro Phi girls, the rawest sorority on campus. For her initiation, she was ‘auctioned off’ for the night to their brother Greeks, the Lambda Delts at a keg party.

Lisa, the ringleader, had her strip to bra and panties, dancing in time to a raunchy rock tune. They gave her a little doggie collar and chain leash, which Bo Massey, star quarterback, used to lead her upstairs to the beer soaked mattress reserved for the occasion. Bo was a bore in bed, a real letdown considering his physique, but Andrea got off just thinking about being paraded and humiliated in her underwear before a room full of drunken college kids.

She’d pretended to be shy and reluctant to do things like this, but secretly, she craved more. What would it be like, she wondered to be stripped naked and then made to perform? Bo had reeked of liquor and he was sloppy as hell, but her fantasies got her off over and over. She barely felt him come. A minute later, he was out like a light, still on top of her. Andrea couldn’t move, couldn’t roll him off or even slide out from underneath.

They found her hours later, still trapped. Andrea feigned annoyance, but the truth was she’d come five more times humping her body up underneath him, imagining how he was her jailer and she was his prisoner. For an encore, she gave blowjobs to anyone still left standing, kneeling herself on the stinking carpet deep-throating one wasted jock after another.

From there her reputation was sealed as campus slut and whore. Actually, she spread herself no more than many of the ‘good girls’, it’s just that she was honest about it. Most of the good girls’ boyfriends ended up with her anyway, when they grew tired of frigid hand jobs and inert lovemaking.

It hadn’t occurred to Andrea that it was the power she got off on—being used, forcing men to abuse her and take advantage of her. Sure, she liked to be tied, raffled off, ‘spread’ around the room at frat parties, but that kind of thing was just a lark in comparison to the feelings she got from being in the middle of a real power exchange. She could see that now, looking back, especially in light of what Malcolm had told her about blood and ancestry and wolf spirits. Power was an aphrodisiac for her kind, plain and simple.

The eroticism of force. Unmasking explicitly what is already implicit in sex, not to mention life in general. How well she remembered as a child, playing games with the boys, not only with ropes, but with live electric wires, which she would touch to her tongue, daring them to do the same. It had thrilled her in her belly, before she even knew what sex was. 

Andrea could see how all that added up, now, her whole life marking her as a sexual deviant. Sin boldly. Steal any man you want. Defy all limits, every law. So far so good. But the question remained, did she want to hold the whip or wear the bridle? There was no doubt that testosterone made her swoon and she was a sucker for male power. But where would she find a man of power and compassion, someone like her father, to whom she could give herself body and soul, with whom she could be as strong and dangerous as she liked, secure in the knowledge she would never exceed her bounds.

“Well, Tommy,” she told the man on the bed, when she’d dried herself off. “Have you decided to be a good boy yet?”

“Oh, yes, mistress,” he panted like a puppy.

Mistress? So he’d played this little game before. Exactly how many other women were there, she wondered, even now? 

“So, Tommy,” she crooned, swinging herself over the bed to mount him. “Tell me again how much you love me and how it’s got nothing to do with the money? And don’t lie to me,” she warned, “cause I’m the one holding the whip.”

Tom groaned, wanting the degradation, but at the same time terrified that his number was up, not only with Andrea, but with Ashley as well.

“Good boy,” she said, when she’d ridden him to climax, allowing him his own meager eruption in exchange for some very valuable information concerning his hidden sex life, a life unknown to either sister. “Now tell me you don’t mind if I use your cell phone, Tommy.”

“I don’t mind, mistress.”

Andrea had memorized the number. As soon as someone answered, an older man she recognized as the butler, she asked for Ashley. It was time for Tom to come clean, she decided; assuming, of course, her sister would even take the call. Climbing off him to assume a more discrete position by the nightstand, she asked for her sister.

“One moment, please,” the butler said.

“Hello?” chimed a voice a moment later. Andrea froze. It was Libby.

“It’s Andrea,” she replied, bracing herself for the worst.

“Andrea,” Libby sighed, sounding anything but furious. “Thank God you called. Your sister’s missing.”

“Missing?” The word stuck in her throat. “What do you mean?”

“She came here last night, I told her too much, and she stormed off. No one’s seen her since. She won’t answer her cell and it’s after two. She’s never done this before.”

Andrea felt the weight on her chest. All of this was her fault.

“Andrea, honey, are you there?” Libby asked. “I hear you breathing, so I’ll assume you can hear me. You need to listen carefully to what I’m going to say. Nothing that’s happened is your responsibility. This was going to happen anyway. In fact, you made it easier, forcing Ashley to deal with me and Tom—and her own feelings—sooner rather than later. Do you believe me?” 

“I don’t know what to believe,” Andrea said, looking out the window as it all came swirling back: Ashley’s’ surprise entrance, her father’s dark secret, watching her car disappear down the rainy road.

Her car. Ashley had taken her car and her purse. “Libby, I need to ask you something, and the details of what you remember are very important.” Andrea switched ears. “Did Ashley give you any clue as to where she went?”

Libby thought for a moment. “I hadn’t thought so, but now that you mention it, there was one thing, and it struck me as strange. There was this matchbook from a club, and directions on her dresser. I’ve called the police, but they say I can’t file a missing persons report for 48 hours.”

Andrea gripped the phone. “I need you to keep this matchbook thing a secret, even from the police. Can you trust me? I know it’s a lot to ask.”

“Baby, you’re my daughter,” Libby exclaimed. “I trust you with my life.”

Andrea felt a tear well up in her eye. “Good. I know what to do then, just sit tight.”

The Edge. Ashley had gone to the edge. She’d found the matchbook in Andrea’s purse and under the circumstance had decided some slumming was in order. The only thing Andrea cared about, though, was that Ashley hadn’t found her way to the back rooms, the chintzy ‘dungeons’ where the pain was all too real. If someone as sweet as her were to suffer, she didn’t know what she’d do.

“I will, Andrea. Be careful, okay?”

“I will… Mom.” Andrea clicked off the phone. “Did Ashley leave any clothes here?” she asked.

“Yes,” Tom answered, panic gripping him. “You won’t leave me like this, will you?”

She slapped his belly. “Of course not. You get one phone call.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“A call.” She showed him the phone. “I’ll dial one number for you and tell whoever answers to come over here ASAP to help. Now who will it be? Mumsy and Daddy? Your boss at the bank? I know, how about the police?”

“Andrea this isn’t funny.” He strained at the cords, grunting ineffectually.

“I know it’s not. Now are you going to pick a number in thirty seconds or do I leave you here like this for the landlord to find?”

At twenty five seconds, he screamed out a number, said it was a woman named Karen he was looking for. When a soft, sultry voice answered, she held the phone to his face. “Call in the cavalry, snookums.”

Tom cried out for Karen to come. Andrea tossed the phone on his stomach so he could continue whining while she found something to wear. Five minutes later she was on the road, doing well over the speed limit. The best part of the whole thing was that after Tom had spilled the beans to Karen on the phone about Andrea and Ashley, she’d untied him anyway.

Someday she hoped they’d be laughing at that, the three women, Ashley, her and Libby, too. In the meantime, the hunt was on.


Chapter Five

Ashley moaned in her sleep. Fitful, half dream, half terror. The images, the sensations, repeating over and over. She was on the shore, in the wet flimsy dress, barefoot. A hundred times, climbing out of the water, coughing, shivering, even in the hot sun. And always, always the man is waiting, bare-chested, in boots and breeches, a sword belt slung across his waist. She knows he will be there, and yet each time it feels brand new.

She screams, but he merely grins, his face largely obscured by the leather mask, his brown eyes flashing, rapacious.

“You are mine,” he says each time, uncoiling the rope, flexing his impossible biceps, tanned by the blazing heat.

Ashley tries to run, sometimes past him, other times back into the sea, but he catches her always, holds her fast like a rag doll. Her struggles only cause her to rub against him, quickening his breath, hardening his cock. His muscles are like iron, and her own flesh can but yield in response.

“Do you lay as good as you fight, milady?” he asks, his voice hot and strong in her ear, his breath vaguely tinted of rum and flavored by the scent of his skin. He is male, all male. No shame, no apologies for his hard cock and his primeval desire to take what is his due: a vibrant female, unattached, in her sexual prime. Sometimes he tears off the dress, other times he makes her strip, as he watches, clenching the rope in one hand, the other gripping the curved sword. He could cut off the garment as easily, if he wished, or slit her open like a ripe melon.

The dress has no buttons so she must pull it over her head. She is so scared, so weak yet her belly burns and her thighs moisten. The material is saturated; it slips from her hand landing with a splash in the shallow water. At once the fresh air tingles on her skin, her naked skin.

“Put down your hands, wench!” he commands when she tries to cover herself, shielding her nude body. It had been difficult, trying to hide both breasts and vagina, but now she must show both. 

“Back straight,” he growls, pressing the point of his fearsome sword to her throat. It is a sharp sensation, causing her to suck in her breath.

“What is your name, girl?” the pirate demands, his eyes hot and flagrant on her body. 

She tells him ‘Tia’ and he repeats the name, smiling slyly as he slides the tip of the blade over her cheeks and under her left ear. “Are you going to be a good girl, Tia?”

Ashley pulls her head back, trying to avoid the subtly sliding metal, cold to the skin and razor sharp. The pirate moves the blade to a point under her chin, forcing her onto tiptoes. “Don’t move again, Tia. Not without permission.”

It is real. So real…

“I-I’m sorry,” she winces, feeling the point prick her skin like a needle. 

“I asked you a question, wench.” 

Ashley nibbles her lower lip, sucking in a shivering breath as the sword begins to trace itself down her neck, between the hollow of her breasts, finally coming to rest at her belly button. Her nipples throb as she imagines what he could do to her there or a half dozen other sensitive places.

The question, he’d asked a question!

“I will,” she stammers, calves strained as he raises her higher on her toes, the blade back under her throat. “I will try to be a good girl.”

Behind the mask he frowns. Drawing a dot of blood at her belly, he says, “Trying is not good enough.”

“I will be good, then!” she cries. “I will—only please don’t hurt me!”

“Tia will be good,” he corrects. “Tia will be a good lay for you and your crew.”

When Tia fails to respond promptly, the blade slices the air and finds as its new target her left nipple. The merest inclination of his wrist, the tiniest amount of pressure and she would be sexually scarred for life. “Forgive me, sir,” she begs, “but I—I mean, Tia is a virgin! She doesn’t know how to please men!”

The pirate grins. “Better still,” he says, swinging the sword back into his scabbard. “This will make good sport. You have twenty seconds.”

“Twenty?” she repeats numbly, her palms still plastered to her hips. “Sir, I don’t understand.” 

She watches him remove the sword belt and take off his leather vest. “To run,” he finally told her, as though she were an imbecile, “I am giving you that long for a head start. Now run!”

Tia shrieks as he strikes her buttocks with his hand, delivering a cracking blow. When he raises his arm a second time, she takes off. But where to go? Through the jungle, that is the only way. The undergrowth is rough on her feet. There were briars and brambles, too, which scratch and abrade her bare skin. Twice she falls, her nude breasts and sex crashing ignominiously onto the jungle floor.

Each time, she gets back to her feet. She is prey. Naked, hunted prey and the predator is hot on her trail. She can hear the pirate behind her, moving efficiently, minimally, making only the tiniest sounds. 

He is playing with her. Circling round, herding her. She hears him on one side, then the other. In the end she spins helplessly, teetering on the brink of collapse. She will die out here. She has no hope. Head throbbing, she tries to escape again, and this time she succeeds, covering unbelievable ground, the way she could in school, when she ran track and field. At last, she feels herself alone. There is sand beneath her, again marked with claw prints. Something lives here, something big. There is a cave, at the bottom of a large cliff. She looks up at the treetops, and she realizes there is something worse than being hunted by a lust-filled pirate.

Being alone.

“Help” she begins to cry, but before the sound has escaped her throat, he is there, behind her, his hand over her mouth. 

She relaxes against him, relief overcoming her fear and sexual terror for a brief second. “Thank God,” she whispers, when he releases her for air. “You are here.”

He turns her to face him, holding her fast by the upper arms. The mask is gone; she sees his face, ruggedly handsome, fierce and marked by a long scar.

“I give myself,” she whispers fiercely, looking into his black eyes.

But the pirate only shakes his head, his brow narrowing, the jagged scar on his cheek lengthening perceptibly. “You do not give. You are taken.”

Ashley moans as he thrusts his tongue between her lips, savaging her mouth. When he releases her, there is a trickle of blood at the corner. Gripping her arms like steel, like shackles of flesh, he forces her down, onto her knees and then onto her back. His rod is huge and punishing and he shows no mercy for her tender virgin sex. At first stroke she is made to take the length of him, his muscled body pressing her hard, breasts to knees.

As he continues to plunder her depths, she avoids his eyes, ashamed because of the slickness of her canal, her vulnerability, her complicity.

“Don’t look away,” he commands, and Ashley has to bare her soul, revealing her every emotion, to the precious depths of her maidenhood as he studies her expression, reading every nuance, down to the very shading of her eyes. 

“Please don’t,” she begs, offering a last scrap of resistance to preserve her shattered honor.

The pirate shows no mercy. Dissolving her protests in the echo of his guttural roars, she feels herself drowned. Twice he makes her come, a mere slut on her back in the clutches of a ferocious captor. He is a pig, an animal, using her poor body as a cushion to pleasure himself as he punishes and pummels her violated flesh. 

“Do not look away,” he repeats again and again, forcing her to give him her soul. Ashley looks at him through moistened eyes, her mouth soft, rounded, opened like a flower. Below, she comes again, and again, a stranger to her own traitorous body, lost and broken until finally he claims his prize, building to a monstrous orgasm. Alert, obedient, she receives him, hands overhead, palms up, eyes clear and cooperative, cunt overflowing with submissive juices. 

Her body is wracked with pleasure, wracked with sensation, sandwiched deliciously and agonizingly between a wall of muscle and a layer of dirt and sand and palm leaves. She writhes, caught in a whirlwind, rising to heaven, spiraling upward into the impossibly blue sky, up towards the impossibly yellow sun of her visions. Grunting in pleasure, the pirate holds her wrists fast; she cannot ascend, and yet she pushes to the limits of ecstasy.

His breath hot in her ear, bolstering the unspeakable passion, he whispers harshly, “This is to prepare you to lay for my crew. You will serve them all.”

It is a rocket’s blast, the secret overdrive. Tia explodes again, and in this moment, she is born anew, born a woman, a slave, a dream to be exploited. Obediently, she waits beneath him, beneath the one who is her lord and master.

Meanwhile, somewhere above and beyond the island, tethered in soaked sheets of silk, in the bed of the mysterious Simon Rice, the brain, body and soul of Ashley Van Voorst Daniels is trying to separate out from the dream. To return to reality, seeking to communicate, to surface, using the only language possible: namely that of self generated, spontaneous orgasms.

Once or twice, for a split second each, she surfaces, expelling invisible brine from her lungs, coughing the unreal sea air, which has become unwieldy in her lungs. There are voices, brief and somber; Ashley hears and tries to incorporate them.

“Simon, we may need to get her to a hospital.”

“Nonsense, Nigel. The effect is temporary. She will recover any moment. See how already she is subsiding?”

The one called Nigel, who had a stethoscope that touched her belly like the pirate’s sword, sighed. “I don’t know, Simon. I’m a doctor, but I’ve not seen the likes of this. It’s virtual psychosis. What on Earth possessed you to use the technique on a girl this inexperienced in the first place? I mean, she’s lovely, of course, but this could cost the woman her sanity.”

“Really, Nigel. You exaggerate. All you need do is give her a shot of something, bring her round. Smelling salts, even.”

“Honestly, Simon, which of us is the physician? It will take time; I’ll have to bring her out slowly. In the meantime, I suggest you give some serious thought to how you might control your libido in the future.”

Simon muttered a curse, tried to shake her. “Nigel, I need medical help, not moral advice! Ashley, wake up, will you!”

Ashley blinked and then she was Tia again, being roused from slumber.

“Wake up, wench!” the pirate commanded, kicking her in the side with his boot. “Do you think you earned your rest with a single, light fuck?”

“Ow!” she wailed, as he brought her to her feet, his hand twisted in her dirty, stained hair. “That hurts.”

The pirate silenced her, bowing her back, till she was looking up at the darkening twilight sky. She had passed out, apparently, after her lengthy usage.

“So you think you understand pain, lazy slut? Think again!” Using his free hand, he grasped her swollen sex. “I promise you, Tia, the day will come when you will beg for a night as easy as this! Now stand up straight and put your hands in front of you, wrists crossed!”

Tia obeyed. Using the rope, he twisted a knot round her neck like a collar, then ran the free end down her back, cinching it between her legs before tying it off again round her proffered wrists. Using the free end, he fashioned a leash, by which he could pull the girl and utterly control her. It was a cunning tie, for unless Tia moved fast enough to keep the rope slack on her wrists, it would press painfully between her vaginal lips.

“This is your incentive,” he told her, tugging the rope hard enough to chafe her divided sex. “Keep up with me, or your cunt will feel the difference. And with as much spreading as you’ll be doing tonight, you won’t want to start off already sore and red.”

The pirate smirked, enjoying her shame and dismay at the mention of further rape to come. “Then again,” he observed, shortening the leash till she was inches from his face, moaning in misery. “You could always ask the men to use your other holes instead. Isn’t that right, Tia?”

“Yes,” she said through clenched teeth, trying desperately to close the distance between them and ease the pressure on her groin. 

He laughed as she managed to sidle herself against him, sliding her hip in next to his, her sweaty, soiled flesh against his muscled thighs. “You’re an eager little slut, aren’t you?” The pirate held a finger to her lips, pressed it till they parted. “Show me how you will honor our cocks tonight, Tia.”

Tears in her eyes, lips trembling, she opened for him, knowing instinctively what he meant her to do. Taking the finger deep, she caressed it, encouraging him to exploit fully her soft warm mouth. Below she felt the rope tighten, like a lover, merciless and snakelike. Eyes glazing, heavy lidded she worked rhythmically towards her own release, a roped slut, sucking her rapist’s finger.

At the last second, he prevented her from coming.

“No, little Tia. Not yet. Later, beneath the moonlight, as you writhe under the whip, dancing before our campfire. Then we will all hear you howl.”

 Swollen in her heat, he made her follow him. With every step, staggering, running, seeking to keep the leash slack, Ashley threatened to explode. Her cunt, her breasts, every inch of her ached with need. She hadn’t even known the fullness of an orgasm till he’d raped her an hour before, and already she craved more. How much more would he teach her, how much more would he demand of her?

The pirate’s footsteps were sure, steady. She watched the undulation of his buttocks beneath the trousers, the crush of his booted heel as she labored behind him. How erotic he seemed, how vastly superior, by virtue of his sword, his clothes. Would she ever again earn the right to be clothed or would she serve naked all her days? And what exactly would her life be like now?

The island was large, the journey so painful that it seemed to stretch for hours. He allowed her rest on several occasions, at one point permitting her to go to her belly to take water from a tiny stream. It was a valuable lesson for Tia, for she learned that as a pirate’s wench, she was required to pay for food and water with the only coinage she would ever be allowed. Namely, her own body.

On her knees, still bound and naked, Tia took his cock deep in her captive throat, showing her gratefulness for the few sips of water she’d been allowed to slurp up noisily like an animal. She’d been made to say certain words, which she’d been told would be the same each time.

“Tia begs to suck the cock of her lord,” she had mumbled, and then repeated more vigorously after a corrective slap across the face. “Tia asks humbly to swallow the manhood of her lord. Tia offers her mouth, freely, to be used as a second cunt.”

The words of submission and humiliation hung in the air, burning in her belly as the Pirate Lord had his way with her, using his hands in her matted hair to direct her motion and directions. Tia did not dare to gag or protest, but took him smoothly, cooperatively. Her passiveness seemed not to soothe but rather inflame him, however, resulting in the plowing of her jaws as the tip of him pressed the very back of her throat.

Though he had not demanded it, Tia raised her eyes, straining to see above his massive, hirsute chest, up to his jaw line and face. If only he could see her submission! Alas, she realized, he soon would; for had he not said there were many she would serve under his supervision?

The Pirate’s emission was like an explosion, a surging of seed that blasted the back of her tender throat. Her head immobilized, she gulped obediently. Had she even dreamed of denying him the fullness of his pleasure, the presence of his hands on the side of her head were there as a potent reminder that she was his to use as he pleased.

Tia had tried to raise her head, as a means of bonding, hoping to see some sign that she had pleased him, but she found herself cuffed once again. Her face belonged at his feet, he told her, that she might kiss his boots.

“This you do for me alone, do you understand?” he asked sternly, when she had bathed his foot sufficiently in her saliva. “As a sign, before and after pleasuring me that I am your lord.”

Tia shivered, a weakness surging through her, pleasurable and electric. This was her lord. This one man alone whom she would obey. Though others might abuse and use her, he alone would have command. How she longed for him to use her further, to teach her the meaning of his lordship. Even now, her roped pussy gaped and ached, saturating the coarse fibers with tender female juices.

“Come, girl,” he barked, when he had taken all the water he desired for himself.

“Yes, my lord,” she said, rising from her knees, not daring to ask for another sip herself. “Tia obeys.”

She tried to stand prettily for him, holding her body in a way she hoped was enticing but not insolent. If the Pirate was pleased, he showed no sign of it, grunting idly as he tugged the invasive leash to get her moving. Tia did her best, aching and sore, to keep up. She had to run to match his steps. With each stride, her painful, swollen breasts bobbed up and down, the nipples burning like nubs of fire. Meanwhile, trails of her own arousal were drying up and down her inner thighs. Tiny mosquitoes began to nibble there.

Ahead she heard the sounds of laughter, deep and raucous, the voices of strong men. The trees gave way and there was a soft light against the starry sky. A fire, huge and orange, billowed and crackled against a backdrop of surging white, gray water. It was the ocean. They must have crossed clear to the other side of the island, she thought. There was sand again, gritty and sensuous under her bare feet. The Pirate dragged her directly to the fire, round which swarmed his men, two dozen at least.

The smell of rum hung in the air, and the sweet burning of roasted pig upon a spit. There were musical instruments, crude and high pitched, and a general spirit of celebration. All eyes, however, were on their captain, and upon his captive. Raising a proffered bottle high in the air the Pirate toasted their health, and praised them for their glorious service. As the men swarmed round her, groping and touching, Tia realized they were celebrating the taking of her ship. One man, a pot bellied knave with a huge scar on his chest and a broken nose was wearing her mother’s necklace. Another wore the brass-buttoned coat of her fiancée, who had been a lieutenant in the king’s cavalry.

Tia—which she remembered now was short for Antonia—wept openly. Her tears invoked laughter, and rough handling from several of the men.

“Give the wench something real to cry over!” the pot bellied man boomed.

Tia looked forlornly at the Pirate Captain, her lord, as he cut loose her rope bonds with a dagger. 

“She is yours,” he cried, raising another toast.

From behind a man hollered, issuing a high-pitched war whoop. Scooping Tia from her feet, he carried her to the fire, throwing her down on her back. She was close enough to feel the heat of it as they spread her legs, one man each upon her ankles. There was a never ending supply of cocks now, as Tia took them, one by one, so many that the semen overflowed, coating her inner thighs and eventually caking and crusting over. At the same time, two other hands held her wrists painfully wide over her head, giving full access to her tits. As many men as fucked her took equal delight in mauling and abusing the tempting, helpless mounds.

To encourage the use of their mouths and teeth on the new slave, a steady supply of rum was poured over her pale torso. There were comedians in the lot, who discovered they could soak their cocks in the fiery liquid, compelling Tia to take it down her throat as she licked at their erections. She didn’t like the taste at all. It was harsh and cruel, and far too masculine. When the bottle was empty, its contents clinging to her ravaged body, they used the bottle itself, compelling her to take the neck of it in her mouth and belly. They seemed to draw special delight from compelling her to lick off her own juices from the smooth glass.

This inspired them to fetch another slave, a girl whom Tia remembered from the ship as the niece of the captain. Tia gasped in horror as she saw the girl’s stunningly long blonde hair had been hacked off to just below her neck. She was naked, in irons, and on her small pert breasts, Tia saw dangling a pair of gold nipple rings. There were also marks, crisscrossed over her flesh, evidence of her having tasted the lash.

They made the girl sit on Tia’s face, so she could devour the contents of her sex. Over and over, she kept apologizing to Tia for the horrible act they were being made to perform, but what could either of them do? They were slaves now. Tia had no choice but to lick, and the girl no choice but to come and come as the many rough hands tormented them, compelling their unholy obedience.

When the men grew bored of this exercise, someone shouted out that it was time for the wenches to dance. Tia felt a chill down her spine, for she remembered what her lord had told her about the dance, how it would be a writhing under the lash, beside the firelight, and how she would be made to howl in sexual heat even as they tortured her.

“Be strong,” Tia whispered to the blonde, who was just eighteen. “We will survive this.”

“You hope so!” bellowed the pot-bellied man, as he pushed them forward into a ring of pirates.

The object of the dance was to move sensuously enough, pleasing the men sufficiently so as not to draw jeers, and with them the swift action of the Whip Men. These were the burliest of the pirates, most skilled in their devilish art. The blonde was shy, and suffered worse, receiving stripes fore and aft. Tia fared better, being able to watch the face of her lord, off to the side and therefore to display her submissive passion. This was no guarantee, however, for it seemed a pleasing slave could be struck also, to increase her passion.

Tia moaned, the firelight tickling her breasts, warming her gaping cunt as she swayed in time to the music, displaying herself in fullest passion to the men who’d raped her and would rape her again. Naked, writhing as if on a blade, Tia gave of her deepest soul, drawing their interest long after her hapless female shipmate had been dragged off to serve the resurgent tide of hard cocks.

Tia gave way to the sensations as if in a dream: pleasure and warmth, limbs caressing the rum soaked air, spikes of pleasure and pain as coiled black things hissed and teased, claiming of her flesh what they willed. On and on she danced. Hands above her head as though bound, back arched, stretching and seeking, unable to keep herself from silently begging the lash. Again and again, it found her, across her breasts, searing her nipples, striping her thighs, tenderizing her ass.

“Touch yourself!” someone cried. “Make yourself come!”

“Yea,” drawled another, clearly drunk. “Use your little finger and pretend it’s Little Willie’s cock!”

There were roars of laughter, but the Whip Men took it quite seriously. Like a rain, the blows fell until at last Tia obeyed. Hand stuffed in her crotch, panting and moaning, she forced her own pleasure, till she was a ball of need, collapsed upon the sand, twisting and rolling and coming. They had to pull her hand out of her insatiable crotch, and when Tia looked up, able to focus at long last, she saw to her shame that the blonde was watching, pity in her eyes.

Tia lowered her gaze, losing herself in the men’s pleasure. This was what she was, she realized, a pleasure slut, a pirate wench. Between death and dishonor, she would choose this, her complete debasement.

“I don’t know about you,” the pot belly said, “but I’d like to try a piece of that tight ass!”

A cheer rose from the crew, a sound such as she’d never heard before. It was raw, cunt shattering and primeval. She was still shaking from it when they put her into her next position, on all fours, face down in the dirt, her own hands spreading her virgin ass cheeks.

“I am first,” she heard the captain say, her lord. “I am always first.”

Tia wept with joy, feeling infinite release and peace. It was only right, after all, that the first to rape her anally should be her master, the man who’d tamed her. Tia shuddered as her lord’s dick claimed her puckered hole, loosely lubricated by a smearing of pig’s grease. She was coming again, magically, over and over even as he inched his way forward into her, masterfully and potently. The Pirate Lord kept her on this brink, until at long last, he let her slip from consciousness. 

This time, at least, she had earned her rest.

As Tia slid away, Ashley felt herself separating out. Beginning somewhere outside herself, she began to smell the coffee, wafting to her nostrils, coming from a kitchen, far from the island, far from the swirling waters which had claimed her so long ago, at the café, back when Simon had told her to put her hands on the table.

“There you see,” she heard a voice. “She’s coming to after all. No harm done.”

Ashley gasped, opened her eyes, her dreams fulfilled as she beheld him. The Pirate Lord who was also Simon Rice. The man who had saved her and stolen her heart. 

“I love you,” she said, out loud.

“Hmph,” she heard a second man say, the man with the stethoscope, his voice dripping sarcasm. “No harm done, you say?”

***

Andrea had no patience for the bouncer tonight. Brushing past the girls ahead of her, who'd been stopped for an ID check, she waltzed through the door into The Edge, telling the leather covered man with her wiggling ass what he could do if he wanted to stop her. Of course, he could have easily done so, but why should he? Andrea was a pretty, sexy young woman and the world belonged to her type. She’d been trying to convince Ash of this, but now she’d be really happy just to get her sister back at all.

Libby had told her she had complete faith in her, which meant a lot, especially at a time like this. Coming back to The Edge was not one of Andrea’s smarter ideas, and if she had any common sense she’d have told the cops about the matchbook instead of trying to track her sister down on her own. She hoped there was some logic to it—like maybe she could get information the cops couldn’t—but then again, it could just be another sign of her instability. A masochistic streak that had opened wide after the night she saw her father training ‘ponies’ and which had been growing ever since.

It was just past ten and the crowd was still light. Andrea had been here a few times before, most recently hooking up with Lucas Petrocelli, a small time hood with a major Napoleonic complex. He and a couple of his ‘business’ partners, an Australian named Bosco and an Englishman named Reed had done a pretty intense scene with her a week ago. They were the ones who’d shown her that The Edge had a secret back area known affectionately as The Hole where hardcore players could live out their fantasies in rent-by-the-hour dungeons.

From what she’d heard, this place was world famous, drawing not only bikers but elite corporate types as well. There were also rumors that the place had ties to real world white slavery. It was this last possibility that so completely terrified Andrea. As naïve as her virgin sister was, Ashley was a prime candidate for some of the sharks she’d seen lurking in the dark waters of this establishment.

Andrea bypassed the bar and decided to sneak back to the dressing rooms, where she might find out something useful from one of the girls. She’d talked with a few of them before, pumping them for information about the stripping business, as well as their participation in the S and M lifestyle which at The Edge was a prerequisite for employment. There was a blonde, named Busty and a pretty, classy brunette named Shade who were really open with her.

One thing they hadn’t known too much about was the whole horse angle, putting women in bridles and so on. Busty told her it was called pony play, and it was kind of a subculture of the BDSM world. It wasn’t something she’d do herself, but she had no hang-ups about it. Currently she was living with a man named Sal, a male dominant who kept her naked and collared at home. Just talking about that made Busty get all flush and wet, although Andrea didn’t quite get it. She’d seen Sal; he was bony, a chain smoker, and a total computer geek.

Shade said you had to find your own master, suitable for your own particular needs. “You gotta be careful, though,” Shade told her, massaging her aching calf muscles, left leg thrown over the table one night after closing. “It’s hell being a submissive female in a world like this, let me tell you.”

When Andrea asked why that was, she replied, “Because men are natural assholes and being a dominant is just one more excuse for them to act like assholes and get away with it. You see this?”

Shade had showed her the scar, across her stomach where a man had lashed her with a bullwhip—which in the world of flagellants was like King Kong was to monkeys. 

Andrea checked the dressing room and finding none of her friends, decided to sit and wait. It didn’t take long to attract attention. Unfortunately, it was of the wrong kind.

“Enjoying the show?” 

Andrea bristled at the hot breath on the back of her neck. Accent aside, there was only one man she knew who would be this into her from behind. “Hello, Bosco,” she replied joylessly, not even bothering to look. “What a surprise.”

“The real surprise is seeing you, sunshine.” Lucas Petrocelli sat down heavily next to her, all business. 

Andrea forced a smile. “You need to lighten up, Lucas. Life is short.”

“Yours could be real short.”

Andrea studied him. He wasn’t just being his usual dominant jackass self, he was mad. “Why’s that?” she asked, trying to feel him out.

“Cause I don’t like dick teases,” he said, laying his thick, ring covered fingers on the table.

Her a dick tease? That certainly wasn’t a fair charge. Not after what she’d put out for them already. Hell, she hadn’t been able to walk straight for twenty-four hours. The English prick had actually marked her up with one of his stupid whips. So what in blazes did the big lug mean, unless…

Andrea felt the blood drain from her face. What if they’d run into Ashley last night? Did she dare ask them directly and risk telling them she had a twin? No, not till she knew for sure exactly what their connection to her sister was. Clearing her throat, she decided on a more subtle, sexier approach. “Guys,” she sighed. “I know I owe you a big, big apology. But I can explain it, really”

Bosco swung himself onto one of the other chairs. “This should be good.”

Yes, it should, she thought, wondering what excuse she could make up for an offense she hadn’t committed. “I wasn’t myself last night,” she said coyly, playing for time.

“Bullshit,” Bosco countered. “You just saw a better deal that’s all. Left us bloody high and dry, didn’t you?”

A better deal. Andrea felt her heart skip a beat. What had Ashley gotten herself into? 

“Depends what you consider a better deal,” she purred, running her finger down Bosco’s ubiquitous beer bottle.

It was Lucas who grabbed her hand. “We’re not playing games, lady,” he said, his eyes burning holes. “You disrespected us last night, and tonight you’re stupid enough to show up again. What am I supposed to do about that?”

Andrea felt the warmth spreading down her chest, even as her panic rose. Lucas was dangerous as hell, but he was also a strong, sexy man. And if she played her cards right, she could get everything she needed. “You’re supposed to punish me,” she replied, her voice husky. 

“Now we’re talking!” Bosco nodded, running his hand up her unclad thigh, up under the hem of the black dress which was the duplicate of the one she’d bought for Ashley, the one that was supposed to make them perfect twins for a night out on the town.

Andrea ignored the boyish Australian and concentrated on Lucas, who was still clenching her hand, firmly but not painfully. He was the one she had to deal with. “Think how could it could be,” she offered. “Now that you’re pissed at me. Come on tell me about last night, every detail, get yourself real riled up, and then we’ll go in back. Like before. You, me, Bosco and Reed, too, if he’s around.”

“Reed bailed on us,” Lucas said, yanking her hand towards him, far enough to make her lean over the table. “Bosco, pinch the lady’s nipples for me.”

Bosco’s eyes lit up. Looking around a few times, to make sure no one was watching too closely, he licked his lips and slipped a hand down the bodice of her dress and under the silk bra. He gave the left nipple a good tweak, then grabbed the right while Lucas talked.

“Lady, do we look like idiots?” Lucas said, now that he had her full attention.

Andrea shook her head no, trying to mask the pain, block it out.

“Then why do you treat us that way? You think I’m buying word one of this bullshit story you’re spinning here?”

“No,” she winced. 

He nodded, thrust out his lower lip. “Good. Now we’re starting to communicate. So here’s how it’s gonna work. You’re gonna tell us the truth, and then if it’s not something really impressive, like how you ran off last night to join a convent, we three are going in back and you’re gonna show us just how sorry you are.”

Bosco snickered. “A convent, that’s good, Lucas.”

“Shut up,” Petrocelli sneered, “and put an ice cube in her cunt.”

Bosco wrinkled his forehead. “What did you say, man?”

Lucas used his free hand to slide his mixed drink across the table to his friend. “A cube of ice,” he repeated, basic enough for Bosco to understand. “I want you to take one of these with your hand and put it inside the vagina of the little slut sitting across from me, capeesh?”

Bosco licked his lips as his pupils narrowed. Andrea could see the idea intrigued him in a sick sort of way.

“Lucas, please,” she cried, trying to free her hand. “I’ll tell you the truth!”

“I know that,” he agreed, tightening his grip. “But it’s a Roman thing, early cosa nostra. Never question slaves except under torture.”

Bosco was working on fishing out an ice cube.

“So, Andrea,” Lucas beamed. “Shall we start from the beginning?”

She nodded, her lower lip pressed between her top and bottom teeth as she imagined what an ice cube would feel like inside her. The truth, she had to tell the truth. She wanted above all to protect her sister, but this was a man’s world and she was the kind of woman who couldn’t help but belong to whatever man was strong enough to stake his claim. And at this moment that man was Lucas Petrocelli.

What a little fool she’d been trying to fool him earlier!

“I have a twin,” she blurted, trying to squirm into a comfortable position. “She was here last night, pretending to be me. I don’t know what happened, but now she’s gone. I came here to find her. It’s the truth, I swear it! Please, Lucas, let me go! I’ll do anything you say! I’ll be your slave!”

Lucas leaned forward, a thin, malevolent smile on his face. “What do you think you are now, Andrea? My accountant?”

Andrea put her head to the back of his hand, kissing it profusely. “I’m your slave now, yes, of course,” she agreed, realizing her mistake. “Please forgive me, master.”

“I know what happened to your sister,” he told her. 

Andrea’s eyes watered. “Please, master, I need to know.”

“Punishment first, girl.”

“Yes, master,” she shuddered, anticipating a night of sweet, sweet torment. “Thank you, master.”

They made Andrea precede them to the rear door. She kept her eyes to the floor, Lucas having forbidden her to look anyone in the eye. At the entrance to the dungeons, the guard ignored her, letting the two men hustle her through as the property she was.

“We brought your sister here,” Bosco said, leaning over to talk directly in her ear as they grabbed her on either arm. Andrea nearly swooned from the mix of powerful emotions. Fear for her sister, guilt for herself, and above all a sick, sweet self loathing for what she was doing now—playing sex games with men who for all she knew had done something terrible to Ashley. It was the ultimate aphrodisiac: giving herself to men like this, throwing every caution to the wind. It made her dirt, lower than dirt.

“This time it’s no holds barred, sheila,” Bosco said, pushing her against the wall as soon as Lucas had closed the metal door to the room. Andrea put her hands to his chest, half-heartedly fending him off. 

“I want a kiss this time,” he demanded, his pelvis thrusting hard against her, his eyes fixing her like steel. “No more holding out.”

Andrea’s resistance melted on the spot. So Bosco had gained the secret of dominating her as well, she thought, lowering her hands to her side and offering her lips, tenderly, meekly.

Bosco took her hard, seizing the breath from her mouth and pressing his knee between her thighs. “I’m going to take you in the ass tonight, too,” he said when he’d released her. 

Andrea’s legs were like rubber. Unbidden, they gave way beneath her. Hearing Bosco demand yet a second pleasure she’d refused previously was too much for her. “Yes, sir,” she whispered, as she slid to the floor, the wall at her back. “I am yours.”

“Hey,” complained Lucas, who was watching events unfold, arms folded over his chest. “What am I, chopped liver?”

“Considering how flaccid you were with that little redhead in your office this morning, I was wondering that myself,” Bosco said.

Lucas threw up his hands. “Hey, I was on the phone to the boss in Chicago. You try concentrating on a blowjob doing that!”

As the men laughed and joked with one another Andrea took off every stitch of her clothes, so that when they finally turned their attention back to her they found her naked, kneeling, head to the floor, arms prostrate in front of her. When they are done with me, she thought, I will know where my sister is.


Chapter Six

“But Simon I do love you! Truly I do!”

Simon put Ashley’s hands at her sides for what felt like the millionth time, removing them, he hoped with finality from his chest. At the moment, they stood overlooking the city landscape in the midst of his rooftop hydroponic paradise, but she was ignoring the view and all he was trying to tell her about the growing techniques employed. This little nature tour had been Nigel’s idea, part of her gentle reconditioning as he put it. Frankly, he would as soon toss the girl out on her ear, send her packing in the foolish little car he’d been forced to hide in his own garage. 

“Ashley, I must insist that you stop this foolishness. As Doctor Owens explained to you, what you are feeling is the residue of a particular trance that I employed upon you the other night. I did so carelessly, and for ignoble purposes. In the manner employed, it should have loosened you up for a night of passion. Instead, it seems to have unleashed something deep in your subconscious.”

She threw her arms around him. “That’s right. I am Tia and you are my lord, the Pirate Captain. You have not yet seen the truth of my visions, but it is only a matter of time.”

Rice clenched his fists, resolved to resist the soft, sweet presence before him, so full of life, so utterly confident of this magical concoction she’d spun from the Slaver’s Trance. Really, he’d never seen anything like this. Not even the Grand Masters who had taught it to him in their secret Tibetan temple had spoken of such a possibility as past life regression—her as a pirates’ whore, and him a swashbuckler. It was pure nonsense. 

A good lesson, that’s what he’d learned. From now on, he’d stick to whores.

Ashley’s succulent, tiny mouth was at his ear lobe. “I beg you, rape me again, milord.”

“Ashley, do not try my patience this way, I’m warning you.” 

Ashley was on her knees, working the clasp of his pants. “All this greenery,” she proclaimed, her voice a raspy chill down his spine. “It reminds me of our island where you made me your slave.”

Simon accepted the open-air caress because he was not that much of a gentleman. There was no one but his servants here, and as for his morality, it was of a different sort than that practiced by lesser men. A self made billionaire ten times over, a former street fighter and back alley boxer from Liverpool, who’d been nicknamed the Tiger for his cruel tenacity in both business and pleasure, Simon Rice was the kind despised and feared, but ultimately respected by his adversaries. As for women, he bought and sold them. Literally.

Grunting ever so slightly, Simon sent his seed shooting into the girl’s mouth. A nymph, fifteen years his junior. A child in all but legality. “Enough,” he declared as she had the audacity to kiss his feet. “This encounter is at an end. You will go home tomorrow.”

“Please, milord, no.” She wrapped her hands round his calves, preventing his escape. “Allow me to stay and serve you.”

Simon cursed himself. He should have put her in a hospital that very night, or at least sent her packing the next morning. What had possessed him anyway, to rescue her in the first place from those buffoons at the club? She’d have done well to taste the lash for real, so she could get this romantic slavery nonsense out of her brain.

“Very well, Ashley, if you are so hell bent on staying, there is something I would have you see this afternoon.”

“Yes, milord.”

He lifted her to her feet; she weighed nothing and she was maddeningly desirable in the shorts and t-shirt he had ordered his secretary to purchase for her as part of her temporary wardrobe. “It is not going to be pleasant, young lady,” he warned. “So you can wipe that smirk off your face.”

She lowered her head, the smirk firmly in place. “I shall take a nap, then,” she declared, “to prepare myself. And besides,” she added, a twinkle in her eye, “I must check in with my Captain.”

He scowled at the blatant reference to her recurring dream world. A dose of reality was what she needed, and she would get a large one today. Let her see what real slavery is like, he told himself, and then she will return to her senses and go back to her white bread world. 

Simon considered the matter further, along with others as he leaned over the wall, fifty stories high. Perhaps he was growing soft, refusing the girl’s proffered virginity. Had he gotten so comfortable as to deny his basic needs? Why was he so attached, bothering to consult a battery of counselors and psychologists about her state of mind, the evident shock over losing a fiancée, the sudden adjustment to discovering a sibling, and the…

Simon jerked his arm at the sudden caress. It was Ashley, touching him gently with her delicate hand. “Will you rest with me,” she asked, eyes brimming with tender hope, “just for awhile, milord.”

He smiled in exasperation, running a finger over her cheek. What a strange effect the girl had! He would almost miss her come tomorrow when she was gone, safe in her mother’s house, hating him profusely as he knew she would by day’s end.

I should shatter her illusions myself, he thought grimly as he let the barefoot Ashley guide him reverently to his own bed. I should rape her myself. Then again, it was hardly her fault that her heart had been torn open, and not merely by one man, but by two. Yes, he decided, as he lay down and let the girl put her head gently on his chest, he was definitely getting soft.

***

Andrea checked the number on the door, matched it to the one scrawled on the piece of paper Lucas had given her. Adjusting her dark glasses—the ones she wore to cover her sleep deprived eyes—she tapped her small fist on the graffiti covered surface. To say she was nervous would be an understatement. Showing up in a neighborhood like this, in a short leather skirt and clingy blouse after a full night of sexual torture was risky enough. But when the person you were looking for was someone even the likes of a Lucas Petrocelli said was a ‘mean hombre’, you were taking things to a whole new ‘edge’.

The risqué outfit was Lucas’ idea. “Don’t even go near the guy unless you’re dressed to play. If he finds out later you’re a sub and you held out on him he’ll do things that’d make me blush,” he’d said.

She knocked again. Why Lucas had sent her here, to a private investigator and one-time white slaver named John Falcon was beyond her. The man’s name and address, however, had been her reward for a night spent in chains, her body at the full and merciless disposal of he and Bosco. She never had made it to the pretty brass bed, although the two of them took turns sleeping on it while the other used her. The last hour she dozed a bit, still hanging from the ceiling, while both of them slept.

“Talk to this guy,” Lucas had said, dangling a business card at her once they’d let her down and allowed her to dress. “Tell him your sister caught the eye of the Tiger. He’ll understand what that means.” He held the card a moment longer, frustrating her attempt to take it. “And remember, Andrea, don’t even try to bullshit this one. It’s ‘yes, sir’ and ‘no, sir’ all the way for you.”

Bosco had been waiting for her at the door. Taking her in his arms, he’d delivered a deep tongue kiss as he slid his hands up under her dress, taking a full proprietary squeeze of her inflamed buttocks. Still primed and needful, Andrea draped her hands onto his neck, giving him fuller access. She was a slut for wanting him to take her all over, she decided, especially when her sister needed her so bad.

“Christ,” Lucas had yelled at Bosco, “let her go already!”

“All right, all right. But you better tell her the one to watch out for is the Tiger. I’m serious, Andrea. He’s a bleeding one-man army. If we’d have known who he was in the first place, we’d never have messed with him. Lucas here is lucky to be alive, the way he went after him.”

Lucas was still yelling at Bosco, telling him to mind his own damned business as she closed the door behind her on her way out.

Andrea knocked a third time, more loudly, the corners of her eye watching the dismal corridor for unsavory characters. Why an investigator, someone whom Lucas supposedly respected lived in a tenement house was beyond her.

She shrieked as the door whisked suddenly open, a hand grabbing her from within. A moment later she had her back to the apartment wall, a gun pointed at her stomach, through the silk of her blouse. A man, shirtless, in stained jeans and a two-day growth of beard, his long mane of hair wild at the shoulders was glaring at her, pressing the barrel of the silver gun. His eyes were brown, and his chin was strong and noble.

He was gorgeous.

“You don’t look like a cop,” the man said at last, after a panty wetting thirty seconds of silently sizing her up. “How about the IRS. You with them?”

Andrea tried to focus respectfully on his face, and not on his long sculpted torso, the nipples perfectly round on his perfect pecs, the hair delicious and soft, trailing down in a mouth watering tuft under the waistband of the jeans, down to where his healthy package beckoned.

“Lucas sent me,” she said, not sure if he was joking. “I’m a client.”

He raised an eyebrow, doing something wicked to his dimples in the process. Tucking the pistol in his pants, just to the left of his crotch, he laughed dryly. “A client. That’s a good one. You drink coffee?” he asked, putting his hands on his hips.

Andrea couldn’t hold out any longer. “I’ll drink whatever you tell me to,” she rasped, slipping to her knees. “My name is Andrea. I’m a submissive, looking for my sister. She disappeared two days ago.”

Her lips trembled at the touch of his bare foot. She hoped she was doing this right. Closing her eyes, she kissed his bare skin as she imagined him making her suck his cock, or else the silver blue barrel of his pistol. 

“Good,” he said, ignoring her ministrations. “Coffee it is, then.”

From her position on all fours, she watched him walk to the kitchen of the tiny apartment and flip a switch on the coffee maker.

“Come on in and find a seat,” he told her, gesturing to the living room, which consisted of two folding chairs and about fifty boxes in various states of unpacking. The only other furniture was a lap top computer plugged into the wall.

Andrea sat gingerly on one of the chairs, perching on the edge, her bare thighs cold on the metal. She’d tried to dress appropriately, wearing stockings, garters, no panties and a half bra, one that brazenly displayed rather than protected her cleavage. 

“Thank you,” she said softly a moment later, as he handed her a cup of coffee, continuing to ignore her kinkily prepared body. So far, she noted, he wasn’t acting anything like a dominant. Was this one of Lucas’ gags? Or was this man, Falcon, making her sweat, forcing her to bare her soul and then wait till he was good and ready for her—like a cat, toying with its prey, sharp claws visible but not yet applied?

“Thank you,” she said awkwardly, taking the mug in both hands as he leaned down towards her, powerful muscle visible under his golden flesh.

“I hope you like cream and sugar,” he quipped, pulling up the other chair to sit across from her. “Since you said you were submissive, I didn’t bother to ask.”

She looked at him strangely. Was this a joke, too? Were he and Lucas in on some kind of game at her expense? Because if they were, this was very poor timing. “Look, Mr. Falcon,” she bristled, “this may seem hilarious to you, me showing up here dressed like a bimbo out of some old detective movie, but my sister’s life is at stake, so if you can’t help me, please tell me now and save me some time.”

Falcon eyed her, leaned back in the seat, looking bored. “The door’s right over there if you’re not happy with my services.”

Andrea’s jaw set hard and fast. “You’re right,” she agreed, rising to her feet and handing him back his precious coffee. “I’m not.”

“Maybe if you called me master,” he suggested.

She flashed him a hateful gaze. “Fuck you,” she hissed.

A smile crossed his lips. “Well, all right,” he exclaimed, slapping his thigh, “so you have some spunk after all.”

“Excuse me?”

He handed her back the coffee. “Sit down, Andrea.”

She did so, her heart still racing.

Falcon ran his hand over the back of his neck, flexing his biceps in the process. “There’s one thing you need to know about me up front. I don’t play bullshit S and M games anymore. I’ve seen too many people get hurt. But if you’re serious about needing a detective who knows the scene, I’m your man. And as you can tell by looking around, I need the work.”

Andrea laughed, feeling the tension melt away with his self-effacing humor. Not to mention what he was doing to her with those eyes, their color brown and warm as the liquid she was staring into to keep her equilibrium.

“I was an asshole about the coffee,” he observed. “Do you want it different?”

She took a long, delicious sip. The apology was sweet, she thought, but truly the thought of him making it for her, taking away her choices and giving her what was best made her tingly and weak all over. “It’s perfect,” she smiled.

Falcon crossed his long legs, leaned back and put his hands behind his head. “So tell me about your sister.”

Andrea told him the whole story now, as she sipped her coffee demurely. As he asked her pointed questions, especially about the club and her sister’s connections to Lucas, she did her best to be his equal, the savvy, demanding client who’d pay any price to get her sister back. The last part was true, but as for being equal, Andrea would far prefer to be at his feet right now, or kneeling so she could look up at him and answer his questions.

Lucas’ cryptic message about the Tiger seemed to bring the most reaction. The darkening of Falcon’s eyes and the tight knitting of his brow told Andrea he knew precisely what that meant. After awhile, the questions wound down and he grew silent, almost brooding. It was all she could do to keep from going to him, to console him, to soothe whatever pain was so deeply etched in his face. 

My body was made to please this man.

She shifted in her seat. What a strange notion! He was attractive, of course, and she was wont to give herself to any man with a spark of self-confidence, but this was ridiculous. Was it her lack of sleep, her fears for Ashley? More likely it was the way he’d put her off, she concluded, the way he’d made submitting to him an impossible fruit. Talk about a good way to drive a submissive crazy, she mused.

Falcon was leaning forward, putting his hand on her wrist. “This may not be easy, but we can find her. If you’ll trust me.”

Andrea nodded, trying to keep her polite, vanilla smile plastered on her face. Trust him? She’d lay down her life for him, not to mention spreading her legs at the snap of his fingers. “I do,” she said, “Trust you, I mean.”

“Good.” He flashed a perfect smile. “And I’m glad we cleared up the other thing, about the domination. Lucas is quite a kidder, isn’t he?”

“Yes,” she agreed, hiding the hole in her heart. “He certainly is.” I’ve misjudged him, she thought as she left. He isn’t so strong. Pity for him, because now she’d have to bring him down, the way she did with Tom. No middle ground, sin boldly.

***

Ashley chose the prettiest dress from among the ones Simon had provided her. She was going out with him this afternoon, so she took her time picking the perfect one. It was blue, very conservative with a hemline just above the knee. She complemented it with the pearls he’d provided, and a pair of matching shoes. It made her laugh when she thought of him telling her he didn’t want her and she should go home, when all the while he was doing things like this, buying her clothes and jewelry said something very different. 

It was important to look her best for Simon. And in a strange way, for Tia, too, who was leading such a harsh existence back on the island. The slave of pirates now, she would never know such finery as pearls or even the dignity of an untorn, unstained garment. Kept naked or in rags, Tia’s only ornaments were her chains, and of course the bright silver nipple rings her lord had given her. Unless of course one counted the brand, seared into her skin her first morning in the camp, designed to remind her that the previous night’s debauchery at her expense was no exception, but rather the rule of her new life. She wore it proudly upon her ass, a permanent sign of her lord’s possession of her body and of her soul.

Ashley drew a deep breath. Just before she’d awoken from her nap with Simon, Tia had been gathering the wood for a bonfire. There was to be a big celebration tonight, an announcement by her captain of an upcoming sea voyage, a mission of plunder on the bounding main. Tia was working her hardest, for she knew soon the decision would be made as to which of their treasures to keep and which to leave behind. The value of gold or silver is obvious and indisputable, but a female is only as valuable as her ability to work, to sexually please the man or men to whom she belongs.

Strive hard, little Tia, Ashley sighed, until I am with you again. They were together often now, for each time Ashley went to sleep, her dreams took her to the island.

Checking herself in the mirror, Ashley had to admit, she had done well. Hopefully, Simon would agree. Unlike Tom, he was really a man, a man who desired to see his woman dressed to please. She knew this about him instinctively, as surely as she knew that he was the reincarnation of the Pirate Lord and that fate had meant them to be together always.

She went now to the living room, so that Simon would not have to wait on her. Tom allowed her to keep him waiting constantly, and she’d grown to despise him for it, she knew that now. She knew lots of things now, like how she didn’t hate her sister as much as envy her ability to admit her needs. If Tom could master her, then Ashley wished them well. Truly. For if Tom had loved her, or if she had loved him, then it would have been Ashley on the bed that night, bound in leather, surrendering to his pleasure.

“You look incredible,” Simon declared, stopping short as he came into the room, dressed in a white suit and gray tie. 

Ashley blushed and lowered her eyes, for while not begrudgingly offered, the remark had a feel of confession about it, as though he’d been compelled to declare her indisputable beauty. “Thank you, milord.”

“It is I who should thank you.” She’d thought it elegant to wear her hair up, and when he rewarded her with a light touch of his fingers on her neck, she swooned, knowing it had been the right choice. 

“What you see today will disturb you, my dear,” he said, the sadness of self denial evident in his eyes, “but it is what I must do to convince you to leave me.”

“As you say, milord,” she replied softly. “I am yours to command.”

The limo ride was sweet for Ashley, as he allowed her to lay her head against his shoulder for much of the way. When she desired to go to sleep, however, curled up on his lap, he told her no, that he had no intention of having her go back there right now, meaning the island. Her disappointment at not being able to discern Tia’s progress was far outweighed by the joy of having her will thwarted by this strong, protecting man, who though he protested indifference, he nonetheless betrayed his care for her at every turn.

Letting the sound of the car lull her to a state of trance-like peace, Ashley nestled in beside Simon, so stiff and formal. As she stared at the carpeted floor, she thought how one day he will have me down there, pushing himself into my spread legs, showing me that I am his. The idea made her warm and wet and kept her occupied the rest of the trip.

Their destination was a hotel of sorts, though Simon assured her the guests were anything but tourists. Its location was in a less savory section of the city, not altogether far, she noted, from The Edge. There were men in suits at the front entrance, muscular men whose stances suggested their brute strength was reinforced by concealed firearms.

It was unlikely anyone would challenge these men, and yet the doors were locked nonetheless. A great fuss was made over Simon and Ashley as they entered, which pleased Ashley, for she enjoyed seeing him relish in his position as the boss. At his side, she felt like a captive queen.

“We will be taking a tour,” he explained, ushering her by the elbow towards the elevator. Ashley absorbed the surroundings as they walked, stunned by the elegance of the furniture, high Victorian, upholstered in red velvet. The carpet was also red, and there were exquisite paintings, some originals from the looks of them. She could hardly believe such a shabby brick exterior concealed such opulence.

“Eighth floor,” Simon said to the elevator attendant.

Ashley had thought such luxuries as manned elevators a thing of the remote past, but somehow in this setting, it seemed appropriate. There was no one in the corridor on the eighth floor. Ashley marveled at the chandeliers and mirrored walls, though it seemed a little sad to see all this beauty hidden from public view. 

Simon stopped in front of one of the long row of ornately carved doors and pulled out a key, from a ring in his pocket which one of the men downstairs had given him. The jingling sound was sexy, and it made her think of chains. She tucked her arm more tightly into his as she imagined Tia, her newly browned skin covered in a sheen of sweat as she writhed beneath her lord, her passion restrained by the metal on her wrists and ankles, and by the links running across her captive body.

The girl was waiting for them inside the room. She was lovely, a slender dark haired girl wearing a long, low cut gown, cut elegantly to cinch her tiny waist and emphasize her full breasts. She greeted them upon her knees, and Ashley wondered if she was so displayed at all times, or if she merely assumed the position upon entry of a guest.

“Mr. Rice,” she said, her cheeks flush, her smile concealing little of her trepidation. “What a surprise.”

Ashley inhaled the girl’s heat, her helpless fear. How exquisite that fear seemed in this wonderfully gilded room, trimmed in gold, a magnificent four-poster bed dominating the classic décor. Simon Rice had taste, wicked taste to be sure.

“Colleen, I wonder if you would fetch us drinks? Champagne, if you please.”

The girl was on her feet at once, scurrying with a purposefulness that belied Simon’s casual request. It had been an order. An order given to a slave. Ashley felt the heat surge through her loins as she noted on the girl’s trim ankle, just above her delicate high heel, a ring of steel. As she moved, there was a drag of chain, and Ashley realized she was shackled to the foot of the bed, limited in her motions by the generous length of glistening interlocking rings.

Simon and Ashley sat on the divan, across from the bed. When Colleen had brought the drinks, he invited her to stand before them, arms at her sides. Simon wished her to tell her story, but first, if Ashley would be so kind as to help her undress?

“Is she your slave?” Colleen asked, as Ashley rose smoothly to do Simon’s bidding.

“No,” he replied stiffly. “Please proceed.”

Ashley’s eyes met the slave’s, a single glance exchanging more than she could ever say in words. They were sisters. Ashley smiled shyly as she moved to help her pull up the gown. It came off in a single, graceful motion, a motion designed to please the man before them. Beholding the girl’s alabaster beauty (she was nude save for garter belt and stockings) Ashley sank to her knees, intent on stripping her clean, bare before their master.

Stealing a glance at Simon’s obvious hard-on, Ashley put her face to the girl’s inner thigh, kissing, delicately. She would use her teeth, to lower the stockings. The only hindrance would be Colleen’s shackled left ankle. They would deal with that in time.

“Tell us how you came to be here,” Simon said, trying to maintain an air of business.

Colleen began to speak, her voice slightly breathless as Ashley worked her tongue and fingers up and down her legs. The particularities were lost as Ashley focused on the feel, the texture of Colleen’s skin. She had been a model, or aspiring to such when a man offered her lucrative work in a strip bar. She’d fallen in with hard-core elements, and had ended up selling herself to support a drug habit. As her debts mounted, the ‘note’ on her was bought up by an agent of Rice’s, who determined a more permanent solution.

“Turn around for Ashley,” Simon commanded.

Colleen obeyed, revealing perfect cheeks, the left incised with a small mark, a trident emblazoned in a circle, the whole of it consisting entirely of deep grooves burnt into the girl’s flesh.

“What is that mark?” Simon asked, taking the tone of an interrogating attorney who already knows the answer to every question he asks.

“It is my brand,” Colleen said, her voice a rapturous whisper.

“What does it mean?”

“That I am the property of Trident Entertainment.”

Trident. Ashley had heard of it. A subsidiary of an even larger company, on a global scale which her mother—and therefore she herself—had stock in.

“What is your function?”

“To serve the clients of Trident, providing one hundred percent customer satisfaction.”

“To what are the customers of Trident entitled?”

“To use my body in any way which pleases them, so long as they do not draw blood or inflict permanent damage as defined in usage contracts.”

“How long have you been here?”

“Six months, sir.” Colleen shifted uneasily as Ashley kissed the brand, ran her cheeks across its hardness.

“And before that?”

“A brothel in Tijuana.” 

Ashley was licking her now, running her gritty tongue over the grooves of Colleen’s mark.

“And the terms of your service there?”

“I was chained to a small cot. For roughly fifty cents I could be used in any orifice.”

“Were you clothed?”

“I was naked at all times.”

“What you describe is illegal, is it not?”

“The police were among our best customers. I was often raped by their batons as well as their cocks.”

“Touch yourself, Colleen, massage your clitoris, and tell us, what is your future?”

“I—I belong to Trident,” Colleen shivered as she placed her hands where he had told her, her backside undulating invitingly before her master.

Unable to resist, Ashley crouched between Colleen’s legs, intent on licking her clit from behind. 

 “Ashley,” Simon said sternly, “come back and sit down. Now.”

Ashley obeyed, though it seemed inappropriate for her to sit on the couch, fully clothed in the presence of another of her kind. A naked slave.

“Turn about, now, Colleen. Lie on your back, draw your legs to your chest and bring yourself to orgasm. As you do, tell us again, what is your future?”

Her breath came in short spurts. “Trident owns me,” she said. “My future is in their hands.”

Simon reached across to grab Ashley’s hand, preventing her from touching his clothed penis. “Pay attention, Ashley. Colleen, will you ever be free?”

“No,” Colleen declared, “no, sir.” She tossed her head from side to side, a pretty, wicked owned slut in high heels, showing off her pussy as she stroked for them.

Ashley sighed, feeling the juices between her thighs. “Please,” she begged Simon. “May I get down and suck you?”

“No!” Simon roared, rising to his feet. “Have you understood nothing? Must I go to the next level in this little demonstration?”

Ashley felt herself grow feint as he took the belt from its loops. On the floor, Colleen continued her motions, lost in her own forced pleasures, oblivious to the pain she might be about to receive.

“Simon, please don’t!” Ashley cried, interposing her kneeling body between Rice and his intended target. “Do it to me instead! It is I who deserve your wrath!” She put her hands to the neckline of her dress. “Say the word, and I will tear the clothes from my body. Teach me, Simon. Teach me to fear your belt, teach me to fear your cock. Teach me as you taught Tia.”

He very nearly struck her then, his manhood surging as he beheld the small, vulnerable target below him: the girl, crouching, head to the floor, enticing, maddening ass poking in the air, soft, silky hair in disarray at his feet. Compared to her, what other woman mattered? What was Colleen or any of the others in this place, or in the brothels and clubs he owned or even the harems he stocked for Middle Eastern sheiks? They were nothing, that’s what they were, nothing in comparison to the infuriating, tempting, insolent, virgin Ashley.

Simon roared in rage as he snapped the belt down onto the floor, avoiding both girls. How he longed to release his fury, his passion on this virgin imp. How would she look submitting to him he wondered, her angelic face lit up and dreamy as he filled her to the quick with his aching cock. Like the Pirate Lord, when he took Tia.

Simon pressed his fingers into his skull. Now she had him thinking like this, dreaming of her ridiculous ghosts! And what was he doing here, anyway, playing house with a Trident whore, trying to please Ashley and convince her to pretty please go home now? For heaven’s sake, was he no longer a man?

If ever there was a time to get his house in order this was it. Lifting Ashley to her feet, he told her that the games were over. She was playing at something real and dangerous and it was time for her to make a choice. Thrusting his ring finger in her face, revealing the non-descript triple bands, each in a different base metal, he said, “Do you see this? This is a symbol of Trident. Trident is not just videos and pop music. It’s flesh trade. High end. This woman here belongs to me, Ashley. I could do anything to her, anything at all and get away with it. The law means nothing. And I like it that way. Do you know why I was at the club that night? Because it’s mine, Ashley. I own it. And do you know what I did to the men who wanted to hurt you? Nothing. As far as I was concerned, you got what you deserved for coming in there. The only reason I intervened was that I wanted you myself. That’s right, I smelled out your virginity, and it tempted my jaded palate. I was on the way to conquest, when you slid into the stratosphere on me, spouting all that stuff about pirates. Not wanting a lawsuit, I nursed you back to health. Well now I’m done, and I want you out of my life. And don’t say a word about love, Ashley. I love no one. I don’t even like women. I own them, I fuck them. I sell them. That’s all. Are we clear now, once and for all?”

Ashley lowered her head to the floor at his feet. “I do not wish to leave. I wish to be owned by you.”

“Very well then! Colleen, you are my witness. I tried to employ reason! Get up, Ashley; we are going to make your wish come true.”

“Do you mean it?” she asked, as he dragged her down the hall by the arm, having left the hapless Colleen on the floor, still recovering from her flood of climaxes.

“Never more serious,” he assured her. “When we are done with you, you will make Colleen look like a dominatrix by comparison.”

“Thank you,” she whispered, as she stumbled to the car. “Thank you, a thousand times.”

“Don’t thank me, girl. You haven’t a clue what you have let yourself in for.”


Chapter Seven

“Just a minute!” Andrea called, having already decided to keep him waiting at the door as long as possible. “I’m not decent.”

Actually she was to die for, clothed in pale blue latex, a second skin that began at mid thigh and ran no higher than the hollow of her breasts. Only one shoulder was covered, and as for what the dress did for her ass, suffice it to say it would make a dead man blush. The hair, in turn, was a sexy counter statement, upswept and tasteful. As a finishing touch, she wore diamonds, earrings and a choker with subtle but definite implications for a man of Falcon’s background.

Andrea giggled, thinking Tom would have loved the shoes, open toed, wispy silver things with long nasty heels. Painting her toes ice blue was of course a stroke of genius. Examining herself in the mirror, Andrea ran her hand up her flat torso, up under her breasts, which were bare underneath. Underwear just didn’t cut it with this ensemble, though from the outside the outfit still screamed ‘normal wholesome pinup girl’.

She would seduce John Falcon tonight, she decided, adding a bit of frost to her ideally shaped lips, or else kill him in the process. Andrea smiled at her reflection. Things were going her way again. She’d lined up Falcon to find her sister and gotten kudos and grateful hugs from Libby in the process, plus she was certain now she could control this new man. It made her laugh the way she handled him on the phone, telling him in no uncertain terms that he would take her along tonight to The Edge as he started his investigation.

“I work alone,” he’d grumbled, in typical male fashion.

“Well now you have a partner,” she’d told him. “Assuming you do want to get paid.”

Falcon was silent at first, but in the end he agreed to pick her up at her hotel by nine. You have to handle men, she thought, arranging a carefully chosen strand of loose hair. In the end, they are all putty in your hands even Lucas and Bosco, with their tough guy routine. Hadn’t they just given her what she wanted, after all, and on her terms, treating her to the rough sex she craved and then telling her what she wanted to know about Ashley?

No more knuckling under, she vowed, walking coolly and seductively to the door. From now on, she would take care of herself, and her men—bringing them to their knees, like she did with Tom. Dad would be proud of me, she thought. In fact, if things went well, she would call him, maybe get the family together for a reunion when all this was over.

“Why, John!” she cried, oozing saccharine surprise though it was already nine thirty. “I didn’t expect you so soon.” 

He looked at her, hands in the pockets of his leather jacket. He was scrumptious this way, hair slicked back and tied in a pony tail, clean shaven, smelling so fresh, arrogantly filling out his t-shirt and jeans.

“So, what do you think?” she asked, thrusting out her left hip, doing her best Vanna White. “Do I clean up pretty good or what?”

John shook his head. “There’s no way you’re going to The Edge dressed like that.”

Andrea stared in disbelief. “And exactly what’s wrong with my dress?”

He shrugged. “It’s too vanilla for one thing.”

 Too vanilla? Was he for real? 

“How’s this for vanilla?” she challenged, peeling up the hem of her dress to give him a flash of neatly shaved, perfumed beaver.

Falcon narrowed his gaze. “All right, that’s the last straw. Excuse me, please.”

Andrea tried unsuccessfully to lay a wet kiss on his neck as he brushed past her, moving with clinical precision.

“Falcon, are you gay?” she demanded, hot on his heels.

He laughed as he knelt to look under the head of her bed. “You really are a conceited little thing, aren’t you?”

“What the hell are you doing down there?” she asked, ignoring his childish insult. “Have you gone mad?”

“Checking on a little insurance,” he said, straightening himself to his full five foot ten inches. “Andrea, I don’t know how to put this in a way you’ll understand. The person we are after, the Tiger, is a very dangerous man by the name of Simon Rice. For him, whips and handcuffs aren’t a parlor game, they are a way of life. Women who get mixed up with him disappear, Andrea, and men, too. If I’m to find your sister, I have to be able to move freely, unencumbered.”

“I can move freely,” she said huskily, slithering towards him attempting to place a hand on his crotch. “And I’m great undercover.”

Falcon seized her wrist in midair. “No, Andrea, you’re not. You’re about as subtle as a five hundred pound gorilla in a china shop.”

“You’re hurting me!” she lied. “And it’s not a gorilla in a china shop, it’s a bull.”

“Whatever. And for your information, this is not even close to the pain you’ll be in for if Rice gets hold of you. I assure you, the man plays for keeps.”

Andrea tried to tug on his hand, with her whole weight, using his arm as a swing, but all she succeeded in doing was ending up on her knees. “For a man who doesn’t like dominating, you sure are a bully!” she cried. “And don’t think I don’t know what you’re trying to get me to do down here with my mouth at your crotch.”

John brought her back to her feet, grabbing both her wrists this time. “Andrea, I really don’t have time for this. I’m going to ask you one more time. Will you promise to stay in your room tonight till I come back?”

“No! I’m going to the club with you tonight, whether you like it or not!”

John nodded. “That’s what I thought you’d say. You leave me no choice, then.”

“What are you doing?” she cried, as he pulled a pair of handcuffs from his pocket and slapped one of the bracelets on her right wrist. “Get that off of me, you bastard!”

“Sorry, kiddo, it’s too late for negotiating,” he said, pulling a second pair of cuffs from his pocket.

“More cuffs?” she cried. “And I’m supposed to believe you’re not into bondage?”

Falcon lifted her in his arms and deposited her on the bed. “It’s security,” he explained. “For your own good.”

Holding her squirming stomach down with one hand, he used the other to link up the cuffs, securing the free end to the bed frame. 

“Much better,” he said grimly, having made her a prisoner on her own bed. “Now I can work in peace.”

Andrea tugged uselessly on the chain. “I’ll scream,” she threatened.

“I anticipated that,” he nodded, producing a rubber ball gag. “Will you behave, or do I have to use this?”

Andrea lifted her hips seductively. “I haven’t behaved so far, have I?”

“This isn’t a joke. I’m trying to save your life—or at least your freedom.”

“Maybe I don’t want to be free,” she taunted, her eyes glazing. “Look, Falcon, you showed me who’s boss. You win. I stay here in chains, you go to the club. Is there any law says you can’t enjoy your victory a little before you leave? I’m good, everyone tells me I fuck as good as I look.” She ran her free hand over her body, advertising its potential, from her ripe breasts down to her sopping pussy. “It’s here for the taking, Handcuff Man.”

He watched as Andrea dug her heels into the bed and spread her legs, giving him an unencumbered view. His expression was unreadable. 

“Admit it. You hate me,” she taunted, tracing her long fingernails down her nether lips and inserting the fingers of her free hand. “You’ve pegged me as an ignorant, shallow slut, a BDSM wanna be, a poseur. You’re dying to teach me my place, make me beg and come and squeal all night. You’ve been turned on since the beginning, but you needed a reason to want me. Well, now I’m going to give you one—a chance to hate me. You know why my wholesome sister went to a BDSM club? Because she caught me scening with her fiancée. That’s right, he had his cock up my slutty ass, he was riding me, and I was collared and harnessed, too, totally nude on his bed.”

Andrea started undulating, trying to bring herself off. “I know that makes you want to punish me, Johnny Boy. But wait—” she put her cum soaked hand to her lips in mock distress. “Oh dear, I forgot. You aren’t into BDSM. Oh, well.”

Falcon smiled wryly. “That’s true,” he agreed. “Of course, if I were, the way I would torture a girl like you wouldn’t be to fuck her; it would be to not fuck her.”

Andrea froze in mid stroke. “What do you mean?”

“You’re a smart girl, think about it. Now, I’ll ask you once more, will you promise to be quiet?”

“If you kiss me first.”

“That settles it then.” He popped the ball in her mouth, securing the straps behind her head with a tiny padlock, one her free hand would never be able to release. “I’ll be back later,” he said. “Anything you need in the meantime? A blanket to cover with, more pillows. You can watch TV if you like.”

She flipped him her middle finger.

“No TV it is. Of course, I do hope you realize there’s no escape. I’m putting up the Do Not Disturb and I’m going to pay the desk clerk good money to see you’re not bothered in any way. You won’t mind if I take the money from your purse, will you? Consider it part of my expenses.”

She flashed a withering glance, then did her best to ignore him as he carefully counted out the money, wrote a receipt and put it in her purse with her wallet.

“Wish me luck, then,” he said, turning off the light on his way out. “Try to get some sleep. And by the way, when a real submissive begs for sex, she does so in silence, offering up her pussy, not touching it, not saying a word, begging with her eyes.”

Andrea started fighting as soon as he was gone. The first thing she tried to do was get off the bed, but when she tried rolling herself, she discovered she wasn’t close enough to the edge. By twisting herself, she did manage to kick the wall a few times, doing a half summersault, but this grew tiring very fast. Kicking the lamp over didn’t do any good, either. As for pulling on her chained wrist, all that got her was a chafed wrist.

At long last, she lay still. He’d really done it, hadn’t he? Made her a prisoner, gotten his way. No one had ever done that to her before. The frat games were just that, games, played with steel and rope and lots of beer. But this was no fraternity boy; this was a grown-up man who’d decided to keep her a prisoner on her own bed. Damn it, why was she still so horny? The bastard was long gone—why did her pussy do stuff like this to her?

Could it be that being chained against her will was the cause of her arousal? There was a sobering idea: Andrea Daniels enjoying hardcore domination, actually getting off on her total lack of control of the situation. She thrust a greedy hand into her pussy. Might as well get comfortable, she thought. It was going to be a long night. But what to fantasize over? The bellhop who brought room service today was pretty cute, or maybe one of the soccer players she’d seen in the lobby?

Andrea tried them all, but in the end, she was frustrated. She couldn’t help it, all she could think of was Falcon, and what he’d done to her. How she had to lay like this in her scandalous dress, unable to get up or even go pee, and how she’d have to stay this way till he came back, till he decided to let her go. Flashes of heat moved down her cheeks and to her breasts and belly. Suddenly it didn’t seem like a game, lording it over men with her easy submissiveness, controlling them with her come hither beauty, making them feel like conquerors, like men.

She took her hand from her pussy. He’d said the way he’d punish a girl would be by frustrating her. Andrea put her free hand over her head, as though it, too, were bound. She spread her legs, as far as she could, till the hem of her short dress had ridden up to her waist. She imagined this was the way Falcon had ordered her to wait, burning, open, and unsatisfied. For hours if he so desired. Andrea moaned into her gag, a shadow prisoner, in her dark room. On the verge of orgasm, and yet denied. Clothed, and yet utterly bare to the man’s devices. 

And at this very moment (and here was the most arousing thing of all) he was out there, with her money, her key, visiting a sexy club, maybe thinking of her, maybe not. But always knowing, in the back of his mind, that she was there for him and him alone, in his chains, locked away.

The saliva dribbled from Andrea’s mouth in a steady stream, staining the bed. Her swollen nipples pressed at the latex as her fragrant pussy wafted the smell of her submission. Never had she felt like more of a slut. Falcon had put her in her place, all right. Single-handedly, he’d made her horny enough to fuck a boatload of bellhops, but denied her to anyone but himself. 

Over and over, she thought of touching herself, but she couldn’t bring her hand down to her sweet spot. Not without permission. How she wanted him to come back for her, to walk in the door, to sink himself deep and hard into her softness, till she cried and begged and submitted. Submitted for real, in the way Falcon told her real slaves did, using only their eyes, their captive bodies.

Your body was made to please this man, she thought, the oddly phrased remark coming to her twice in as many days, filling her every nook and cranny till it obscured all else, a mantra to still the agony, the struggle. Please, she begged, please.

***

“You are mine for the next two weeks,” the silver blonde woman said, looking at Ashley from across the mahogany desk. “And according to these papers, I am allowed anything, anything at all, with the exception of vaginal penetration.” She took off her glasses, put them down on Ashley’s folder. “You do realize,” she said, leaning forward, her face a mask of deadly seriousness. “That I am going to break you?”

Ashley stared at her shoes, the same ones she’d worn to the secret slave hotel. It was the same dress, too, because he’d never let her change, but had had the driver take her upstate, up a long winding road, well off the highway. Another of his men, clearly there for security purposes had ridden along. Rice had been a perfect gentleman on the way, though she’d wished otherwise.

“I want to see Simon,” she said, holding her back straight and proud. “I belong to him and him alone.”

The woman, who was wearing pearls and a gray skirt suit and whose hair was high up on her head, and who was pretty enough to work in real estate, inclined her eyes very slightly, signaling something to the two guards who were standing behind Ashley. The men were dressed in riding boots, khaki pants and white shirts, open to the waist. They had wide leather belts, with straps across the shoulders. The woman reached out, slapping Ashley, just hard enough to get her attention.

“That, my dear, was a love tap. Don’t try to keep on my good side, I don’t have one. My job is to train female slaves and I am quite good at it. When I’m done with you, you will think, speak, act and respond as a slave. You will come like a slave, fellate like a slave, look like a slave. The pleasure of your superiors will not only be the first thing on your mind, it will be the only thing. I can assure you, your days of eating at tables, sitting in chairs and shopping for shoes are at an end. Whoever ultimately buys you may feel differently, but so long as you are here, I will see to it you are taught slavery. Consider that slap a little gift which you can’t possibly appreciate right now. I won’t ask if you understand. You can’t, and it wouldn’t matter if you did. The important thing to remember is that things will be done to you, things you will be powerless to prevent. Your three rules are submit, submit and submit. That is all.”

She inclined her head to the guards once more, causing them to seize Ashley’s arms in a grip of steel, pulling her back to the door. “One more thing,” the woman called out. “These men are called Handlers. They will handle you. I am the Keeper. I will keep you. From this moment on you will not speak.”

 Within minutes of hearing the Keeper’s words, Ashley was learning her first lesson, naked, on all fours, the scraps of her torn clothing around her as the two Handlers worked her, one making use of her mouth, the other her anus. After awhile, they switched places, though neither one ejaculated inside her. Instead, they taught her to kneel up, a technical position where the girl squats on her heels, head raised, alert and ready. The legs must be kept spread, a rule she learned by the corrective presence of the riding crop across her shoulders and the instep of one of the Handler’s boots at her crotch, widening her stance.

Ashley could imagine a number of purposes to the position. In this case, it allowed both of the men to ejaculate on her face. Because the girl’s hands belong behind her head, she is unable to interfere with whatever may be happening. They made her wait like this, the come drying on her face, as their erections subsided. This complete, the penises were again aimed at her head, only this time the stream was warm, liquid, gushing on her cheeks and breasts and trickling down her belly.

And how now she was just kneeling there, legs spread, waiting for the leash and collar so they could lead her, crawling to a tiny cage where her only bath would consist of a hosing, daily administered to the girls in their cages. What kind of girl would submit to this and did these men enjoy it or was it a job? Sleep, she needed sleep. 

The cage wasn’t so terrible. It was secure and quiet. It must be very late at night, she decided, for the other girls, the other new slaves, were sleeping. There were seven other cages she could see, laid out across the room. High fluorescent lights shone from the ceiling, but these were turned down as soon as they had put Ashley in place. She had to enter the cage on her hands and knees. She’d heard one of the Handlers laughing about her ass, and how there was come on it, oozing out. To hurry her in, a whip was applied, lightly, just hard enough to make her feel like a slave.

She could have sat up, but she chose to lay flat, curled up. She laid her head by the empty water dish. Thoughts flashed through her mind, images of the swirling days that had passed since she’d seen Tom and Andrea together. That seemed a lifetime ago now. Really, she had them to thank for helping her discover her true identity. How jealous her mother and sister would be now! Ashley, the naïve one, surpassing them both, attaining the level of a full slave. Lifestyle slave as it were.

Simon’s slave, though she might never see him again. She hadn’t asked and nothing was said the entire ride to the Center. It wouldn’t have seemed fitting. He’d simply left her at the door, his face expressionless. Such a proud man! Such an enigma. How she loved him so. Enough to obey him, enough to fulfill her own destiny.

A slave’s lot is hard, Ashley hears in her sleep, as she slips sweetly into the land of her other existence. A slave’s lot is indeed hard. She cannot help but love her master, and yet the master, to be worthy of the name, cannot overly care for her, or allow his will to be shaken. These words were spoken to Tia, by an ancient one, one of the old pirates, who spoke grandly and effusively from the bottom of his bottle of rum. He alone among the pirates takes the time to speak with her, and though she must serve him sexually as all the others, he is content for her to stroke him lightly, spilling his paltry seed upon the ground. He is nearly blind, wizened, his skin brown and shriveled like a raisin. In his prime, he was a captain, the mentor of her Pirate Lord.

At the moment, Tia hates her lord, for he has just announced at the feast that they shall set sail, once again upon the deep seas. It is the hunting season, when once again the ships of Spain, fat and slow, laden with gold, plod their way across the billowing waves. Tia will not go. She is to be auctioned off at a nearby island, where there is a market for rare and exotic goods. Ivory from the sun drenched plains, jade from the east, savory spices from India, and females, lithe and vital, sluts of every race, whores who dance to the lash and kiss the feet of strong men.

Tia weeps. Upon her knees, her hand on the old man’s cock, cheek upon his bony thigh. A sip of rum he gives her and a song, an ancient song, sung by the seafarers of the ghost ships, lost in the recesses of time. His ancient hand upon her back, gives comfort. She has been whipped tonight, by her lord, on account of her begging to stay with him. He brooked no weakness, no sentimentality, and he was merciless with her. By the hair he dragged her, to man after man of the drunken lot, till one would take her and fuck her. With the whip he struck her, seeking her humiliation. Only the ancient one would take her tonight. He alone holds his liquor, proud and strong, perched upon his log, like a parrot, like an old sea dog.

Tia goes to sleep at his boots, beside the log. In his day the old man would have ravished her, she knows this. But now, all is sweet sleep. In her cage, at the fulcrum of her life’s journey, Ashley sleeps as well. She smiles, knowing that contrary to what the Keeper says, she will not be broken. For she will be Tia and Tia will be her. And together, they will find their peace, embracing their fullest captivity in the arms of their true masters, whomever they may be.

***

Falcon returned to the hotel well past four in the morning. He had a vague sense of guilt for leaving Andrea so long. It had been necessary, of course, because a woman like that, so headstrong and passionate would have interfered, distracted, ruined completely his chances to learn anything about the last known whereabouts of her twin, Ashley.

Was the twin as beautiful as Andrea? he wondered.

There was a strange thought. The kind of voice that comes to you in the wee hours, when you know you’ve stayed up too late. He punched in the number on the elevator. Andrea was a very sexy girl, no doubt. An incredible combination of innocence and wanton sensuality. A little girl, in a woman’s body, with the desires of a thousand year old whore. Women like this were dangerous. He’d had his fill of taming them for one lifetime. If he had a nickel for each one—well, you know how that story goes.

She was a submissive. She had that much right about herself. It was just she hadn’t really touched her own core. And she had an imagination too, and spunk. The man who claimed her would have to give her lead, allow her certain freedoms. Ten years ago, maybe he’d have done it. But he was too old. Thirty-eight, to be exact. That sounded young sure, but he’d seen too much, gone too far.

He found Andrea asleep on her belly, one leg dangling on the floor. Her ass, round, and lean was fully exposed and it looked like she had been struggling to the end. The crazy kid had red marks all over her wrist, like she was actually trying to slip the handcuff or remove her own hand. He ought to wake her, tell her what he’d learned, that he now had a pretty good idea where Simon Rice had taken Ashley and that come morning he was going to check it out, bringing a couple of well muscled buddies of his.

Breaking into an operation of Rice’s wouldn’t be easy. And if anyone should know, it would be John Falcon, his former chief of security and number one slave hunter. Andrea proved to be a sound sleeper. The little thing had worn herself out. If only she knew how adorable Falcon found her, with her haughtiness and sluttiness and false bravado.

Damn, he was tired. In one night, he’d gone from the Edge to a bistro on the south side and finally to a stakeout a discrete distance from 234 Central, headquarters of Trident, in which Rice kept a secret penthouse, a location known only to his top operatives. It was hats off to the working men of the world for giving him the clues he needed to follow Ashley’s trail thus far. The bouncer at The Edge had seen Ashley—whom he mistook for Andrea—take off in Rice’s limo and had overheard him tell the driver to take them to Cirelli’s. 

According to a bartender there, one of Rice’s security men had bragged that when the boss got this new little cookie home (she was apparently drugged or in a trance) he was going to dip his wick for once, too. The man had mentioned Trident, and that was when Falcon remembered the penthouse. Staking it out revealed nothing. Rice was no fool. What he would be able to find at Trident tomorrow, he had no idea. Ashley could be anywhere by now. A brothel in Singapore, a cheap nightclub in Tijuana, or in the private dungeon of a Japanese executive. 

He hadn’t the heart to tell all this to Andrea. Which was odd, because in his line of work he was anything but sentimental. Taking the case had been odd, too. Sure, he could pad up a pretty big bill, just to tell them in the end what he already knew—the girl was long disappeared into the fleshpots of the 21st century slave trade—but that wasn’t his style. So why didn’t he just tell Andrea to piss off? And why in blazes had he told her—pretty damned near promised her—he could find her needle of a twin sister in a haystack?

Falcon looked down, realized he’d taken off the girl’s shoes, covered her in the comforter and taken off the handcuffs. Christ, was he going to tuck her in now, too. Time for a drink, he decided, time to raid the wet bar and remind himself what he was: a has been, a drunk of the worst kind, the sort who lacks not only his present dignity, but even any record of past dignity. Swallowing the tiny scotch bottle whole, Falcon made his decision. He was going to take himself off the case. A note would be best. “Thanks for thinking of me, but go hire yourself a real detective,” or something like that.

“Falcon?”

John heard the forlorn whisper. Something gripped his gut. Failure, guilt, or just plain lust, it was all the same at this point. “Shh,” he soothed.

“But my sister.” 

Andrea had gotten out of bed and come to him. She had tears in her eyes. She’d read his lack of hope, written all over his face and her balloon had crashed, her crazy soaring hot air balloon, in one fell swoop. Blast it, was he really all she had? “Andrea, it’s all right, kid. We won’t give up.”

Tough, ready-to-play Andrea was a blithering mess, sobbing out parts of the story, indicting herself all over again, consumed by her own overwhelming helplessness. Without really thinking about it, he found himself lifting her into his arms and bringing her back to bed. Her eyes were big and shy, emptied of bravado as she asked if he would lie with her, just a little while. It was no game now, just the little girl in her, the barely adult woman up past her bedtime, in over her head.

He felt like a babysitter. Or was it more than that?

She read the struggle in him as he laid her down, intent on leaving, on fighting his feelings. “Please, Falcon. I’m a brat, I know. But I’m so goddamned scared right now.”

He touched her cheek, drawn in like a moth to her flame. Andrea was an easy kisser, as he’d expected. She reached up, molded her lips to his with art and flair, and she held nothing back. God, what a nymph, he thought, a total and utter nymph. She wanted this, willing her body to press against him, but still, he ought to know better, ought to be thinking for the both of them.

“This dress,” she said huskily, “get it off me. I hate it.”

Andrea put her hands over her head, arched her back, so the latex rode up in one easy motion. When it reached her wrists, he left it there, using his hands to hold her this way, breasts proffered, body still and pinned for his pleasure. He had a condom in his pocket—hell, he had everything in these pockets. She took him in like a tidal pool, like he’d been her master of a thousand years.

“Yes,” she moaned over and over, sucking in tight little breaths through teeth clenched lower lip. “Harder. Do it harder.”

Falcon reared back his head and roared like a lion. It had been too long; forever in some ways. Unable to hold back, he drove her onward, towards climax. He’d come inside her, he took her head upon his chest, sweet breath blowing the curly hairs, lulling them both to sleep.


Chapter Eight

“Hello, Libby.”

Elizabeth Van Voorst blinked her tired eyes, bloodshot, cried out from days of a mother’s worst nightmare. A disappeared child. “Hello, Malcolm,” she replied, just that simply, having no emotion left to respond in any other way, even to this man, her best friend, her long lost love and the source of the greatest pain a woman could ever have. “Would you like to come in?”

She’d been expecting Andrea. Her daughter had been excited on the phone, saying there was a breakthrough, that the detective she’d hired had a lead on Ash’s whereabouts. On a whim, she’d given the servants the day off and told Andrea to drive over, so they could talk. It was long overdue. But now it seemed it would have to wait a little longer.

“I would, yes,” he nodded, a quite routine smile on his face as though he too had no extraordinary reserves of energy on which to draw. Ashley was his daughter, too, after all. He’d as much right to be upset as she did.

“I can put some coffee on.” 

He was following her, and she wished he wasn’t. In these little shorts, her top consisting of a halter, she was far too vulnerable to be under the man’s gaze. Even after all these years, and even in the midst of the greatest crisis either had ever faced as parents, she was still feeling a surge of libido.

“I don’t want to trouble you,” he said, taking a place at one of the two islands in the newly remodeled south kitchen. 

She smiled, tried to concentrate on the details of the coffee making. He hadn’t lost a beat in twenty years. The way he filled his jeans, the way his forearms peeked out below the rolled up cotton shirt, the dimpled chin, the eyes, the hair, barely gray at the temples. This was still a magnificent specimen of manhood, she decided, ungluing her eyes, reaching for the coffee.

Tiptoes. She was putting herself on tiptoes. Her bare feet tingling on the tile. Having to reach back, further and further. Why couldn’t she reach it? Why had someone pushed it so far back in the cupboard? The price of living with so many servants, she supposed.

“Allow me.”

Libby drew a ragged breath. He had come up behind her, his hip against hers. So different, so strong against her softness, and yet such an excellent fit after so many years. Libby turned, and he was waiting, coffee in hand, his arms positioned just so. How could she not obey the gravity, the logic of his being like this? How could she deny the inevitability of a kiss?

“We shouldn’t,” she whispered, shaking her head, her breath leaking into his mouth. It wasn't hypocrisy, really. She’d neither sought him out nor fought him off. Damn it, he should know better. He was the dominant.

When he reached for her again, she slapped him. Libby regretted the action at once. It was wrong, against the nature of things for her to do such a thing. Kneel, Libby, came the voice, deep from within. In your shorts, and halter, nearly naked for him anyway, kneel as the wench you are and beg forgiveness. Do it, Libby, now, before he puts you over his knee.

“It’s all right, Libby.” His hand on the side of her face was there to soothe and reassure her, she knew it. “We’re both worried sick about Ashley.”

Libby put her head against his chest. There were things they could never sort out, never repair. Even an ordinary, vanilla relationship after all this time would be impossible—both of them being different people, half a lifetime having passed them by. Stony seconds of silence passed, his body stiff, not engaged, and then slowly, agonizingly, his hand came to rest uneasily upon her back, upon naked skin. 

Libby tensed now. He is doing a male thing, generic, she thinks, something written in the genes: woman melts and shivers, man protects. But he has to know the symbolism between them—how could he have forgotten the meaning, the sacred truth between them concerning this very contact—male hand on small of female’s back. Malcolm and Libby. Master and slave.

Her knees begin to buckle. Has he forgotten that he had trained her to orgasm this way, or is he deliberately playing with her? She lowers her head. She cannot orgasm now, not after all these years, it isn’t fair. Her mind is tricking her, that’s all.

It all comes back to her now, how he would touch her so, even in the midst of a crowd, reminding her of his power, evoking in her body its ancient memory of takings and of givings. In a restaurant, dancing, or at a party, his hand shepherding her to the door. The touch of fingers on her back, the constant reminder of her condition. The very signal that passed for them as sacred union, stronger than marriage. 

Libby is no longer able to stand. She is going down, down to her knees, trembling fingers tearing at her own clothes, orgasm wracking her, unwanted, utterly inconvenient. A conditioned response, taught to her, ingrained in her all those years ago in her training, a careful chain of cause and effect, creatively and lovingly laid upon her.

It is an animal’s reflex. That of a slave, a trained girl. Even after twenty years, she is apparently still his. Though her brain and heart have moved on, her body is still his. Or is it the crisis at hand—the building of unbearable tension which leads her back to this sole addiction, as a former smoker decides to light up, just this once?

“Libby?” his voice is a fierce whisper as he pulls her to her feet, sparing her from a fevered self stripping, pulling her from the brink of total abasement. It is a question he poses, a call of recognition as much as a warning.

Her face reddens. What a slut she is. Her child is missing and she wants to get laid. “Oh, Malcolm, spank me, please, make my ass turn to fire! If you only knew how much I’ve missed you, how I needed you! All the lonely wasted years. Oh, God, how I’ve hated you, too! Spank me, now!”

Malcolm’s face is a sea of emotion. Through the years, the sea of changes, she can still read many of them. But can she push his buttons? Instinctively, fury filled, a she bear, her family threatened, she reaches out, her fingers like claws. This time he intercepts, his fingers closing on her wrist. She gasps from the feeling of capture, feels the very blood surging through his veins and down to his fingertips. Her hand is held high but she yearns to kneel. He denies her.

Their eyes parry, hers blinking, telegraphing need, his, infinitely sad, probing. She hopes there is no pity. It would be more than she could stand. Proudly, undaunted, she reaches for her halter top, tears it away to bear her breasts. “Do it, Malcolm,” she hisses, no longer certain if it spells salvation or doom. “Do it to me and then go—possess me then never speak to me again.”

Malcolm shoves her over the countertop, pulls down her shorts and beneath them her panties. She moans, her cheek pressed into the counter top as his hand finds her center, spanking her in the way only he can. Hard and efficient, upon one ass cheek and then the other. On tiptoes, she yields, taking the discipline of a man, the one she loves and hates, the one who should have been with her to raise her daughter, her missing daughter.

“Why?” she cries out, her voice directed to the sugar bowl, “Why did you do it?”

She is fighting now, she wants to hit him and punish him, too. It is his fault, both their faults. He lets her up and she is on him like a wildcat, scratching and biting. “Why? Why?” she keeps saying. He is shaking his head no, but he has no words for her. At last, as they are both on the floor, her in a furious rage, him protecting, limiting the damage, it occurs to her the magic words to finish it all, in a grand crescendo, a final journey to bring their awkwardness to crescendo, to foment another lifetime of silence.

“The barn, you bastard,” she hisses underneath him. “Take me to the barn.”

***

Malcolm did not care now who saw them. A few, the old timers, might even remember how long ago the boss’s daughter threw herself like a whore at a hired man, a young stud, good with the whip. He took her in his arms, put her in the passenger seat of his rented car. It would be shorter to drive to the barn. She never said a word, and he could not have borne it if she did. He would do this. He would whip the mother of his children and degrade her. He would enter her womb and force from her every sexual service known to man.

It was not a matter of pleasure but of principle, a grim need to discipline himself, as well as her. And, yes, she was right; afterwards, they would never see each other again. Never speak a tender word or offer explanations to one another or seek to repair the breach. Never would he speak of the boy long gone, so full of fear and doubt who thought himself unworthy of her, and how he ran in terror from his love, thinking it bravery, thinking it wisdom. And how he was sorry, so very sorry, and how he had spent a lifetime punishing himself (not Andrea, God knows he’d given her the best) making himself suffer as he was sure he had made Libby suffer.

It is I who deserve this, he thought, even as he slammed on the brakes in front of the old barn and took Libby by the hair, forcing her from the car. The barn was abandoned, he had to kick open the door. Had she done this for sentimental reasons, he wondered, or out of spite, shutting away this place of potent memories for both of them?

He had to prop the door shut. Daylight streamed through cracks in the wall. The stalls were long since empty. There was no hay, no horses here, only ghosts, only Libby, sprawled on the floor, her head to the dirt, her fingers dug in to the tired earth.

“Strip,” he commanded, putting the toes of his boots to her face. “Take off everything and as you do, think of the whipping, how it shall feel upon your skin. Upon your soul, to be broken, treated as an animal. And after that, to be fucked, on the ground, bound and begging.”

Libby shuddered. His words hit her like a missile, robbing her of every strength. Like a pointed spear, a terrible weapon piercing her heart. She could not speak only utter groans too deep for words.

“I will be back,” he said. “When I return I demand to find you on all fours in the dirt, cunt and ass facing me. Otherwise do not be here at all.”

Libby groaned with a heaviness that reminded him of the birth pains. Her face was still to the ground and she clenched her fists and pounded the earth. He knew that the spirits of many animals warred within her and that above all she was the eagle, noble, fierce, seeking its lost young in a vision.

Minutes later he returned, having fetched a riding crop from one of the other stables, from a boy, now in his forties, with whom he used to play poker. Libby was waiting for him, as he had commanded, and this was the very stimulation he wanted for both of them. 

“Very well,” he said, his voice a dark whisper from long ago, born of the magical world of their fantasies. “You are still here; the choice is made.”

Libby moaned, her body swaying. She looked good to him, damned good after all these years. She had kept herself fit, and mentally strong, and she had aged well, like a wine of rare vintage.

“When I strike you with the whip,” he said, spreading apart her kneeling legs with the toe of his boot. “You will come, at its first kiss upon your skin. Is this clear?”

She nodded her head. He could not see her face through the hair that hung, glistening and golden blonde down over her forehead and down to the ground. “Say it, then.”

“When you touch me with the whip, I will come.”

He grasped the handle, sucking in a breath of sheer power, of sheer joy. How he’d dreamed of this moment. Didn’t she understand that he’d never forgotten her even for a second? That he’d never stopped loving her? And finally that he would leave here a man already dead inside because he would never possess her again after today?

Malcolm extended his hand. He let the leather hover about her ass, then brought it down, smartly, crisply across one of her sweet cheeks, the left. Libby moved as though struck by electricity. It was a very mild blow, almost tender, and it raised only a tiny welt. But it was enough to send her into orbit.

“Still yourself, girl,” he said sternly. And again he struck, this time on the right cheek. Again Libby cried out, and though he had not commanded it, she climaxed for him again. Five times in all he struck her, laying the blows on her ass and back. They were well spaced, beautifully done, designed not for agony but for instruction. It was not mere pain he sought, but sexual readiness, heat and obedience.

A girl who is whipped before she is had is responsive like no other. It is the greatest aphrodisiac, at least for those touched by the spirit of the silver wolf, that rarest of legendary beasts for whom sex and pain are mixed in a heady brew drank only on the full moon.

Malcolm tossed the whip aside. “You will take my cock now.”

“Yes, yes. Oh, God, yes.” Her voice was a deep female growl, taken from somewhere inside the bowels of the earth. How his cock surged from the sound of it, how he wanted to tear off his pants and have at her! But there was one more thing to be done first.

“The bit,” he said, revealing another of the things he had brought from the other barn. “You must take it as a sign of your readiness to be used.”

Libby opened her mouth obediently, took the cold metal between her teeth. It was not designed for a human female, but Malcolm improvised, cinching the straps with wire so it formed an adequate harness. What a sight she was, humbled and at his mercy, her magnificent body covered in sweat, broken for his pleasure. Tearing at the opening of his trousers now, Malcolm pulled forth his throbbing, needful penis and thrust it into Libby’s opening. She took him into her wetness is a single thrust, up turning her buttocks to meet his assault. He pressed his full weight, compelling her to lower herself to the ground. He had her this way from behind, her belly and breasts in the dirt and hay, her body utterly immobile.

The orgasm was unlike nothing he had ever experienced. She cried out with him as together they visited that dark world, the coldly beautiful place of the silver wolf. The curse, he thought even as he spilled his unprotected seed—what of the curse? If she should turn up pregnant again…

Malcolm stilled his thoughts as he heard her beneath him, his beloved, his slave for life, calling him, robbed of speech by the invasive bit, and yet articulate nonetheless, her voice a medley of pleasure, shattered wonder and submissive ecstasy. He turned her over, gently, put his ear to her mouth, listening till he could make out the intended words.

Whip me. Libby was asking him to whip her.

***

Andrea called her mother’s name aloud – Libby, Elizabeth, Mother. She tried them all on for size. She’d expected Libby to answer the door. On the phone, they had joked about whether Libby would remember how to do this once she’d sent the servants home. When no one came, though, Andrea let herself in. There was so much to tell her mother. About how Falcon was going to look for Ashley at some secret place of Simon Rice’s. About how strong Falcon was and how brave, and what a tremendous lover he was and how maybe, just maybe he was the man Andrea had been looking for her whole life, strong, powerful, yet surprisingly gentle, too. 

In short, a man worthy of her standards. A man like Malcolm. She had so many questions to ask Libby about her father. About what he was like when he was young and in love, and what this other side of him was like, the sexually dominant part. Maybe Libby could help her make sense of it all. Lord, but her head was a blur since last night! Libby would like Falcon, Andrea was sure she would. And her father would, too, or so she hoped. His approval was so very important. It made her giddy to think how much Falcon cared about her, the way he’d loved her body and how afterwards she’d been able to convince him to go after Ashley at this secret place, even though it was dangerous.

It wasn’t that Falcon was a coward. Certainly not the way he’d taken her, over and over, ravishing her, cunt and mouth and ass. He was insatiable. She could hardly walk; she was so tired, so wonderfully spent and glowing. Not only that, but soon she’d see Ashley, too, and soon her father would be here, today perhaps, and everything would be okay. The family would be reunited. They’d all meet Falcon and love him the way she did.

Libby wasn’t in the kitchen, although there were cups out and it looked as though she’d started to make coffee. She wasn’t in the library, either. Andrea ran now from room to room, calling her mother, feeling increasingly desperate. What if Libby was in trouble? What if this Rice man had come after her, too? The kitchen. She had to check the kitchen again for some kind of clue.

There was nothing on the counter, nothing on the table. What about the floor? Andrea looked down and then she saw it. Small and silver, with ivory inlay. Her heart stopped momentarily. It couldn’t be. She picked it up, saw the initials. It was her father’s pocketknife. So he was here. With Libby. But where were they now? Andrea clenched the knife in her fist, remembering what Libby had told her once, about how she and Malcolm had consummated their forbidden love in one of the stable barns.

Andrea knew the way. There were many barns, but Libby had said it was the last one and that she’d had it closed off years ago. When she saw the car out front she knew. But knowing and seeing were not the same. The door was jammed from the inside. She had to push with her shoulder. She heard a moaning sound, clearly female and with it the whistle of leather

A moment later, something on the other side gave way and Andrea fell forward on her face. When she looked up she saw her mother, hanging naked by her wrists from a beam, her pale flesh covered in fresh welts. Behind her, whip in hand, that same wounded, tragic look on his face from last time, was her father.

“Andrea, for God’s sake, are you hurt?”

She was on her feet before he could touch her. “Why don’t you ask my mother that!” she accused, pushing him away. 

“Andrea, please!” He had tears in his eyes, the first she had ever seen him shed. And he was naked, splendidly, scandalously naked. 

He was still naked as he ran after her car, following the cloud of her dust. She could not stop, could not afford even to look back. By the time she reached the main road, she had made her decision. No more would she allow herself to be vulnerable, to love anyone, male or female. There was no one, no one in this world she could trust. If Malcolm had taught her anything she could still believe, in spite of everything, it was those fateful words he had spoken to her in California, the last time he had found the man terrorizing females.

Sin boldly. That was what she would do. As for family, she wanted no more of it. Of course, she would do everything in her power to find her sister, beginning with going to the police, but then she would leave them all, make a fresh start, somewhere far away. Maybe Europe or South America, somewhere where she could explore her desires in blessed anonymity.

Sin boldly. Yes, she would. And in the end she’d outdo them all even her father. When the cell phone rang, she was very tempted not to answer. Or maybe even throw it out the window. She’d seen that in a movie once, and she’d always thought that must be the most liberating feeling in the world.

“Hello?”

“Andrea, baby! It’s John. I’ve got good news. But first—whisper something sexy to me.”

Andrea bristled. It hadn’t occurred to her in her state of mind that this man would still be affectionate to her when she had nothing left for anyone, not even him. “I’m not in the mood, Falcon, just tell me what you found out about my sister.”

There was a moment of silence. Then his voice, crisp, sounding a little hurt, a little shocked. “Okay. We went to Trident. They never let us past the reception area, but as we were driving away, we got an anonymous call. Your sister is upstate. We have the location, and we’ve been told to be there tonight. Andrea, I think this is the breakthrough we’ve needed. And don’t worry; I’m going to call the cops if there’s even a hint of trouble. Isn’t this great?”

Andrea paused. “Yes,” she agreed at last. “That’s good news. You’ll keep me posted, then?”

“Of course.” He laughed, exposing his confusion. “Baby, what is up with you? This morning you—”

“This morning I was wrapping up a one night stand, as were you. Today it’s back to business. I’m sure you understand.”

“No, Andrea, I’m sure I don’t understand.” He was starting to sound angry. “Look, tell me where you are and I’ll meet you. We’ll talk. I promise we can work it out. I feel something for you, and it’s not—”

Andrea disconnected him. It was disappointing, really, how emotional he’d become, how soft. Not so different from Tom. Weak and needy. A strong man, that’s what she needed. One man, many men, it hardly mattered, so long as they knew how to trip her trigger and then move on. No complications. Sinning boldly.

Please, Ashley, be okay. Just come home, and I’ll let you go, disappear from your life forever, and never hurt you again.

***

“It will happen tonight,” the Keeper said, continuing her slow, exacting inspection of the kneeling girl.

Ashley’s eyes were focused forward, straight ahead. She was looking, but not seeing the stone wall. Were a person in her line of sight—and only the free are considered persons—she would lower her eyes at once to the floor. Were she to do so, she would see the stone floor, and her own widely spread knees and shins pressed against it. It was no small feat to keep her balance this way, on account of the heavy chain running between her breasts, from her iron collar. And then there were her hands, which were shackled behind her back.

“I think you may fetch a reasonable price,” the Keeper continued, as she stretched the rubber gloves over her hands. “Is she sufficiently opened in the rear?” she asked the Chief Handler.

“She takes whatever we give,” the man said. “I come in her myself at least once a day.”

“I’m sure you do. Put her on the table.”

Ashley was lifted bodily to the metal table. It was too cold on her bare skin, but her comfort was not an issue. The Keeper ordered her to be positioned on it on all fours. There were manacles for her wrists and ankles. The feel of them brought back memories. The instinct to clench tight her muscles and to fight, but fighting was forbidden. 

“Get me a number three,” The Keeper said. “Let’s see what improvement we’ve had since the last time.”

Ashley couldn’t imagine any really purpose to these inspections except to humiliate her on a routine basis. Then again, that was the sum purpose of her being here at all. The Number Three was a medium sized cylinder and she took it into her anus with no trouble. The clamps would be next, on her nipples and labial lips. When they soaked her down with buckets of water first, as they did now, then there would be electricity. Fairly mild, but enough to drop her into an altered state of mind.

Ashley closed her eyes to concentrate. The Keeper would almost certainly require her to come on command at least once during her torture. Disobedience now, even where her subconscious reflexes were involved would mean punishment later. She inhaled as the clamps found her nipples, left and right. Both became instantly engorged at the Keeper’s latex touch, which was another requirement of Ashley’s slavery. 

The Number Three was removed now and replaced with a four. Ashley felt the familiar full feeling. At the moment of deep insertion, the first of the charges was sent through her wet body. Hair hanging limply, head down, beaten, deprived for so long of every human liberty and freedom, Ashley yielded. She had discovered there was a way to take pain, such that it abutted dangerously close to pleasure.

“Number Five,” The Keeper called, sounding crisp and professional like a surgeon. The charges were in pulses, making it difficult to focus. She had to concentrate, though, because the Five was large, and if she were not sufficiently open she would not be able to accommodate its length and width.

The Five went halfway and then stopped. Ashley tensed.

“Catch pan.”

The Keeper was calling for the receptacle for between her legs. Oh, God, she would have to urinate on command as well. Just then, a surge, high on the voltage end. Eyes rolled momentarily in her head, and she began to merge with Tia. This was happening more frequently now and by and large it was positive, to the extent it made Ashley the model student, perfectly passive, sister-in-law’s mystically open to the ongoing degradations of life as a caged, abused girl.

“Now, Ashley.”

The stream had been ready, at the beck and call of the Keeper’s voice. Andrea had fought public urination in the beginning, as had Tia when she first learned that she must pee in plain view of her pirate captors. Watching their naked slave squat in the dirt, releasing her golden stream was a pleasure, however, they would not be denied. How she had wept that first morning, fresh from a night of untold abuses as her lord stood over, waiting impatiently.

When she had taken too long, he compelled her to drink water and then to stand, so that the stream poured humiliatingly down her leg. Afterwards, he pushed her down onto the moistened sand and entered her painfully violated sex. When he had finished with her, he left her there, not bothering even to tether her. Shaken, her mind in disbelief, she had lacked the will to run away.

In time, Tia came to accept that the men’s power over her bladder was merely one more aspect of her slavery. No longer did she dare to relieve herself, save her lord or some other had given his permission. Most of the men were indifferent, and would allow her to go, with perfunctory supervision. But her Lord would at times say no, and it would be up to her to appease him.

It was a cold morning for Tia today. She had been laid by her Lord, and is pissing for him. He has shown her little attention. The men are preparing the ship. They will take her to the nearby island, to be auctioned. She is told she may cost a few pieces of silver and that she may go as a sea wench, a tavern wench or a brothel girl. In this last case, she will be available for use for the smallest denomination coin, her body secured in steel upon a stinking straw mat.

“Orgasm.”

Ashley came now, for The Keeper. There was no one else more important, and in many ways she was being healed of old wounds. It was as if she had stepped outside herself, been given a purview such that Tom no longer mattered, not his faithlessness or his lies. And yes, he had lied to her. She’d known about the others, women who would tie him and do things to him, but she’d ignored it. When he’d flirted with Andrea, she was surprised how easily she was coming to accept his infidelity.

Another thing she’d known all along and never accepted was that she was different from other girls and that her mother was, too. As a child, shyly, with giggles she had gone to boy after boy to be tied. A few obliged, though she wanted more. She wanted what was in her mother’s eyes when they’d watch some silly story where a woman is tied to railroad tracks and where some strong man rescues her.

It’s funny what comes back to your memory, she thought as she heard The Keeper call for a Six—a number Ashley had never taken before. There’d been this time when she was a child, and they watched a movie where a medieval princess was captured and put in chains, her hands over her head. There was a dragon about to devour her, and then a prince came and cut away the chains. He kisses her and they ride off.

Ashley clapped, and said how good it was the princess was free. “He took the chains off, didn’t he, Mom?” 

“Yes,” she agreed, turning off the movie. But under her breath, she distinctly heard her say, “Pity.”

The Six had no pity. It was like a darkness descending, a relentlessness. Ashley opened to it, knowing she could not look back. Just like when she met Simon and he first brought her onto the shore of the island. Tia’s island.

“Orgasm.”

Pleasure and pain, uniting, clarifying, opening past and present.

Tonight you will be sold.

The slave ship. Tia sees it, tries to flee, tries to get back to him, but the men hold fast her chains, and drag her forward. Kicking and screaming, she goes. She loves him, she always has. And she will have him in this life or the next.

“Seven,” Ashley hears the Keeper say, and then she faints.


Chapter Nine

The evening gown was lovely. Ashley felt like a high fashion model as she contemplated the runway before her. There were bright lights, along the floor and at her back. She knew there was a crowd, only she could not discern the faces at the tables, small and round, groups of twos and threes. She’d been told there were businessmen from many countries, Arab sheiks, high officials of certain governments, where civil rights were not of paramount concern.

This was an elite sale of women stolen from three continents. She was hardly as lovely or dazzling as some of the others she’d seen in the dressing room, but in the program she was listed as an heiress, and of course a virgin. She might fetch half a million or more according to the Keeper. She’d arrived naked, in the back of a paneled van, her cage transported for the occasion. They had taken her through the service entrance, into a garage and from there to the dressing rooms. 

The perfumed bath was an inordinate luxury compared to the hose and when she was allowed to immerse herself in the foamy bubbles she thought there was some mistake. Prostrating herself on the floor, she refused to move. The Handler who had brought her explained the dilemma to the auction house staff, namely that Ashley’s training had been very exacting. He allowed her to open his pants and suck him deep, for she could not physically allow herself even a tiny joy till she had pleased a man.

They scrubbed her thoroughly and she lost herself in the soft wetness, protected and safe in the tiny, well-lighted room. After this, leading her naked through the hall, they took her to be clothed. The gown was of red velvet, cut low in the bodice but hemmed almost to her ankle. It had a classic Victorian look. There were no undergarments, but they did provide her stockings and garters and an exquisite pair of silver shoes, open toed.

She’d been waiting now for several minutes. A sweet, young, red head, billed as a saucy coed was on stage at the moment. She was in a cheerleader’s costume. Ashley knew her from the Center, where she’d occupied a cage three places from hers. Often the girl, who was shapely and sweet breasted, would cry into the night, compelling the men to come and silence her. It was not the whips, but their cocks that worked the magic. Unlike Ashley, she was no virgin and it was her sexual heat which they used against her, smashing her defenses night after night till she crawled to them and begged for more.

The auctioneer referred to the program, in which there were specifications, as to her capture, along with her sexual qualities. She was rated to a six in anal access, which was quite good. They had her parade in the costume to whet the bidders’ appetites and then she was stripped nude for better assessment. In the dressing room the girls had been taught some basic moves, bending over, spreading and so on. There were murmurs of approval as she bent over to grasp her ankles while being paddled. The Handlers had trained her to come this way and Ashley was sure it would increase her value.

In the end, she went for two fifty, a quarter of a million dollars to an agent of an emir. Ashley could see the headdress he wore as he stood and bowed. The applause, she’d been told was a house tradition, a way of complementing the buyer on an excellent purchase.

“Are you ready?” said the auctioneer’s man, a large fellow with a bald head and a tuxedo over his large frame.

Ashley nodded yes, wincing as he squeezed her breasts in his hands.

“I hope so, slut. It’s slow tonight, and my commissions are down.”

She moaned, feeling the surge of a mini orgasm in her perfumed cunt. It was this way often now, her body betraying her, yielding intimate surrenders to even the most idle and careless of male touches. The lights were hotter than Ashley had expected. The sweat was already beading on her forehead as she reached the end of the runway. The auctioneer’s voice seemed to boom as her privates were revealed. She was described as a rare gem, a natural slave, craving abuse upon her tender flesh. She was listed as private Rice stock, itself an excellent selling point. When they announced her as Prime, meaning virginity intact there was a hush of approval.

She tried to display herself, and she knew she must be pleasing. If her price was too low, she would suffer at the hands of the auction house, which would have her for a few hours prior to transfer of sale. Her legs were shaky. So many eyes, the shadows of men, even some women all of whom had the right—if they could afford the price—to buy her, to take possession of her body forever. To fuck, to beat, to enslave, to mold, and to control for the rest of her days.

“Strip!” the auctioneer’s man sneered as he grasped her arm. Ashley had not expected this. She imagined men taking her clothes, leaving her no choice. But to bare herself, in this place, this was too much. 

“Strip!” he roared, raising a backhand to her.

Ashley cringed and began to fumble at the fastenings of her clothes. When the dress was at her feet in a puddle, the audience reacted once again. The bids were coming. Fifty thousand. One hundred thousand. It would go higher, much higher. Ashley kept her hands at her sides as the man mauled her breasts, trying to coax sexual reaction. She closed her eyes, feeling herself transported.

Tia, too, was under auction, upon a wooden platform, moving to display herself adequately under the sting of the bare-chested auctioneer’s whip. She was aching and sore. Under a palm tree, for the last three hours, her neck tethered to the stump, she’d been available for test use. The Pirate Captain had complained this would reduce her value, since no man pays for what he has already enjoyed free, but the auctioneer had assured him the opposite was true.

Tia’s sale was also under dark, though there were torches here, and she could see nothing save the shirtless man who was commanding her. Eyes attentive, alert, body primed, Tia sought to bring her Lord a good price. When the man put her on all fours to insert the handle of the snakelike whip, she took it well, fore and aft, shuddering with orgasm each time.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” said Ashley’s auctioneer, “what I am about to tell you will astound you. This virgin, this unplucked flower is not a five, or even a six, but a seven.”

There were cries of disbelief, and a shout that they should prove it. And that is precisely what they did. Ashley had been on a sawhorse before, to be beaten, but never for anal penetration. To take a seven, and in front of an audience, this was more than she could bear.

“Let’s go, slave,” the tuxedoed assistant snarled. “The boss says we’re going to an Eight after this.”

Ashley’s price was at two million five, when they’d fully inserted the Seven. It was already a record, but they wanted more. She felt as if she might explode. Her world, herself, imploded, so there was nothing, nothing left to fear, nothing left to hope. She was free, in the strangest, simplest way. Free from hurt and pain from her very history. And if the Eight should split her open, destroy her entirely, then she would die in peace, having achieved something no one had before in her family. Complete surrender to her sexuality, complete acceptance of her need to submit.

“Ten million!” shouted a voice. “I bid ten million.”

“We have a bid of ten million dollars!” the auctioneer cried in triumph. “Do I have another bid? Going once, going twice?”

There were no more bids. A moment later he shouted, “Sold,” and the people were on their feet, the applause thundering. 

“Someone wanted to save you,” the man told her, removing the number Seven. “But don’t worry, we get you over night still.”

“No,” she heard a voice say, the same one who had shouted the astronomical bid. “You don’t. My client wishes to take possession immediately.”

“Of course,” the man said, disappointment clear. “The customer is always right.”

Ashley felt herself being unfastened and removed from the sawhorse. Her heart was fluttering, in spite of the pain. This was the biggest night of her life. She had just been sold.

***

Andrea found her mother waiting in the coffee shop, sitting in a corner booth. She hadn’t wanted to meet her, but Libby had been insistent.

“I can’t be alone right now. Not while I know we could be so close to bringing Ashley home.”

Andrea didn’t want to be alone either and despite her anger she resisted the temptation to ask Libby why she wasn’t with her father, playing cowboy and pony. Malcolm had made no attempt to contact her whatsoever, though each time the cell phone rang, secretly she hoped it was him. Falcon, on the other hand, called so many times she was ready to toss the phone after all.

Libby smiled warmly. She was wearing a turtleneck and jeans. She had her hair in a kerchief. “I’m glad you came, honey.”

Andrea accepted her mother’s embrace, wondering if the outfit was to hide the scars of her little romp in the barn. Really, it was an embarrassment. Her mother was simply too old.

“I’m drinking coffee,” Libby said. “How about you?”

“Water. Thank you.”

“Your sister and I take hot chocolate,” Libby smiled, her hands caressing the mug, “when we need to work through a crisis.”

“How nice for you.”

Libby sighed, her eyes still focused on the light brown liquid. “Andrea, I know none of this has been easy for you, and I want, first of all to say thank you. Thank you for coming into our lives.”

Andrea laughed. “Yes. I’ve been a real boon to your lives, haven’t I?”

“No,” she put her hand over her daughter’s, “don’t say it like that. You have been a blessing to us truly.”

Andrea tried to pull her hand back, but her mother clenched it tightly. “Listen to me, please, darling. Ashley didn’t run off because of you. It was my fault, for all the things I didn’t tell her, about my past, and the way you both came into this world. It is we, your father and I who owe you both an apology.”

“It doesn’t matter anymore now though, does it?” Andrea challenged, raising an eyebrow fiercely.

Libby released Andrea’s hand. “I don’t know anymore,” she smiled sadly. “I just don’t know. The only thing I can tell you, and it’s something I couldn’t tell your sister, is that I am tired of being a mother. In some ways, it was a role I was never cut out for. Honestly, I am not sure it suited your father any better.”

She shot a hateful glance. “You don’t know my daddy like I do. He is a wonderful father.”

“I don’t doubt that, sweetie. But is he happy now, just being your father? And answer honestly, at least for yourself. Is the world he occupies one of joy and pleasure for him?”

Andrea thought now of her father that night, sneaking in time with prostitutes, hiding his own nature from his flesh and blood. “No,” she admitted after a long silence, “he isn’t.”

“Andrea, look at me. I need you to know how much I love your father. I don’t expect you to understand why we did what we did, but you have to know I never stopped loving him. Nor has he stopped loving me. When we reconnected today—as bizarre as it all may seem—nothing ever felt so right or so natural. He’s asked me to marry him, Andrea, and I’ve accepted. It will be a legal marriage, but the relationship will be defined in our own way. I have agreed to be subject to him and to serve him as his slave all my days.”

“Why are you telling me all this?”

“Because I don’t want you to waste so many years of your life being proud and stubborn the way we did. I want you to live now. You, Andrea, I love you and I want what is best for you, regardless of what happens to Ashley. And your father wants that, too. He can’t put these things in words, as you know, but he loves you with all his heart and he is so proud of you.”

Libby’s soft words opened up the floodgates. “Oh, Mom, I’m so sorry,” Andrea cried. “I didn’t mean to hurt her, I swear. I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

Libby grabbed her forearm. “Sweetie, here’s something else I couldn’t tell your sister. Tom Winters was a skunk, and he was going to hurt her bad. If you hadn’t exposed him so well, she’d have married him and then what? Andrea, I think you’re the strong one—you’ve got more of your father in you. And that means you have to fight for what you want. Now answer me this. What about you and this detective, John Falcon?”

Andrea felt the blood rush to her cheeks. How could her mother have discerned so much and how could she possibly answer?

Libby winked. “I feel like some hot chocolate. How about you? Come on, we’ll drink to Ashley coming home safe with your Mr. Falcon.”

***

It had been a long time since John had had to fire a gun. But he would tonight. If anyone were to stop him, in fact, he would do whatever he had to. Tracing Andrea’s twin as far as the Curilio Auction House, the notorious underground headquarters for most of the North American white slave trade had been nothing short of a miracle. In a way the clues had dropped into his lap, a fresh one every time he turned around, just as the trail seemed to turn cold.

Being led now into an opulent waiting room at the pleading request of the manager who had promised him answers to all his questions, therefore, seemed like just another bit of serendipity, too good to be true. 

“Would you like a drink?” the man offered, his unctuous smile beginning to grate on his nerves.

“No, just the girl.”

“One minute, I promise,” he nodded solemnly.

Too good to be true. Plain and simple. Kind of like Andrea—the stereotypically beautiful girl in trouble seeking the detective’s services. It had been his own fault for bedding the girl, getting attached. Hadn’t he learned anything working all those years with Rice? Don’t get attached to women. They’re business, nothing more. Really, it was to her credit she’d given him the cold shoulder after he’d crossed the line. It was a mistake he wouldn’t make again. As soon as he’d found the girl’s double, he would be out of both their lives forever.

“John. How nice to see you.”

Falcon turned. It was Rice himself in the doorway. “Long time no see, Simon.”

“You’re looking good,” he smiled. “Care for a drink?”

John pulled the revolver. “I’m afraid not, Simon. What you can do is tell me what you’ve done with Ashley Van Voorst.”

Simon pursed his lips. “A gin, John? Has our friendship soured so much?”

“Friendship? That’s good, considering you made me take the fall for your criminal activities.”

He laughed dryly, the shoulders of his tuxedo jacket moving enough to remind Falcon of the considerable power concealed under his clothes. “Criminal activities? Really, John, how droll, even for you. Trident provides services, we match customers with clients. Business plain and simple.”

He pulled back the arming mechanism. “I don’t have time for your word games, Simon. Where is she?”

Simon poured himself a scotch, neat. “Has it occurred to you, dear boy, how you managed to get this far? Under my very nose, so to speak?”

“Because I’m good at what I do,” he said, rather unconvincingly.

Simon raised a solo toast. “To we professionals. A dying breed.”

John watched him swallow the scotch, wishing he could afford a shot himself. It had been a long night and getting longer. He’d made the mistake of seeing the auction. There’d been an auburn haired girl, fresh faced, dressed in a short nightie. She’d reminded him of Andrea. When they took her scant covering away and made her lick the handle of the whip they were about to beat her with, he ended up with a massive hard on, thinking of the games he’d like to play with her, if he could ever win her back.

How weak he sounded! Seeing Rice reminded him what he’d have done in the old days if he’d seen some little tart he’d wanted. Under those circumstances, Andrea wouldn’t have had the option to take off, leaving him hard and needy, denying him as much as a telephone explanation of why.

“I’m waiting, Simon.”

He poured a fresh shot, pushed it in John’s direction. “Miss Van Voorst is under my protective custody and has been since she arrived at The Edge three weeks ago. In a very short while, she will be ready to go home.”

“Protective custody? Well there’s a new term for it,” John laughed humorlessly. “And exactly how have you been getting her ready?”

“By allowing her the opportunity to face her inner demons, to stretch her own personality. John, you of all people know my, shall we say limitations, but I think you will agree I am a man of my word. You have my word, here and now, the girl’s virginity is intact. As for anything else she’s done, it was all of her own volition.”

John decided to take the scotch. Simon Rice was a complicated man, always had been. In many ways, he’d been the best friend he’d ever known. “Simon, the girl’s family is worried sick. She ran off, scared, confused, frightening them to death.”

“All the more reason to keep her with me, John. I may be a shark, but I’m the biggest one, so if you have me on your side, that’s the safest place to be, no?”

The liquor was burning the lining of his throat. “It depends, Simon. Can the shark restrain its own nature?”

He raised an eyebrow. “I’m told she has a sister. A twin. Is she as lovely?”

“I’ve only seen the one.”

“As have I.” He closed the bottle, put it back under the bar. “If you would be willing to wait a few moments more, I will bring Ashley to you so you can take her home. If you will excuse me.”

***

Ashley had been blindfolded. She was wearing the dress again, and due to her soaring spirits, she was scarcely aware of the lingering tension in her nether regions. A smile was across her face, and it was something neither the Keeper’s brutalities nor the indignities of public auction had been able to remove from her spirit. She was not sure why she expected good news, she simply did. Perhaps it was Tia’s influence, and the irrepressible feeling on her alter ego’s part that all would be well.

The auction was finished and soon they would meet their masters. It was irregular for a girl to be led back to the dressing room, reclothed and then to meet her master personally. Ordinarily it was a night in chains, preparation for shipment. Tia, too was waiting, under the torches of the auctioneer’s men, her lead chains in their hands. Her buyer was coming for her, and he was in a hurry. Barefooted, nude in the sand, she awaited him.

“Ashley, you may remove the blindfold.”

She’d been standing, her hand resting on the table, exactly where she’d been left. “Simon,” she declared, with awe in her voice, but not overly much in the way of surprise.

“You were expecting me?” he mused.

Ashley sank to her knees before him, thrusting the side of her head to his crotch. “You are my master,” she said simply. “We knew you would come.”

He put an arm about her shoulder tentatively. “We?”

“Tia and I,” she said, her soft breath inflaming him. “At this very moment she is with her Pirate Lord, he who purchased her at his own auction, because he could not dare to part with her.”

“And you think I feel the same for you?”

“You spent ten million dollars for me,” she observed. “What else am I to think?”

He smiled. “That I am a sentimental fool?”

She shook her head. “No. You are wonderful.” Looking up at his face, she added. “Will you take me now, My Lord?”

He lifted her to her feet. “No, Ashley. It is time for you to go home. Have you learned nothing from all of this, girl? This was supposed to make you appreciate your freedom.”

“I love you,” she said solemnly. “That is the only thing I can appreciate.”

“But you hardly know me!”

Ashley pressed her moistened half opened lips to his. Reluctantly at first, but with a growing needfulness, he possessed her mouth, sucking and caressing, plundering with his tongue till she was like putty in his hands. By the small of her back, he held her up. How beautiful she was! Her eyes gently closed, her chest slowly rising and falling, her very soul laid bare. Never had he wanted a woman so much. Never had he desired so much, never had he—

Loved. He was about to say loved a woman so much.

Simon took her in his arms and carried her to the couch. He could restrain himself no longer. Ashley cried in delight as he tore the velvet dress, baring her vibrant white flesh. Her mounds were like succulent oysters in his mouth, her slickened inner thighs like a warm bath. She took the full of him, yielding herself up for her first taking. No fanfare, no ceremony, and yet the bond, the occasion is profound beyond measure. She cried out her taking and as he exploded, through the hastily employed opening in his trousers, she found peace, bliss and meaning.

At the exact moment, Tia lay with her Lord as well, secure aboard the pirate ship, which had already set sail. He had not left her behind, nor had Simon left his Ashley. After, when both had regained their senses, he asked her to marry him. She said yes, without hesitation, sealing the bargain with a deep throat kiss to his expended, though not sleeping organ.

“This is a turn of events,” he admitted, in a state of unprecedented shock, both at his own proposal and her acceptance. “One I think we shall have to explain to a certain former colleague of mine, who if you don’t mind is waiting for us rather anxiously next door.”

“Yes, My Lord,” she whispered softly, her voice filled with unspeakable happiness. “I obey.”

***

Malcolm Daniels accepted her embrace. Libby was shivering with joy and with relief over Ashley, but also there was the erotic charge, the bubbling tension between them that was rising and surging with each occasion of their seeing one another.

“She’s all right, darling. Ashley’s okay.” Elizabeth whispered the words into the chest of the rock solid man who would steer her course the rest of her days. “She’s with the man she wants to marry and she’s okay.”

“What time is it?” he mumbled, into the chilly night air, still half asleep at the door to his motel room in t-shirt and boxer shorts.

“It’s after three,” Libby laughed, loving him all the more for his being so out of sorts. “It’s all over, and I’ve brought the man responsible for finding her.”

Malcolm looked at the longhaired, fine chiseled face, deep eyes, a rather younger version of himself. “I am Malcolm Daniels,” he said, extending a hand round the waist of his beloved, his sweet servant and slave.

“John Falcon. Pleased to meet you.”

“Malcolm, this is the young man our daughter is in love with. The one who’s captured her heart as you have mine.”

Malcolm suppressed a smile. “Is that right? I hadn’t imagined any man being able to tame the likes of my daughter.”

John shrugged. “Libby is embellishing, I think.”

“Libby is the most factual person I have ever met,” he corrected, “male or female.”

Libby raised her head to look into his eyes. “You flatter me, sir.”

“I am not a flatterer.” Grasping her by her wondrous ass cheeks, unable to restrain his mirth and longer, he said, “Go inside and get me my clothes, woman. I would walk with this John Falcon a moment.”

Libby wrinkled her nose, her eyes full of delight. “Your wish is my command.”

She returned promptly with jeans, jacket and sneakers. Seeing her easy obedience aroused him, making him want to tame her even further, disciplining her bare skin. Patience, he told himself, we have our whole lives ahead of us.

“Thank you, Libby. Will you put on coffee now? We will be back shortly.”

As he closed the door, Libby could be heard inside, complaining at his cheapness, a man of his means renting such a paltry room. Again, Malcolm was driven to near giddiness.

“Do you love my daughter?” he asked without preamble, when they walked 

John shoved his hands into his pockets. Before tonight, before he’d seen Ashley, the light in her eyes, the devotion she so obviously had for Rice, he would not have known the answer. But now he did. Seeing Andrea’s twin in love, he wanted her to be, too, and with him.

“Yes, sir,” he replied. “I do.”

“And according to her mother, she loves you.”

“Apparently.”

“It will not be easy to convince her of this fact.” He shook his head. “Andrea is the more passionate, also the more stubborn of the twins. This was apparent to me even in their first days of life.”

John cleared his throat. “Any advice you could give would be appreciated, sir.”

Malcolm grabbed his arm, stopping him on the sidewalk. “I have only one thing to say,” he grinned. “Sin boldly. Shall we go back? I don’t like to leave my woman unattended for too long. It might give her the wrong idea.”

***

Andrea walked to the center of the room and began to disrobe. She’d been surprised to hear from Lucas again, after all the trouble they’d had, but he was so insistent, she could hardly refuse his invitation to another night of demented fun in the dungeons behind The Edge. 

“Blindfold,” Lucas said, handing her the black eyeless mask. It was a twist for him, employing something as subtle as sensory deprivation, but she made no mention of it. It was also odd for Bosco to be so silent, and so standoffish. But again, she chalked it up to the prerogative of dominants.

“Hands over your head,” he ordered.

Andrea was lined up beneath hanging shackles. The metal was cold on her wrists as it found and imprisoned them. She was feeling that familiar rush, the thrill of submission. She needed that now, as an antidote to loneliness. Now that Ashley had resurfaced with a newer far more potent fiancée, and now that her mother and father were reunited, she was feeling oddly neglected in the romance department. But she was a loner, she knew that now, and she’d have to stay the course.

Lucas drew the chains tighter, pulling her taut. Then he was at her feet, removing her shoes. Andrea was on tiptoes now, the thin stocking material pressing the cold concrete floor. Things grew silent now, and she heard and felt nothing. Then the door opened and closed.

Andrea’s heart began to pound. Whom had they invited in and for what purpose? She could hear someone breathing. very close. She shuddered as cold, sharp metal caressed her bare, upturned arms. It was thick, pointed, but blunt on the sides. Scissors. Opening and closing, clipping the air with a metallic hiss.

Against her cheeks, over her collarbone the mystery person rubbed them. When the blade slipped under the strap of her tiny dress, she gasped audibly. Snip. Snip. Her dress was falling to the floor. Now the blade moved up and down her belly. Andrea sucked in her breath, feeling real terror as it paused above her crotch, and over her nipples. Snip. Snip. No more bra. Another snip, one to each side of her pantied hips and Andrea was nude.

Now he made her wait again—she was sure it was a he because strong muscled thighs, in pants, had pressed her thighs. So too, the hands that had paused to cup her bare depending breasts, teasing the nipples to painful arousal were also clearly male. Andrea hung this way for the longest time. The door hadn’t opened again, so she hadn’t been left. Who all was there? she wondered. Lucas, Bosco and this newcomer, the one with the devilish hands and the wicked ideas.

Andrea felt the juices between her legs. She was helpless. How would she even get home when they were done with her? What would she do for clothes now that her own had been cut from her so brutally? It was torture not to see, not to know what to expect.

Oh, God. Someone was very close to her face. She opened her mouth to speak, but was silenced by lips, hot and hard. Andrea hated kissing, found it distasteful, messy, and complicated. Falcon had wanted kisses, and she yielded them up, trying to make it part of a submission game, like when Bosco had ‘forced’ her to kiss him as a sign of his power over her, but these lips weren’t playing fair.

Sweet and nibbling, demanding and hungry. Andrea couldn’t help but open to them, couldn’t help but flow copiously between her legs in response. When the kisses stopped, Andrea whimpered, whispering please for it to continue.

The answering hand on her buttocks was firm and punishing. Andrea sucked in her lower lip, as the warm heat spread through her backside. The hand lingered, intimate, possessive. It made her feel all hot and soft inside. The question, of course, was would there be another?

No. Not right away. Instead the hand slid across her hip and between her thighs. Andrea threw back her head giving in at once to the invading finger, probing, testing.

“Who are you?” she whispered breathless.

This time the blow was twice as hard and now Andrea understood; he was punishing her for speaking when she shouldn’t. When the finger snaked round a second time, Andrea accepted the caress in silence. As a reward for her obedience, she was treated to a feather brush of her cheek from behind with the fingers of his other hand.

As the nether stimulation continued unabated, the fingers resting on her face slid across to her mouth compelling Andrea to open her lips. He entered with just one finger, musky tasting and rough skinned. It was important for Andrea to please, and so she found herself applying a gentle yet thorough suction.

Removing himself from her cunt, he went again to her ass. This time he did not spank her, but simply rested his palm there in a most satisfying way. A moment later, he was back inside her sex, all the while working his finger between her lips with the other hand. Andrea found her body moving forward now, rhythmically, in response to his actions. He’s training me, she thought.

The idea filled her with an equal amount of arousal and revulsion. Animals were trained, animals and pitifully hopeless women like Libby and like the totally transformed Ashley who now boasted her complete obedience to a fiancée-master, who was also a slave trainer, applied a gentle suction. The implications made her blush. She could as easily be taking the man’s penis in her mouth, or else down below between her moist and sticky thighs.

She shook her head, verbalizing as much of ‘no’ as she could manage in her present state. His response was swift and decisive. Both hands were taken away, and another crisp slap across her wriggling buttocks applied. After this, he left her alone, so that she felt nothing at all.

The sudden emptiness, the neglect was surprisingly painful. She wanted to cry out, to ask for help, even to beg to be refilled, but that would be talking, punishable by a spank. How to signal her need, then? With her body, that was the only way. Thrusting out her breasts, licking her lips, gyrating as best she could on tiptoes, Andrea advertised her availability, her exploitability.

Humping the open air, she begged with her body for the clever, merciless fingers, or perhaps even the presence of his sweet sex. Lonely, miserable, she hung from her bonds. How arrogant she’d been, how foolish. How could a woman neglect her needs, deny her body’s heat? This was her punishment, she was sure of it: The thorough, maddening awakening of her desires only for them to be thwarted.

Andrea hung her head, in abject surrender. Whoever had brought her to this point, whatever demon had been playing with her body and senses, he had won.

Just then, she felt the tugging at her nipples. The hands were back, seizing her breasts. Both at once, and then just the left as the other hand plunged into her belly, massaging her open sex. Andrea shuddered against him. Clenching her chained fists, her naked body wracked with forced pleasure, she shouted her surrender, cried out her submission. Punishment or no, she could keep silent no longer.

She heard a male grunt, a deep sound. The blindfold was ripped away and her heart leaped. It was Falcon. Andrea beamed, tears brimming in her eyes. It was his hands all along, his discipline, his spanks. She wanted to cry out in joy, to embrace him, but she couldn’t move nor even speak, for her voice was held firmly by his will.

“Andrea,” he said, taking her head between his hands. “I give you permission to answer me. Will you marry me, yes or no?”

“Yes,” she wept. “Yes, yes, yes.”

“Good.” Falcon smiled malevolently. “In that case, I’ll give you the clothes I brought. You can wear them to the triple wedding; triple elopement actually. And don’t worry about Lucas; I’m the one who asked him to call you. You’re mine, Andrea, you’ve been mine all along.”

Andrea smiled, the look on her face saying everything he needed to hear. He kissed her then, softly and wetly in her bonds.
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