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  PROLOGUE


  I prefer to think of my fate as a product of my own feral nature—a nature, that, in my naïveté’ I was completely unaware of until it metaphorically slapped my face with its existence. In fact, I ignored the first few cold slaps, whining that I’d been the victim of cruel men’s perversions, that I’d been unwittingly caught in a cunning trap of deceit. That was what I believed then…but now? I know that I have only myself to blame for the harrowing exploits that were thrust my way, seemingly forced upon me. In some respects, I created the life I’ve lived deliberately, as if the plan was clearly written well in advance.


  I believe in self-produced destiny, not in accidents, bad luck or chance—although, I believe we sometimes cloud our life’s desire in fabrication and twist our personal nature to match or defy the opinions of our immediate society. We think we know ourselves, but what we see is only the reflection of what others think we ought to be, staring back at us from the mirror of our world with eyes prepared to criticize or approve. We posture, we negotiate our longings, we procrastinate and we hide truths, until we are no more than like tattered papers tacked to a phone pole, one-dimensional, flat and torn, flapping in the breeze. We could fly away and be lost just as easily. I suspect that some, like me, sell out to convention, never to recover from the false shrouds of their youths. Considering where I am now, I must be grateful for my bad luck, my twisted fate, my horrifying destiny…because they eventually led me to myself, a woman fulfilled, self-knowing and content.




  


  


  CHAPTER ONE


   THE SET-UP


  My fate began at twenty-two, when I stumbled upon George Gettys—a flashy older man of thirty-three with a wide grin, impeccable suits and an affectionate hands-on approach to wooing women. I was walking thoughtlessly, head down, along a busy city sidewalk, paying no attention to the throngs of smelly, worried, grimacing folk around me, when I ran smack into George’s left shoulder. I believe he might have been staring up at the sky at a flock of geese that were winging their way north.


  It was early spring. George abruptly turned around, indifferent to the rude jostling and smiled.


  “I’m terribly sorry,” I immediately announced. “I guess I wasn’t looking where I was going.”


  “Just as I was foolish enough to stand stock still in the middle of this crowd,” he replied with a whimsical smirk and a slight, gracious bow. As if in a time warp, we stood immobile, gazing for a moment at the people who hurried by, tucking their heads against the cold wind and scowling because they had to move around us.


  Then we giggled. That was just the effect George had on me that so endeared him to me. Otherwise, there was little reason for me to give him a second thought. We were miles apart in temperament—he was lackadaisical while I was a serious workaholic. He was a man of the world and women; while I was the straight-laced goody-two-shoes, a virgin and proud of it. He was the dreamer; I the pragmatist.


  By the time I bumped into him, I’d been to several church-sponsored seminars telling me how to ward off his kind of smarmy, indolent charm, and fend off the lusty, yet inappropriate, innuendo that was certain to follow.


  I had learned well. Being an attractive woman, I had to.


  Sometimes I cursed my looks—the big hazel eyes, chestnut-colored hair and trim build. I liked to smile because it seemed natural and gracious, kind and Christian. But it was constantly misconstrued as taking an interest in the recipient, or worse, as a “come on”. I told myself this was my cross to bear; I would not capitulate on my ethics, which required that I put on a sunny disposition and friendly attitude toward everyone. I’m afraid that I also learned a cold shoulder technique—in one of those seminars—which was sometimes necessary for those men who jumped right on my friendliness as an invitation, who refused to accept my kind but firm regrets and move on.


  At twenty-two, my life was a terrible struggle between what I believed myself to be and the quiet inner rumblings I had come to ignore. I thought I’d conquered the baser instincts of my sexually driven generation. But with George Gettys, I completely failed in my game plan to thwart obvious, scoundrel men. I knew from the moment I gazed into his heavy-lidded brown eyes that I was in for serious trouble. When he asked me to coffee, following that first inadvertent exchange, I found that I was far too weak to make my usual excuses. And how easily he wooed me from my staunch purpose. All it took for my carefully constructed world to crumble was one pair of sexy eyes adoring me and a hand lay tenderly on my shoulder as if it belonged there. In reply, my heart raced like some schoolgirl following her first crush. Ten minutes later, there I was, Sally Kettering, the relentless virgin, drinking coffee in a retro diner, seduced by the enemy of our kind, and too head-over-heels infatuated to realize it.


  I suppose it was because George was so much older that he succeeded where other men failed. Perhaps I trusted his age. Where I’d never have given in to a younger man, for some reason I was willing to let my guard down with a more mature one. In any case, George succeeded in capturing my interest. I was smitten. With every disclosure he made about himself, and every explanation I gave him about who I was, with every bit of amusing banter and every shared smile, I found myself more deeply engrossed in him. At the same time I felt a growing awareness of how he made every nerve in my body flush with excitement.


  “I’m sure I’m not like you, Mr. Gettys,” I told him directly.


  “And what is it you think I am?”


  “A charming, very good-looking—”


  “Thank you.”


  “—somewhat insincere ladies’ man,” I said quite decisively.


  He smiled, almost as if he would blush he was so self-effacing. That really warmed me. “I’m afraid I’m all that.


  But I do try to be sincere, especially with women whom I don’t want to take advantage of—for example, a lady like yourself.”


  “And what makes me different?”


  “You have breeding,” he replied without thinking.


  I very much liked that appraisal and blushed a bit myself.


  The rest of the afternoon was a whir of hormonal activity, heart palpitations and prompt rationalizations for every red flag that waved before my glazed and delirious eyes. My staunch ethics lay in shambles and my defenses crumbled, invalidated by every heartfelt rejoinder George Gettys gave to the careful description I gave him of myself. I told him all the pertinent things, including my virgin status and why I thought it was so important to wait for the right relationship—and marriage—before a woman gave away her treasure.


  He found my attitudes refreshing, amazing, remarkable, bracing…all adjectives he used throughout our conversation. He was particularly intrigued that I was not simply an uptight church girl, spouting what she’d heard in Sunday School, but that I’d carefully thought through my moral standard and held on fast because it was such a true reflection of my heart.


  Had I so touched this rogue that he might change his ways? I had the audacity to wonder.


  “So what could I possibly do with a man like you?” I pondered aloud. We’d already covered the fact that he was well experienced with women, which I took to mean he’d bedded at least a hundred by the time he was thirty.


  “You can give me a chance,” he offered. “Spend some time with me. Let me prove to you that I’m more of a man than you expect me to be.”


  Oh, I was so easily won. Fate had knocked at my door and I answered with a pleasant welcome.


  George Gettys and I were engaged to be married six months later, after what I thought was a cautious, carefully controlled courtship. I was proud of myself, for as close, as intimate, as affectionate as we became, we did little more than hold hands, embrace and kiss.


  Oh, don’t underestimate those kisses. They were distinct kisses, passionate kisses, filled with all the ardor of two people deeply in love. Of course, it was physical too. My body was on fire with just the thought of him.


  And his physical presence engendered that unexplored untamed need in me until some days I thought I would self-immolate and my body turned to ash.


  As driven as I had been for chastity and holiness, I struggled to recall pure thoughts, but more often spent those twilight moments prior to sleep lost in the fantasy of our first night in bed. It pained me how my mind could crudely twist what I anticipated to be an untainted expression of love. My imagination created pictures too raw, too steamy; too lust-filled to square with the innocent virginal precepts that previously inhabited my mind.


  Would I ever confess this to George? Of course not!


  Even though I gave him my heart, I was always one step away from believing that he’d press me for sex if I gave him even half a chance, that one small opening where he might pick apart my calculated Christian logic and sully me with a shameful seduction to betray everything I stood for.


  Did I have so little faith in him, or was it faith in myself that was lacking?


  I refused to entertain that question.


  Toward the end of our engagement, I wore blinders—I suppose because I had to. A wedding to plan, even the smallest of affairs, takes time and emotion, which come in limited quantities. I knew that. If there were something wrong with the decisions I’d made up to that point—like the one to marry George Gettys—it was not the time dwell on doubt!


  Even when Rikki Bowles came to see me, I blew her off with a lighthearted laugh.


  “I really think you should know this,” the blowsy redhead said as she strolled to my table at the retro diner.


  George and I always met there for coffee on Thursday afternoons—a romantic gesture in honor of the day I bumped into him on the street. I was waiting, he was late, and Rikki had spotted me from her seat at the lunch counter. The slut was wearing a bright floral dress two sizes too small. The colors made me wince. Who’s to say that redheads shouldn’t wear orange and pink? She looked like a Christmas tree ornament. Any moment I expected her gaudy jewelry to blink like neon. Regardless of my instantaneous repulsion, I accepted her as graciously as I would my choir director and offered her the vacant seat in front of me.


  I knew that George knew her—he’d explained the situation to me…a lonely night, sad news about his sister’s cancer, he’d needed her ‘massage therapy’. I knew they had sex, and this was just his way of couching the truth.


  The fact that he didn’t lie about her was all that I required. And George absolutely never lied about his sexual past. He didn’t explain it all, but he never lied to me, and he always offered whatever information I asked for.


  This I believe to this day. His better self wanted me, and being the simple man he was, he knew that a difficult confession would score more points than a feeble attempt to mask the truth. Even more importantly, he knew I was intuitive enough to know if he fibbed.


  “What is it I really should know?” I asked Rikki Bowles.


  She was fishing through her purse, which was the size of her generous hips, not finding what she was looking for, saying, “Oh, drat!”


  “Something the matter?” I asked.


  “No cigs,” she droned.


  “Well, it’s a no smoking table anyway,” I pointed out the sign right over our booth.


  “Yeah, you’re right.” This seemed to perk her up, and her undulant body parts settled in comfortably, the way Jell-O settles in a dish.


  “So you were saying…” I really did want to move this conversation along.


  “I saw your boyfriend last night.”


  “My fiancé, George?”


  “Yeah, your boyfriend.”


  “And…”


  “The Pines Hotel,” that’s where George was living, “and there was a woman in his room.”


  “You’re saying he was having sex?” I went right to the point without appearing rattled.


  “No,” she shook her head, “didn’t say nothing about sex.


  I mean they might have, might well have.” Her made-up eyes got bigger for a moment before they dimmed. “But they didn’t have their clothes off or nuthin’.”


  “So what are you implying?”


  “You wouldn’t think that a guy about to be married would be carrying on with a woman in his hotel room, now would you?” she bit off rather sarcastically, her eyebrows now suspiciously raised.


  I didn’t like the sound of it either, but I was a master of keeping my emotions in check.


  “What were they doing?” I asked.


  “Don’t really know. I only saw them together, ‘cause these two guys, really scary guys, knocked on his door as I was passing by. He answered and I could look right in.


  “What do you mean by scary?”


  “One was this big black guy—I mean really big…bald head, gold pinky ring, leather jacket, straight out of the movies…the other was Chinese, or Japanese, or something like that…I can’t never tell for sure. George called him Mr. Sun.”


  “And why were they so scary? They may well have been George’s business associates.”


  “Ya think so?” She was not at all convinced.


  “That’s the likely explanation.” George worked with importers, brokering deals between foreign and American markets.


  “And why would they come to his room at nine at night?” She was asking me as if I had an answer.


  “I haven’t a clue, but then I’m sure there’s a reason.”


  “You trust him, doncha, honey?”


  “Of course. I’m marrying him.”


  “You think a leopard can change his spots?”


  “I know his reputation, Rikki. But you have nothing if you don’t trust a man.”


  “All I’m saying is that it didn’t look good from where I was standing.” She was all out of tales to tell; and, I’m sure, wishing there were much more of a story. “Don’t say I didn’t warn you.”


  “What, exactly, didn’t look good?” I tried to press her.


  She shrugged, which made her whole big body jiggle again. “Just a feelin, Miss Kettering. Just a feeling.”


  She finally ambled to her feet. I could hear the bare skin of her thighs peeling away from the vinyl bench.


  Then he was there, taking her place. George had seen us together so I had no way of extracting the untainted truth from him. But staying in character, he didn’t lie about anything.


  “What did she want?”


  “To tell me she’d seen you last night with a woman in your room…”


  “And Mr. Sun knocking on my door?” he quickly added.


  “Who’s Mr. Sun?”


  “Ultimately, he’s my boss.”


  “And he comes to your room at nine o’clock?” I sounded almost as skeptical as Rikki had been.


  “It’s the nature of the business. I think you’d know that by now. My world doesn’t sleep.” He’d said that before and was saying it again a bit wearily. “Mary was there to take notes of the meeting, and Mr. Sun and Dac were filling me in on a shipment.”


  “I’m not questioning you,” I chimed in. “Rikki was. I’m sure she thinks the worst.”


  “And didn’t I call you at midnight for your kiss good-night?” he reminded me, with his voice making almost imperceptible alterations toward the languid and sultry tone that so tickled my very anxious crotch.


  “Oh, yes you did,” I answered with a gleaming smirk—wished I had the guts right then to suggest we forget formalities and get my virgin deflowering over with that afternoon. This was no way for me to be thinking, but I was getting used to the torrid pictures in my mind, and the squishy feeling in my panties and the way my untouched breasts ached for his caress. With our date pleasantly descending into the bantering of lovers, the incident with Rikki, the girl, Mary, and the two scary men was forgotten. I only mention it now because it was the only foreshadowing I would have of what would happen on our honeymoon.




  


  


  CHAPTER TWO


   THE BETRAYAL


  When George announced that we’d be spending two weeks on a cruise ship, I was elated. “A luxury cabin,” he added with a gleam in eyes that smoldered like a dying fire.


  “Humm, sounds wonderful,” I could already feel my thighs opening for that first foul breach.


  “Of course, it is the company ship,” he added a bit warily.


  “And what does that mean?”


  “All expenses paid, that’s the good news,” then he winced, “and a few business matters to take care. But I’ve been assured that it won’t take up that much of our time. I thought it was a fine offer. I’ve heard great thing about Mr. Sun’s private ship.”


  “A ship or a yacht?”


  “A really big yacht. I think it actually could qualify as a ship. Whatever, it’s pretty impressive for private ownership. We’ll be sailing to the South Pacific, hitting several resorts…” He was waiting for my approval.


  “Well, this is getting better and better,” I enthusiastically decided.


  “Oh, I’m glad you think so,” he seemed relieved by my response.


  “Why wouldn’t I be? How else could we afford a honeymoon so extravagant?”


  “Exactly.” He was all smiles, while the roar in my nether regions had another dose of fantasy to keep it hot.


  We sailed from San Pedro in the afternoon, following a morning wedding ceremony. The reception was small, exactly as I’d planned. I had always been selfish about such things. I wanted to concentrate on George and our romance, not a lot of guests. The honeymoon couldn’t have been more perfectly arranged to give us the privacy I wanted. Even if George had a few commitments to attend to, I trusted they’d be brief. Who didn’t respect the rights of honeymooners to enjoy the first days of married life alone and without interruption? That is why I initially balked when George told me we’d be having our first dinner on board with Mr. Sun and his friends.


  “But it’s our first night!”


  “I know.” He seemed pensive, worried. In fact, he had seemed to be preoccupied in that manner all day. I considered it wedding jitters and the worst of it should have been over by then—considering that he was finally getting on to part of the day he was looking forward to most. Perhaps his anxiety had to do with bedding a virgin, something he’d rarely done…and not just a virgin, but his wife!


  I was jittery too. All my sexual dreams came down to this one moment, and it was fraught with worry.


  What if I didn’t live up to his expectations? What if he didn’t live up to mine? What if it hurt…or worse yet, what if George had a tiny little thingy! My panic increased as these awful possibilities began to explode in my mind, along with those driven by my unfed lust.


  “I wanted our first time to be perfect…” I whined a bit, “to be romantic, just the two of us, a bottle of wine and…” I drifted off, pouting sadly, hoping he’d change his mind about the dinner.


  “And that’s exactly the way it shall be, Sally,” he assured me. “We’ll just have to wait until after dinner, once Mr. Sun has toasted our marriage.” His mouth pulled taut in a pained grimace. Perhaps he was as nervous about his business meetings as he was our first married night. I hated the idea that anyone had eclipsed my importance to him, but I had no choice but to live with this fixed reality. I would be patient, dutiful, the good wife. I expected that of myself as much, maybe even more, than he expected it of me. As I dressed for dinner on my wedding night, I had no idea how important being the ‘dutiful’ wife would become in the hours ahead.


  Had my mind a lifetime to dwell on the possibilities for my first sexual experience, it would never have conjured up the scene that played out that night. The panic, the anxiety, the jitters never subsided, but then too, neither did the excitement.


  Unfortunately, there was no time to dwell on romance—no romancing at all. All my fine and frivolous fantasies were dashed. As if I were living a nightmare, my carefully constructed world of vestal virgins at the altar of love and shameful rogues becoming knights in shining armor disintegrated around me. I was left to navigate in the murky waters of salacious lust and depravity, stripped of my dignity, humiliated and debased.


  We toasted our marriage with a table full of well-dressed gentlemen, George’s business associates including an inscrutable Mr. Sun and the black man, Dac. There were four others, two Chinese businessmen, a Polynesian trader, Julio, I’d met once before, and a quietly elegant black man—whose first gaze bore right into me, as if he could see beyond every pretense to the hidden truth about me. His patronizing look was not a sexual one, though it served to place me beneath him in the pecking order of the evening’s gathering. I suspected that all of the men in the room felt the same way about me, believing that I was subordinate to them; a second-class person, like a servant or whore would be in their eyes.


  Maybe it was just my imagination that leapt to that conclusion, I tried to rationalize, but the whole setting gave me the creeps. I clung to George’s side like a silly girl as I offered the men a self-conscious smile.


  Maybe it was how I dressed—which was quite a departure from my unusually modest attire. The body-defining sheath clung closely to my natural curves and its emerald color seemed to shout quite boldly. Thankfully, the deep slit up the skirt was hidden when I sat down. I’d worn the sexy dress for George—certainly not for these men. After all, it was my wedding night, this was my husband; no time was more appropriate for flaunting my wares! But I instantly regretted my choice when six pairs of eyes converged on the deep décolletage and the way my bra pushed my breasts upwards, so that they jiggled noticeably when I moved, as if I deliberately planned to attract their lurid stares.


  Sensing my nervousness, George leaned over to me as we sat down and whispered, “You’re doing just fine.”


  I was in no position to argue, but if he’d given me the chance I would have excused myself and left. That being impossible, I quietly ate my meal while a business conversation whirred around me in an unintelligible language. Yes, they were speaking English, but I had no clue what they were talking about. Toward the end of the meal—and much to my surprise—Mr. Sun addressed me specifically and, suddenly, all eyes turned my way. I think I preferred their indifference.


  “Mrs. Gettys, a toast is in order, in celebration of your marriage.” I looked toward Mr. Sun and blushed. He lifted his glass in the classic gesture and the other men followed suit with muted smiles—if they smiled at all. “I suppose, though, that George has not informed you of our evening’s further activities,” he went on to say.


  I looked at him bewildered. “No, I don’t believe he has,” I finally answered.


  “Well then, I’ll let Mr. Sands explain,” he nodded to the elegant black man, who again stared at me with such profound intimacy that I felt my spirit weaken and my body quake. Not that it was necessarily a bad feeling, but it was certainly something that made me uncomfortable, especially since that feeling was becoming increasingly sexual.


  “George, what is this about?” I asked my husband as we moved into the adjoining room—a large finely furnished stateroom. I remember very little about the room now, except how the polished brass fixtures gleamed like gold in the soft light.


  He seemed as nervous as I was, but answered only with a sad, “I’m sorry.” Then he pulled out of my grasp, to leave me standing in the center of a circle of men, who’d taken seats in the provided chairs. The men from dinner were all there, the two Chinese businessmen, Julio, Mr. Sands and Dac. Mr. Sun, however, was at the back of the room some distance away, sitting too, but apparently there only to observe.


  I looked around, rightfully alarmed. “What is this?” The assertive side of me that dared to take on legions of men had been submerged to that point. But it suddenly returned quite forcefully as I sensed the threat closing in around me.


  “Let’s not panic, Mrs. Gettys,” Mr. Sands stood up. Moving to my side, he placed his hand on my shoulder tenderly. “You relax and do what we say, you might even enjoy your night.”


  “I have every intention of enjoying my night…. with my husband!” I told him firmly, while trying to turn and catch George’s gaze, but Mr. Sands’ body was in the way.


  “And he’ll be here, in fact the whole night is about him, so I imagine he’ll never be far from your mind.”


  “What is this?” I tried jerking from his settling grasp, but his hand turned to steel as he gripped my shoulder tightly.


  “Don’t be frightened,” his voice deepened. The force of his fingers clawing into my shoulder seemed to weaken me again, as if he were taking over my body. At the same moment, a strong pulse of desire began beating in my crotch. Though I tried to force it away, it only seemed to beat more fervently for my efforts to squash it.


  “Please,” I wanted to cry, to grab for George and fly from the room, but I knew that would never happen. I was afraid. Something about this cruel turn of events signaled an abrupt and definitive end to my romantic honeymoon.


  “You won’t be hurt in any significant way, girl,” Mr. Sands went on to say. “And you’ll be doing your husband a great favor. He has a debt to pay, one I don’t think he could pay without your help. And that fact puts him in a very precarious position with us. He’s dependent on your cooperation.” This time, I managed to turn enough to see George’s face.


  “What is this about?” I asked him.


  But his face was vacant and his body tense as though he were about to walk the plank. “I’m sorry,” he said again.


  “Let’s not bother asking him questions, Mrs. Gettys,” the soothing Mr. Sands interjected, “I have all the answers you need.” He was stroking my back gently, as if that might ease the truth of what he was about to say. “You love your husband?”


  “Of course, I do.”


  “And you’d do what you can to help him out of a bad situation?”


  “What situation is that?”


  “Don’t answer my question with a question, Mrs. Gettys,” his voice turned cooler. “Do I have your cooperation or not?”


  “But I don’t know what I’m agreeing to.”


  “You’re agreeing to help George pay his debt, simple as that.” His voice was like velvet meant to soothe the agitated nerves that transmitted messages of danger and flight just beneath my fiery skin. “The debt to Mr. Sun and his associates. Your husband has been embezzling from the company for some months, taking money that doesn’t belong to him.”


  “You’re not serious?” I turned again to George, but this time he refused to meet my gaze.


  “We’re very serious,” Mr. Sands answered for him. “And your husband is in a very serious predicament. We can either turn him over to the authorities, which will mean he’ll spend a long time in prison, or,” he paused to let this information sink in, “you can do us a favor. You wish to help him?”


  “Of course, I do,” I jumped right in, despite the nagging suspicions that my ‘help’ would take an ugly turn.


  “Good,” he seemed pleased. “Do everything you’re told and we’ll have no problem.”


  His hand moved across my back, across my shoulder and downward to my ass. A twinge of excitement raced through me as I accepted the sensuous feelings that resulted. But No! This wasn’t right!. I tried to shake him off without success.


  “What is it I have to do?”


  “Just a simple trade, Mrs. Gettys. You can look at it this way…George tried to take something of great value that didn’t belong to him, so, in turn, we’re simply taking what is of value to him—and that is you.”


  “Me? What do you mean?”


  “You, Mrs. Gettys, and the prize of your virginity.”


  “No!” I couldn’t believe what I heard.


  “Oh, yes!” he exclaimed right back. “If you’ll excuse the crude language, it would seem to be the best way to phrase the facts—you’re going to be fucked, deflowered, fucked and used by the lot of us.”


  “No!” I jerked from his grasp in an attempt to run from the room, but one of the Chinese men and Mr. Sands himself hauled me back and held me tight. I struggled against their firm hands in an attempt to free myself, but without success. Their grip only tightened on me more, while the swell of enticing desire made my body crave the very thing they wanted from me. I don’t think I understood that desire right then. I was scared for my life and the great heat in me was focused only on getting away. I began to struggle, kicking and clawing. Then from somewhere outside the brawl of bodies, I heard a voice crisply say:


  “You know how to calm her, gentlemen. Do it!”


  The scuffle was all one great blur for several seconds, until I suddenly found myself shoved over Dac’s big lap, being spanked hard and hotly on my upturned ass. At first, the strikes were from his bare palm landing smartly on my clothed behind. That was enough in itself to get my attention—and yet I kept kicking like a naughty school child. Seconds into the assault—perhaps because I was fighting so hard—the spanking took a nasty change. The emerald dress was jerked up high to expose my naked bottom cheeks and Dac’s huge black fist came down, this time gripping a wooden paddle. The sting shot from my hot, blistered cheeks, though my nerves to the far extremities of my flailing body. Although Dac was certainly big enough to keep me from wrenching off his lap, he soon had help. My wild gyrations were forcefully subdued by men at my head and feet, taking control of my arms and legs so that I could hardly move.


  “Dammit it, nooooooooo!” I bawled.


  But no one paid attention.


  My body was wracked with pain, my ass a hellish furnace.


  “Stop! Stop! Please!” I grunted loudly as I tried jerking away. But there seemed no end to the relentless horror.


  “If you want him to stop, you do as I tell you.” Mr. Sands spoke with a voice of reason rising above the loud ruckus.


  “Yes, yes anything!”


  The black man suddenly stopped the brutal spanking, and my exhausted body went limp.


  Dac’s hand replaced the wooden paddle, massaging the flesh he’d just severely punished. Initially, I was too stunned, too exhausted to think clearly and my body impulsively spoke for me. The soothing touch of that big black hand on my red-hot cheeks recalled my earlier desire. He grabbed one cheek and shook it hard, then with my legs still held down by that pair of unseen hands, he dropped this thick fingers into the crevice and touched my sexual core. It was aflame with sensation. Before I realized what I was doing, I was twisting on the man’s lap, finding myself unbelievably aroused.


  “My dear, you’re doing just fine,” the elegant Mr. Sands kindly oozed a sexual tone around his words. He was at my head, his hand winding through my hair. He tugged enough for me to feel a taut pressure in my scalp. He was taking charge of me; his calculated gesture spoke volumes. “Julio, bring Fawn and Darcy here. There’s something I think our little virgin needs to see.” I tried to control my physical response, but my efforts were futile. I despised myself for reacting like a vulgar slut, but there was no way I could shut down the feelings clamoring for attention in my crotch. As Dac’s fingers played my wet cunt like an instrument, he let the whole crowd know just how juicy I’d become.


  “Ah! Exactly as I expected,” Mr. Sands chortled as he let go my hair and moved away.


  Two women entered the room with Julio—neither exactly dragged there, but neither looking particularly willing. I watched them from my position over Dac’s lap, until he finally let go of me and shoved me to the floor between his legs where he held me by my hair. At least for the moment, my embarrassing fix became just the sideshow for this bigger event.


  Mr. Sands moved in front of the two women, his expression filled with amusement and spite. “Our little Fawn is going to be punished,” he told the room. “Julio, see that she’s bound tight.”


  Working quickly, Julio grabbed the girl’s hands—they were already cuffed in leather—and jerked them high above her head, where he fastened them to a thick metal ring that conveniently pulled out of the ceiling.


  Fawn was Oriental—her specific nationality unknown to me—perhaps Japanese, I concluded from her petite figure. Her long black hair gleamed like raven feathers, almost iridescent in the warm yellow lamplight. She was dressed in a pink, strapless sheath that was made of clingy cloth. Through the surface of the thin material, it was possible to see her tiny nipples. Truthfully, there was no significant body part that wasn’t obvious—from her slight breasts, to the inward curve of her waist, to the twin mounds of her behind and the soft rise and fall of her flat stomach as she breathed. Even her pubic mound was distinctly evident, bulging at the apex of her firm thighs. Her eyes, her lips, her cheeks were intensely colored with blue green shadow, red lipstick and mauvy rouge. I thought of the streetwalkers I’d commonly vilified as I hurriedly drove through grimy neighborhoods with my doors locked. In the past, she would have been an easy object of my disgust. But then, observing her on the street, I wouldn’t have seen her face as I saw it that night, the expression of sadness and longing, fear and worry, all summed up by her tiny features in a look of eloquent despair. She awaited the event with genuine resignation, not weakness.


  I was in awe of her courage. She didn’t shake or scream or attempt to run away—such bravery. And then the thought occurred to me that maybe part of her wanted what she faced. Could that be possible? A chill shot through my body at this prospect.


  In a move I anticipated, Julio jerked the stretchy dress down until the thing fell like a pink pool of cotton candy at her feet. She was naked and unable to hide herself, while her taut body gleamed with a layer of perspiration.


  I’d never seen anything quite as lovely as Fawn was then…that strange thought took me by surprise. Goose-bumps prickled my arms.


  “She’s always closing her thighs when she’s whipped, ”Julio informed Mr. Sands, “You want me to use the bar?”


  “If you think it’s necessary.” He really didn’t care. But he waited patiently as we all did while Julio turned Fawn’s back to the audience, cuffed her ankles and attached each one to opposite ends of a thick metal bar. Standing again, Julio then tugged on a chain hanging from the ring in the ceiling. Fawn jerked upward, with her spread feet almost rising off the floor. Her muscles tensed from the strain.


  I wanted to cry for mercy on her behalf, but I’d lost my power of speech. And even if I could talk, the scene was unfolding with such remarkable speed that I remained too dazed to comprehend it all, let alone comment.


  I’d never seen a braided cat ‘o nine tails in my life, but I understood what I was seeing when Julio suddenly appeared with one in his brawny fist. The man was short, not more that five feet eight, but he was powerfully built, with huge shoulders and thick muscles that with any kind of force at all could seriously injure the naked girl.


  I saw Fawn stare back over her shoulder. She shuddered as she noticed the cat in Julio’s hand and turned back.


  Mr. Sands moved to Fawn’s side and grabbed her long black hair, jerking her head back and down.


  “We’re going to show Mrs. Gettys what rebellion earns, aren’t we?”


  “Yes, sir,” she softly replied.


  “Tell her you earned this,” he ordered.


  “I wuz bad, very bad girl, and I need punish,” she said in halting English.


  Was she honest? Was she brainwashed? I couldn’t tell.


  “Tell her how much you want it,” he ordered again, but with a languid sort of sexual urging.


  “I like punish, feel nasty, but cunt hot.”


  “And then you cum.”


  “Yeah, I cum, sir, preaze.”


  “Maybe, slut,” Mr. Sands smiled at her. Then he eyed me, let go her hair and walked off, saying, “Better tie it out of the way.”


  That got handled by one of the Chinese businessmen, who grabbed Fawn’s sleek hair, made a thick knot of it toward the end and pulled it over her head, where he attached it to the same hook that bound her wrists.


  I’d certainly seen enough by then to insure my compliance with what ever they wanted of me, but Fawn’s torture was only beginning.


  “Darcy, my dear,” Mr. Sands called to the other young woman, who remained quietly on the sidelines while Fawn was being bound. She shyly approached, only to be pushed in the direction of my husband, who remained passively sitting in wait. “I think his bride needs a reality check, love. He may look a bit detached for her benefit, but I’ll bet his dick’s just throbbing for a good time.” With another shove, she was on the floor between George’s feet. While the girl worked his belt and zipper, one of the men had pulled my husband’s arms behind him and out of the way, binding them with rope.


  I watched in shocked amazement, my stomach turning sour at the sight of George’s pants opened and the girl’s hand reaching in. I’d never seen George naked, never seen his penis, erect or flaccid, and never seen him shirtless for that matter. That modest world of my former life seemed no more than a distant memory once this new world was unveiled. George’s fat erection stunned me, and I blushed with embarrassment.


  “You catch that?” Sands was standing over me, grabbing my hair again and jerking my head in that direction.


  “He’s getting off on my Fawn’s debasement, getting off on what he knows is going to happen to you.”


  I shook my head in disgust. My husband’s cock was huge. And Darcy, doing her job like a pro, only made the moment more obscene as her mouth descended over the head of his erection and she began to run her teeth and tongue along the shaft.


  “Please, don’t do this,” I mouthed, quietly sobbing.


  “You think he’s hurting, girl? If you do, you don’t know your husband very well. Then, I suppose you don’t, virgin that you are.” Mr. Sands wasn’t kind anymore, but mocking me with the vehemence of a sworn enemy.


  What had I ever done to him? “Long as you’re watching, pay attention to yourself, my lily-white virgin. You may preach abstinence like a Sunday school teacher but you’re as much a whore as Fawn and Darcy.


  “No! I’d never!” I spat back at him.


  He laughed, “Oh, you are exactly what I make of you, my pretty plaything,” he replied with a smug grimace.


  He turned away, moving all our attention back to Fawn, and Julio, who was poised to begin the whipping.


  With a nod from Sands, the man reared back and started flogging the girl, at first with measured strokes, ones even I could see were not particularly painful. But those were just a warm-up. With increasing vigor, Julio whipped the braided leather across the girl’s slight back, across her ass and then her thighs. Her flesh was soon scorched with red, her tender skin blistered and almost broken.


  Thinking back, I find it amazing that Fawn remained stoic, especially at the start. She emitted a few muted grunts that were hardly audible, and gave the impression that the whipping was more pleasure than pain. In time, though, I saw her tremble and her muscles tense; and then almost without any warning at all, she began to wail and gasp for air as her entire body shook inside the bondage.


  The brutality continued. I wanted to rush to her, release her, drag her away, though the thought was foolish and instantly forgotten—quickly replaced by a secondary desire that floated up from my psyche quite unexpectedly and dispensed with my compassion. This new desire was something baser than I’d ever felt before. I wanted the whipping to continue. I wanted her beaten harder, to hear her cries turn into screams, and watch her body in its anguish get nothing but more pain. I lusted after her writhing form, seeing a strange beauty in her torture. As her backside turned into a mass of raw skin, the blackness in my heart became more thrilled and my body turned into a hungering sexual animal.


  The worst cruelty came when the whipping was over, when Julio put down the cat, and Sands gloatingly stalked her. Fawn snuffed, with a deep sob occasionally wracking her body. Almost as if he felt sorry for her, Sands stopped in front of her with his hand moving between her legs. Her despair turned on a dime, transformed by a feeling of pleasure, perhaps, not unlike what I experienced from Dac after he spanked me. Her body seemed to spill free with desire as her moans turned into sensuous gasps. Could it be that she would really climax?


  “Ooo, you make me cum, sir,” the girl seemed close to ecstasy. I could feel it in me—an intoxicating sensation stirring every atom in the room…including those in my sexually inexperienced body.


  “You want that, don’t you?” Sands baited her.


  “Yes, sir,” she writhed now more than ever, moving her small body in an erotic dance as seductive as any porn star’s crude contortions.


  Nearby, George was groaning, too. Though I refused to turn his way, in my peripheral vision I could see that Darcy’s tongue and mouth had brought him to the edge and held him there. “God, girl!” I heard his heavy whisper. While disgust and shame rankled my heart, I ignored the feelings and returned my attention to the scene of Fawn and the smooth-talking Mr. Sands.


  The girl was practically dancing on the man’s fingers.


  Even I, novice that I was, could tell that she was at the brink and about to orgasm when Sands abruptly pulled his hand away. He extended it toward Julio, who pressed a flat stick in his palm.


  “You think you deserve to cum?” he asked her, as he gave her pubic mound a sharp smack.


  The girl jerked in pain as she begged, “Oh, preaze, sir.”


  “Tell me. You been a good girl? Tell me the truth.”


  “No, sir, I been naughty girl,” she bowed her head.


  “That’s right.” Again, he hauled off and smacked the wooden slat directly between her legs. “You deserve to cum?”


  “No, sir, but preaze,” she raised her head in a passionate appeal.


  He smacked her again and she answered with a sharp cry, jumping and tugging in what little room her bound body had available.


  “No,” he shook his head, “little Fawn gets no treats when she’s been bad.” He smacked her one more time. In the same instant, the room filled with the sound of my husband coming into Darcy’s mouth. I glanced back, pained, seeing him wince and twist and gasp, ignorant of what his lust was doing to me. Ignorant and indifferent.


  “Take her down and out of here,” Sands ordered Julio.


  “No, no, no, I sorry! I sorry, sir. Preaze make Fawn cum, preaze!”


  “Get her down!” he repeated, impatiently.


  With Julio undoing the ropes that bound the sobbing girl, Sands turned his attention back to me, suddenly dragging me from between Dac’s legs and to my feet. I looked back at the huge black man feeling a bit sorry that I’d lost his protection. What a false thought that was—that there’d ever been any protection for me in that room.


  Sands was suddenly Mr. Sands again, his emotion quelled as if he were changing suits of clothes. Cool and kindly, he addressed me in a way that made me quake with unwanted yearning. “You want that to be you, Mrs. Gettys?” he said, pointing to Fawn, to her wounds and her weariness.


  I shook my head unable to speak. “Then you do what you’re told. Any doubts?”


  I shook my head again.


  “Answer with your voice, dear, so we can all hear. So even George can hear.”


  “No. No doubts, sir.”


  “Good. I’m glad I made my point. Understand that Fawn suffered because she deserved to; she was bad and she knew exactly what she would get. But don’t let her misery trouble you, by tomorrow she’ll bounce right back.” He paused as we watched Julio take the girl from the room, then he continued. “Now that you have the rules clear, lets see how well you can follow them, huh?”


  I looked back at him puzzled. “You saw how Darcy handled George, let’s have you do that to Dac.” He gave me an encouraging push toward the man who spanked me, while I trembled with dread. Every nerve in me was teaming with fright, and yet very alive. I was filled with rage and, much to my dismay, filled with lust. I can’t imagine even now what went though my brain as I realized what I was supposed to do. Maybe nothing at all. I only knew what I did and how well I performed.


  The fall to my knees jarred the bones in them so the skin was bruised the next day. But I didn’t feel any pain. I went for Dac’s crotch, for his belt and zipper the way I’d seen Darcy do. I opened the fly and opened his pants, and reached in with a wince on my face to find the hot black meat of Dac’s erection, pulsing as if he’d known all along what would happen.


  “Ask him for permission…” Mr. Sands interrupted my work, “Ask him if you can suck his cock.”


  I stared back at Sands nervously.


  “Do it, Mrs. Gettys; you don’t want to fail now.”


  “But I…I—”


  Sands shook his head, reminding me to obey. I understood. I knew what I faced if I didn’t do as I was told.


  Turning around, I let my eyes focus on the black man’s cinnamon-colored eyes.


  “M-may I suck your cock?” I nervously spit out, trying not to cry, or even feel the lewd flutter in my tummy.


  “Suck your cock, sir, ” Mr. Sands corrected me.


  “May I suck your cock, sir? ” I repeated the right words with the proper emphasis.


  “Ah, darlin’, you can suck me off any time,” Dac returned with a kind expression that, while welcome, seemed out of place considering the circumstances. He reached forward with his big hand taking hold of my head and pulling it forward and down.


  Dac’s penis was only half-erect; a lazy pistil flopped to one side, though pulsing softly, as if it anticipated rising soon. I reached for it with my hand, feeling the texture: the firmness from within and the soft smooth skin without. My fingers were itchy, delighted, scared, as the rest of me was, but not as hesitant as I would have thought they’d be. My mouth was equally as eager and afraid, intensely curious, and surprisingly not disgusted by the thought of taking a penis into my mouth.


  I am sure now that this black man with his dark skin and his unfamiliar ways made the difference between my success and failure that awful day. I’d endured his fierceness, but saw behind that a quality of restrained mercy, of gentle desire that lured me into him despite my fear. Something about him made me want to taste his growing erection. Just my thinking that, the thing seemed to billow even bigger before my inexperienced eyes. I smelled the fragrance of his sweat, and the strange odors I might have at one time found repulsive.


  My inhibitions quickly fell away, and my mouth opened as I took the head of his penis inside and let the stalk slide deep into my throat. I immediately wanted to gag, but resisted the initial urge. Though when I tried to force his penis deeper, I couldn’t stop the reflex and I spit him out.


  “Hey, girl, you’re doing fine,” he purred softly. Running his fingers through my hair, he firmly guided me down again. This time, I didn’t try to swallow him and I didn’t gag. I repeated what I’d seen Darcy do to George, and what my memory banks had stored as images of oral sex recorded during unchecked times I seen something on cable TV or on the Net. Soon, impulse and instinct replaced my awkwardness. I allowed my mouth to suck and my tongue to run along the shaft and my lips to tenderly kiss the head before I began the ritual again.


  Within a minute or two, Dac was fully erect, ten inches of thick masculine flesh and hormones ready for what came next. A strange pleasure followed seeing the man respond; that kind of feeling was foreign to me and I could not explain it.


  “Dac,” Mr. Sands interrupted his sexual reverie. “You think her cunt’s tight and juicy?”


  He looked up, “Ooo, yeah.” He leaned forward, pulling my mouth from his cock as he reached down to fondle my crotch.


  “Then it’s time to fuck this slut.”


  “Anything you say,” the black man decreed as he moved to his feet.


  I had never experienced a man guided solely by that force between his thighs, too involved in the outcome to let anything get in his way. I’m sure in my other world I would have fought like a savage to break myself away from that power. But I didn’t then; I was caught inside his driving need, pulled to my feet along with him and carried to the bed. I lay down on my back and submissively opened my thighs, preparing for the inevitable attack. No one had to prompt me.


  This wasn’t how the night was supposed to have been.


  My pretty fantasy was dead—it actually seemed silly to me now. I thought about George for no more than a second, just long enough to admit that our relationship had never been real. It had always been a sham based on my sexual infatuation. I was fool to think I could transform a morally bankrupt scoundrel. And now, this was my fate roaring up to greet me, telling me not to flinch.


  These men were dangerous, but I could survive them.


  How little I cared for my virginity then…and was it such a precious thing? I guess not, not when I so easily let the black man rise above me with a body intent on one result.


  Suddenly speared, my back arched with hot pain sweeping through my insides. My cunt felt ripped in two, yet I survived.


  I nearly passed out the moment my virginity was taken from me, but Dac slapped me back to reality as I started to drift. “Stay with me, luv, stay right here.” Though his right hand stung my cheek, there was no complaint. His passion sent me deeper into my lust where pain transformed, and my shame fed these crude desires.


  Dac held himself above me with his hefty body supported by his arms. And like my body was supposed to, like my imagination pictured, my hips rose to meet him every time his massive tool thrust itself into my rent cunt. As if I’d been taking lessons for years, I knew exactly how to have him, how to squeeze my muscle around his shaft, how to draw the pleasure from his prick.


  “That’s it, girl,” he urged me. He dropped down for a time, kissing my face, tugging my ear with his lips, his mouth going for my breasts, even though they were still tucked inside my dress—oddly, no one had bothered to take it off. I could hardly breathe under his massive weight.


  When I gasped for air, choking, he rose above me again and lunged hard. His cock was like thunder in my pussy as his hips pounded against my groin again.


  Suddenly, he stabbed hard and held himself against me coming, crying, “Aw, sheeeeeeeeeet!” in a voice everyone on the ship was sure to hear.


  That is all I remember about the first fuck…that and the force, the persistent hammering, the heat in the room, the smell of my sweat, and the ache in me that was so deep it seemed to sweep through in waves, over and over like a relentless pounding sea.


  After Dac finished, I was carried to a table where my cunt was wiped of blood. A systematic gangbang continued there, with the two Chinese businessmen following first, then Julio, and finally Mr. Sands. These later men hardly affected me, though. My cunt was so numb that I hardly felt them in me. The gaping hole between my legs seemed to swallow them inside. Sure, I gave them what they wanted; they all had their thrill. But none were like the first, like the gentle, savage, humane Dac.


  After the gangbang, I was dumped in the stateroom I was to share with George.


  “Here, drink this,” Mr. Sands said, handing me a cocktail glass with a rich looking amber liquid filling it half way. “It will help you sleep.”


  I hated hard liquor, but I didn’t refuse him. The burning spirits went down in two gulps and I handed back the glass.


  “Good girl, nice to see you’re learning fast.”


  “Do I have a choice?” I returned with an edge in my voice.


  “Don’t be rude. If I’m not mistaken, you weren’t half as horrified as you assumed you would be tonight. In fact, if I were a betting man, I’d bet that you got off, somewhere halfway through Dac’s rape.”


  Strange, I hadn’t thought of the attack as rape…and they did?


  Had I consented? No. Had I been forced? Yes. It sure fit the definition.


  “Trust me, I didn’t cum.”


  “Well, that’ll be rectified before you leave us, Mrs. Gettys.” I must have looked a little startled because he went on to explain. “No, it’s not over, not yet. Your George’s crimes are going to take a lot more fixing than one night of sexual debauchery. Besides, since we’re introducing you to the pleasures of sex, we certainly don’t want to leave anything out.”


  He let that thought go unexplained.


  “Now you get some rest and then freshen up. Some air topside wouldn’t hurt. And enjoy yourself. You’ll hear from me when you’re needed.” He said it as if this were still my pleasure cruise honeymoon.


  I don’t know why he bothered suggesting that I get fresh air. He locked the door behind him as he exited, so I remained at his mercy.


  By then, the powerful drink was having its effect. I dropped down to the bed, suddenly feeling quite weary.


  As I drifted off to sleep just seconds later, I concluded that there was more than liquor in the glass. But there was nothing I could do about that then. Hopefully, I’d see another day.




  


  


  CHAPTER THREE


   IN THE HEAT OF


   THE SUN


  When I awakened from my heavy slumber, it was nearly twenty-four hours later. I was notably naked, with a single sheet covering me. My door was ajar and lying on a chair beside the bed was a blue bikini bottom with a note.


   “When you’ve freshened up, join us on deck. S.”


  I searched my room for my suitcase, the clothes I’d packed, a robe, the green dress…anything. But everything was missing except my toiletries, which were conveniently sitting on a counter by the sink.


  I got the message, even though I was back to fighting fate. I wasn’t about to join anyone on the deck of a ship wearing nothing but the bottom of a string bikini.


  I did take the time to freshen up and reapply my makeup. And while I was washing away the sweat from a night of sex, I felt the gaping whole between my legs—not felt with my hand, I wasn’t that brave; I could feel it without touching the place. Something was different about me, something transformed. Fight as I might, the feelings of lust and longing had been awakened.


  They were hardly satisfied. But I didn’t want to think about sex. I wanted my life back. I wanted off the ship. I wanted the nightmare to end! I wanted to cry!


  In any other place, I might have sunk to the floor sobbing over my bad fortune. But that wouldn’t happen either. I had my pride and I had to contain myself. How else could I expect to reason with criminals and find a way to extricate myself from this horror?


  Because the bikini bottom was the only article of clothing in the room, I put it on, and I sat back on the bed and waited. When no one came, I lay my head on the pillow in an attempt to sleep again, but I’d slept too much already. Wide awake, I finally got up and peeked out the door, wondering, curious, but still defiant and too scared to leave my room half naked. Retreating to the porthole, I stared out looking at the vast, endless sea. My mind floated with it, as a stream of pictures from the previous night came back to me, unpleasant, disturbing, but seductive.


  “Ah, you are awake, and still intent on defying my instructions, I see.”


  I turned hearing Mr. Sands speak.


  “I was just coming up,” I exclaimed in my defense.


  “Oh, I don’t think so, Mrs. Gettys. You’ve been muttering and playing with yourself and considering your fate for some time. You can’t hide anything from me—especially when the room’s installed with video cameras that record your every move.”


  My body bristled, as my face blushed bright red.


  “I should have expected as much.


  “You should have behaved yourself. Now, it will only be doubly embarrassing.”


  I was uncertain what he meant, but that puzzlement didn’t last long. He quickly opened a locked cabinet in my cabin’s wardrobe and withdrew a punishment paddle big enough to make me shriek at just the sight of it. It looked much like a leather-covered ping-pong paddle with a broad business end attached to a simple handle. I suppose he saw my distress, but the man, being adept in ignoring opportunities for showing mercy, soon had me face down over his lap. Unlike my spanking from Dac—a shocking, lengthy lesson in surrender—this was brusque and to the point. After pulling the bikini bottom off my hips, he lit into my ass with a viciousness that took my breath away. I was sure that he’d peel the skin right off my bottom.


  Then it was over as suddenly as it started and I was on my feet again.


  “You want more?” he asked me quite pointedly.


  “No, sir,” I gulped my reply, taking a more submissive tone than I had earlier.


  “I didn’t think so,” he said as he moved on.


  I hadn’t paid attention to the bottle of liquor in my cupboard. Sands poured me a glass. “Drink up.”


  Whatever he wanted was okay with me; I wasn’t about to defy him now. Like the night he put me to bed, the liquor burned all the way down my throat, and it was just as fast in eliciting a physical response. My body warmed, and my head felt a little thick. But I wasn’t passing out this time, just feeling generally woozy and uncaring—a feeling I’d take with me on my trek to the main deck.


  While I finished the last swallow, Sands returned the paddle to the cabinet and locked it. Then taking me by the hand, he led me into the hall and up the stairs. I was aware that I was actually naked. As if the sassy slut in me really wanted to enjoy the experience, my nipples began to pucker like tiny kisses. No, no, I couldn’t be aroused! I tried to shake off the reality of my physical readiness. But my silly protest wasn’t worth my feeble arguments. Maybe these thugs were right. Maybe…maybe…my head was swimming by the time I hit the deck. The sun rained down on me hotly and the humid air liquefied on my skin.


  Since I had no control over what was happening, I tried to forget what was happening and let Sands lead.


  “Well, it took some necessary coaxing,” the elegant black man told a small crowd who were sunning themselves in reclining lounges. I was glad to see that I wasn’t the only woman going topless. It was obvious that modesty was outdated in this world. Unfortunately, my reluctance to follow instructions assured my humiliation. Before introducing me to the audience of unfamiliar faces—except for Darcy who, was sunning herself completely in the buff—he turned me around and let everyone see the results of the spanking. I could still feel my rear cheeks throb and the sun only warmed the hot skin more.


  “Bend over and take down your bikini,” he ordered, giving my butt a good swat.


  It seemed that I had no choice but to obey him. Thousands of miles out at sea, kidnapped by fate and a ship full of lust-driven men, I could do little but bear my shame with as much grace as I could muster. The drink actually helped. Following the instruction, I turned and let the lot of them view my punished cheeks.


  “I think we should make her go without the bottoms,” one fellow suggested.


  “Great idea,” Sands replied, “take them off, Mrs. Gettys.”


  When I presented my naked bottom to the crowd, I’m sure the blush on my face was as red as the one my ass.


  The eyes, the drink, the wind, the sun, the embarrassment…my senses careened with feelings I’d never felt before. The torment was earthy and sexual, blatantly sexual. That would embarrass me most of all.


  “May I?” another of the strangers spoke, asking Sands permission to touch me.


  “Want to test her out?” Sands gave him the reply he wanted. “Though she’s probably damn sore after her initiation.”


  They called him Crazy Man. He was a blonde, tan, buzz-cut, football player type. I glanced down at his crotch and noted that he was aroused; his bright blue Speedos were bulging at the crotch where his thickening erection pressed the fabric tight. I shuddered as I stared, my embarrassment compounding, but I couldn’t wrest my eyes from the tempting sight. Pushed his way, he reached out, grabbed my leg and brought me closer. When he ran his hand up between my thighs. I wanted to cry as the deft fingers roamed my tender flesh, as one slipped inside my sore vagina and came out soaked with juice. It gleamed like liquid silver in the bright sun.


  “Little slut’s lying if she says this isn’t turning her on,” he smiled for everyone.


  Then sitting up, the muscled he-man righted himself on the lounge and turned my back to him. Grabbing my hips between his firm hands, he pushed me to his lap where his stiff erection, free from inside the Speedos, greeted my wet hole with a firm welcome. I felt the shaft prodding at the sore opening for a few quick seconds and then my newest assailant shoved his cock inside. I was sitting on his thighs, squirming under the influence of his throbbing prick, unable to stop my body from reacting.


  “Ooo, she’s still tight as a virgin,” he groaned as he moved me up and down. “Little slut’s even squeezing down,” he reported to the delight of the dozen spectators enviously watching him.


  Penetration made me hungry for the feeling. Despite the soreness, and the crowd, and the humiliation, the cruel ache in my belly was finally getting its reward. Maybe it was just the drink that turned me into a fucking whore.


  Maybe I wasn’t scared anymore. Maybe it was my naughty flipside getting its say. Of course, it might have been Crazy Man’s cock; he wasn’t too big and there was no pain—at least not once I got used to the way he filled me.


  I remember myself gasping for air, and the hot sun beating on my bare chest as my breasts banged up and down, and the way Sands walked away as if his work was done, and the way the crowd looked at my face. I clawed at my thighs, nails digging into my skin—but I wouldn’t have known that at the time, only later when I saw the way I scratched myself.


  Something clicked in me as I bounced on Crazy Man’s cock. My inner passion swelled and I was as much engaged in fucking to a climax as he was. I was soon delirious and out of control. My grunting, cawing, guttural language gave me away.


  “God, yes, fuck!” I could hear myself repeating, and saying things like, “Ooo, dammit, harder!” This couldn’t be me, but it was.


  Crazy Man grabbed me about the waist as the sensations climbed to a peak. I leaned back into his chest and groaned, glad for the support of his hard, sweaty chest and the way he’d commandeered my body. I guess I needed containment, since I could hardly do so myself.


  I think we must have come together. The relentless copulation stopped and something bigger swept our bodies.


  Crashing jolts of fire that tore into my belly…again and again. I couldn’t stop them. His orgasm was finished long before mine was. He reached around and grabbed my cunt in his fist and shook it as another orgasm wracked me hard.


  “Oh, more, more, please.” He let me go on fucking his hand. “Ooo, yes,” I burrowed into his crotch while grabbing sensation after sensation, diving into them, unaware of everything but the feeling of pure freedom.


  I collapsed against him when I couldn’t go on any longer.


  By then, my body was wet with perspiration and smelling of sex. I wanted to pour that sex all over me like liquid sensation, bask in its essence, revel in the ungodliness, spit in the face of indignation and fornicate before the unmerciful rule-maker who denied me this pleasure.


  I imagine that was just a dream speaking to me. But I remember those thoughts so well, even now years later, that they soothe me when I’m afraid. I didn’t always remember that day so fondly. In fact, just after I fucked Crazy Man in front of twelve leering spectators, I started to cry.


  From nowhere, Sands appeared. I thought he’d walked away and left me…but when I revived enough to see his face as I gazed dazedly upward, I lashed out.


  “Look what you’ve made me do, you bastard!” I shouted through my tears. It was the drink and the exhaustion and my shameful behavior speaking.


  His face was eerily cruel as he stared back at me—or then again, maybe it was just the sun shining over his shoulder that made him look like a hellish beast.


  “Ass, you fuckin’ ass,” I repeated until I felt my cheek sting from his slap.


  “Hey man, she’s just over-cooked,” my blond lover suggested. Then the guy picked me up in his muscled arms and carried me below deck to my cabin.


  It was cool there, and my sanity began to return.


  “God, I suppose I’ve really done it now,” I offered my concern as he humanely laid me on the bed.


  He shook his head and chuckled. “Hell, no one’s gonna punish you for your performance today, lady. You were great. To hell with Juno Sands, he’s a pretty ass bastard from the projects who happens to look good in fancy suits. But he don’t matter for nothin’. I don’t know what those jerks have on you, but you just remember, that tight pussy has a helluva lot of sass and you sure know how to use it.”


  This was his compliment. He didn’t know a damned thing about who I was and what I’d done in the last forty-eight hours. So given that fact, I was rather warmed by his appraisal, and intrigued by his comments on Sands—Juno Sands. Gee, the bastard actually had a first name.


  ***


  What do the mythologists say about the great crusades of history? It takes three days in the underworld before the hero brings back the hard won truth or victory.


  I had my three days…and the third was the most amazing of all. Too bad that I didn’t see the end as the spectacular awakening it truly was. Only time and distance would grant me the wisdom I could have easily recognized at the time, but didn’t.


  “You really lost it, didn’t you?”


  Sands was in my room, pacing as he would do, even though the space was tight and he didn’t have much room to make the effect dramatic.


  “Are you going to punish me?” I asked.


  “You think you need to be?”


  “I don’t know. But I think it was the liquor and sun and the sex that made me mad…and being captive on this ship against my will, having my marriage taken away.


  I’ve got reasons to be pissed.”


  “Yes, you certainly do,” he answered evenly. “And no, there’s no need to punish your madness. You’ll get punished enough getting through until morning.”


  “What does that mean?”


  “It means, Mrs. Gettys, you’re not finished paying for your husband’s failings.”


  “Husband, yeah,” I shot back sarcastically. I listened to myself, wondering… where was that patented smile and the good-natured Sally Kettering now? What a joke she was. “Where is he, anyway? I haven’t seen him.”


  “He’s on the ship, watching, squirming because he has no idea if what you’ll give us will pay off his debt.”


  “And that’s all he cares about, his debt?”


  “I can’t say,” he gazed down at me pensively, as if he would say something more, but decided not to.


  “So, will my body pay his ransom?”


  “If you continue to cooperate, I imagine so. Mr. Sun is a man of his word.”


  “And where’s he?”


  “You’re a mighty nosy lady.”


  “Just wondering. I don’t suppose I really care.”


  “Better not to care. My advice for you after tonight…forget you ever were on this ship. Memorize nothing about it. Forget the faces. Remember the sex if you’d like, but forget the people. They were simply doing their job.”


  I really don’t know what he meant by that…maybe I didn’t want to.


  “So, you need the liquor to loosen you up?”


  I shrugged. I was already feeling the anticipation of another night of sex. Funny, how in so short a time, I found a whole new body inside my skin, careening with sexual responses, with appetites I’d always squelched. I was afraid, but not like the first time. And no, I didn’t want the booze to loosen me up. If I could do it drunk, I could do it sober. I told Sands so.


  “Suit yourself, but don’t regret that later.”


  He was opening that locked cabinet again, the one filled with surprises, not the least of which was what came next—a dog collar and chains, and a funny looking puzzle of smaller chains and metal gadgets that would take a demonstration to figure its purpose. Given what I’d already been through before, I shouldn’t have been surprised by what I saw. But I was. These sexual variations were appalling to a novice, the humiliation undisguised, and yet, the effect they had on me would certainly serve Sands’ purpose. Striking a hidden chord in my sexual psyche, I felt myself drifting, relinquishing, forgetting my anger, as the requirement for submission became obvious.


  “You’ll do the night on your hands and knees—at least to begin with,” he explained. “You’re not to stand or to sit in a chair or think of yourself,” he eyed me carefully as he spoke. His voice became deeper, mellow and sexual.


  “Resign yourself. Surrender. Let those words take your brain and reshape it. Manage that and your pleasure will abound.” He smiled. “Seeing how you’ve been before, Mrs. Gettys, I really don’t think you’ll have much problem.”


  As Sands clamped the thick leather collar around my neck, I melted into the skilled power of his warm hands.


  And responding like a dutiful slave, I didn’t quarrel when he chained my hands and feet together. He left enough slack so that I could easily crawl, while remaining fully aware that I’d be thought of as little more than a captured beast. My tormentors had already humbled me to a lowly status, and this bondage made that fact more graphic, no doubt a means to further titillate their sexual fancy. I must admit, the sexual exhilaration in me soared, while at the same time, I made every effort to keep it in check.


  The weird device of chains and metal was another matter altogether—one not so easily tolerated. To start, a simple chain was drawn around my waist, from which another chain dangled. That one was to bisect my crotch. By itself, the chains were easy enough to wear, but that was only the start. The bisecting chained was fitted with several clamps and a unique little egg that Sands inserted into my rectum. I was afraid the minute the thing was pressed inside—afraid that it forecast my next sexual activity.


  Too scared to even think about anal sex, I blanked that horror from my thoughts, while Sands continued with his ingenious toys. Two of the clamps were attached to my outer labial lips so that a fixed bar between them held my pussy open wide. A third clamp fit over the exposed hood of my clitoris, and was made in such a way that it rubbed there, stimulating the one thing that certainly needed no stimulation that night. The heavy tug from all of these silly metal tortures made crawling laborious. With each crawling step, the weight and pressure escalated, and the erotic stimulation mounted with increasing discomfort. I’d learned in a short time that my body required an antidote to this kind of perpetual stimulus, that it needed to climax in order to release the dreadful ache. I’d learned that erotic pleasure wasn’t always erotic joy, and it wasn’t always welcome.


  Collared, shackled and clamped, I’d been turned into a bizarre sexual ornament, grossly humbled, reduced into the sum of my body parts and the hideous way they were graphically exhibited. That I drew some sexual stimulation from this, too, only increased my shame.


  It was different crawling toward my fate completely sober. A few steps on my way, I regretted my decision to turn down the liquor. But I wouldn’t tell Sands that. I’d bear it all just to prove I could. While I crawled, he urged me along with a cane he repeatedly rapped on my rear. The taps weren’t hard, just another demeaning gesture among many.


  As we reached the stateroom where I’d spent my first sexual night, I tried to disconnect from the caricature made of me, being determined to let the night unfold as it was destined to do—but without my encouragement, without my passion, and certainly not my sexual drive.


  They could have my body but they would not take my spirit.


  Oh! How naïve I was!


  The stateroom looked much the same as it had forty-eight hours before, elegant and glowing with a mellow, sexual aura. The boys were all there: the Chinese businessmen, Julio and George.


  Yes, my husband, George. I wondered how I could have been so foolish. Sure, he had a nice face and charm that would always make me shudder. I stared at him blankly, wondering what he might be feeling then, seeing me the way I was. This time, he wasn’t mouthing I’m sorry anymore; I guess the time for that was over. He did look bedraggled, like the mental torture was killing him. The charm was gone and though he was still handsome, he looked weak and ineffectual. Forgiveness, compassion on my part wasn’t even a consideration.


  One brief glance his way, I crawled past him.


  “On the table, ” Sands ordered me, while pointing to a coffee table that would conveniently put me at a convenient height. How jaded I’d become to instantly consider such sexual requirements with so little thought.


  “Such an ass she has.” Julio was speaking. I couldn’t see his face, but I recognized the accent. He raked his hand over my behind and tugged at the jewelry. I winced, gasped a bit, but tried to stay calm and within myself.


  “Turn her on, why don’t you?” he said to Sands.


  I ignored the comment for the moment, until it became clear that he was being quite literal about ‘turning me on’. That little egg inside my ass began to vibrate…a buzz at first, then a deeper hum, then little electric jolts that really hurt.


  I wasn’t calm anymore; I was getting scared. “Please, don’t.”


  “Please don’t what?” Sands wondered. “Please don’t make that lovely body jerk and squirm. Don’t watch that pretty pink ass go crazy?” Another, bigger electric jolt shook me hard.


  “Oh, god no…anything but…”


  “Anything but this?” he gave me another blast that practically lifted me off the table. “Annoying little thing isn’t it?”


  “Yes, sir,” I wanted to wilt.


  “But it serves its purpose, girl. Loosens you up. The fucking isn’t over, not yet.”


  Julio tickled my crotch and I shivered more pleasantly.


  But the jerking clamps, made me cringe. And when he started to tug them hard, I sucked in, body tensing, face wincing in anticipation. “Haven’t done nothing yet,” Julio taunted. With each tug the pain got worse. Tears crowded my eyes, finally spilling down my cheeks. Suddenly Julio pulled one clamp off completely and a shocking pain rocketed through me. I nearly fainted.


  “Easy, girl,” he rather kindly stroked the hurt. “It’s making you wet, making it all sloppy back here.” He fingered my slit, tapped my clitoris with his fingers and then inserted several in my vagina. I couldn’t stop myself from spasming; my whole body quaked. When Julio ripped off the second labia clamp, I fell forward, though he quickly pulled me back. “That’s it, girl,” he calmly caressed the wounded place as the blood gushed back into the slip of skin.


  I was wetter still, my entire cleft soaked with juices from my cunt, which Julio smeared everywhere. The scent of my sexual body filled the air around me. I couldn’t hide my arousal.


  I felt the clamp on my clitoris slip away, not jerked or pulled, but quietly removed, and the resulting effect was a milder sensation, but one no less thrilling.


  “Have her gents,” Sands was speaking, “she’s yours, courtesy of a grateful man, who’s very life has been spared by this virgin who we’ve made a whore.”


  From that point, I remember the fingers, ones in my mouth teasingly playing with my lips and others at my cunt. Though my dark insides continued to feel the sting from the electric egg, that torture was short-lived. A few minutes later, it was tugged from my ass and was immediately replaced by several fingers, wiggling their way inside. I’d never felt such wildness in my body, as the stirring in my rectum lifted me into a new realm of physical awareness.


  Still trying to comprehend this new wildness, my attention was suddenly turned elsewhere. A man standing at my head stroked his naked penis before my face.


  “Give me your mouth.” The fellow pushed his swelling penis against my lips, and I opened my mouth to receive him. Swirling my tongue around the head, I then bobbed forward to accept him deeper. When he shoved his prick to the back of my mouth, I wanted to spit him out, but my revulsion quickly transformed into a yearning so strong that my inhibitions fell away like useless bits of trash.


  “That’s it,” the happy fellow purred as my mouth worked his insistent organ. There was a second cock to my right, asking for the same attention, so for a time I moved back and forth between the two, devouring one, then moving on to the next and then back again. Occasionally, the hand that probed my ass would give my rear an agonizing jolt as it forced itself deeper into that baffling orifice. I swear he was trying for his whole fist…though I knew that was impossible. And yet, it seemed the more I gave in pleasure, the more my body opened and received. Such a hellish, boorish offensive sex this was, and yet, the accompanying thrill was profound. Had I become so base, so without morals, so feral and foul that there were no restraints to hold me back? Was I so easy that nothing bothered me?


  Though I tried to remain unaffected by the crudities required of me, it was impossible. I responded with every bit of eagerness these men were after. They had won; I was their prize, every nerve and sinew, from my body to my soul, given to them willingly.


  Moved to a higher table, they lay me back across the width so that both my crotch and head were easily accessible. My neck rested on the rounded edge, and my mouth opened for the cock that waited for me there.


  “Swallow, bitch,” the fellow said, as he shoved the thick meat beyond my lips. My response was mindlessly submissive while my attention strayed toward to the other end of the table where my cunt was similarly impaled by a relentless sexual predator.


  I rocked at both ends, feeling an unconscious bliss take over as my body gave in. “Yeah, baby, like your face fucked.” His soft groan was mind candy for my famished brain. I reached up and grabbed for his prick doing double duty on the thing, jerking with my hands, sucking and slurping like I enjoyed myself. I don’t exactly recall the finish; one minute it was on its way, the next the climax was over and I lay gasping with my mouth, my face and my hair covered with his cum. What I hadn’t realized was that the man in my pussy came too; although his finish was less astounding so that I hardly noticed.


  Sands was standing over me, patting my face. “I want more of you, you’ll do that for me, won’t you?”


  “Yes, sir,” I gasped as my eyes longingly met his. I couldn’t explain it to myself then; I can’t explain it now.


  My humbleness made me proud and I wanted to serve him more.


  After a brief rest, I was moved from the table and taken to the bed, where Dac was lying, stroking his erection, while waiting for me like an old friend.


  “No, not your cunt now, your mouth,” he said as I was about to climb on his huge rail. I moved to his groin instead and started after his prick. “No, not my cock, my balls,” his big hand pushed me lower. My face dove for his nest of curly hair and his dark wrinkled balls, while I drew in the heavy body musk and used it to soothe me.


  Rolling his scrotum across my palm, I watched his face fall back into a dreamy bliss. Then I searched his nether territory with lips lapping at the salty skin. I snaked my tongue into the crack, massaging the glans. “Yeah, girl, there,” he urged me, raising his hips so that I could fit into the tight steamy place. I worked hard for him, throwing off my virgin shyness and pretending I’d done this before. Dac was pleased…so pleased he finally dragged me up by the hair. And last, I straddled his wide hips as I sat on his prick. Falling forward, my breasts grazed against his chest where my hot little nipples slid back and forth. He squeezed the little dears, then cupped my tits in his hands as his groin started to move.


  I moved in reply, absorbed by his enormous aura, and confounded by my feelings of surrender.


  “Tell me you want my cock here,” I heard Sands voice rise out of the steamy air. I assume it was his hand working my asshole. “Tell me.”


  I shuddered in fear—what he was asking for was the last obstacle to my total submission, and my physical fear leapt forward first. Could my body take two at once?


   Could I stand the pain or pleasure? Would I be ripped apart?


  “Tell me, girl. You know want you want, beg me for it!”


   Beg him! How could I?


  As he vigorously worked his fingers into the channel, one immense sensation leapt on another, I couldn’t keep up.


  “Beg me, girl,” he urged.


   God no! I thought to myself, while my lips betrayed me, “Sands, yes, yes, do it…”


  “What was that?”


  “Please…” I urged him again.


  Dac had picked up speed, fucking me like a locomotive, ramming me hard, squeezing my waist with his hands, while Sands’ hand was in my rear, being as determined to have me as his friend was.


  “Say it, slut…” he demanded again, as he continued to shove his fingers into my ass.


  “Please, please fuck me…” I finally spit out, like I actually wanted it. Fuck his desires, I did want him in my ass. I couldn’t lie.


  “Say it like you mean it!” Sands clutched my hair in his hand and pulled back. “Say it!”


  My desire was like a fire burning behind the grate, now leaping forward, catching anything in its path. Yes! I wanted them both. A man in my ass and a man in my cunt!


  “Fuck me!” I roared.


  “More, Mrs. Gettys, beg me more!”


  “Oh! Please, fuck me!” I was almost crying.


  I heard him chuckle darkly, like a lord of doom having defeated its fiercest prey.


  “Beg me,” his elegant malevolence reverberated through me.


  “Oh, please I want you in my ass,” I said sounding unbelievably calm and certain. Hot tears streamed down my face.


  Dac slowed his hammering while Sands mounted me from behind. It wasn’t an easy fit forcing two cocks into such small adjacent spaces, but since neither man would relinquish their right to me, my body expanded to have them both.


  When the commotion began again, I thought I’d die—but of course, I didn’t. I gave them everything they asked for and took what pleasure I could for myself, hoping for a decent finish.


   ‘Decent finish’ doesn’t begin to describe what happened after the intense pain stopped, after I stopped fighting and my body surrendered one more time. I see now that submission is a progressive thing, not an end in itself.


  It’s like a downward spiral. As my inhibition, expectations and vacillations drop away, my body and soul descend to levels beyond my mind’s eye, beyond my ability to imagine. Submission is what happens when I’m only half awake to reality like I was that day, teetering on the edge, precariously.


  Being fucked by two urgent cocks demanded my surrender…and so I finally did—again, for the hundredth time.


  The memory is fuzzy, but the pictures from that scene that I’ve drawn in my mind are quite vivid… I’m standing back, looking at that big stateroom bed, seeing couples, naked women and half-dressed men fornicating all around it, as though the bed were an altar and these others are there to celebrate a sacred rite. There on the bed are two black men—one big and dark as the African jungle, and the other a mulatto with smooth milk-chocolate skin and a spear of a penis. Between them, a white woman with pale, translucent skin waits to have her puckering lily-white asshole pierced by the head of the second man’s erection. Her vagina is already stuffed with black meat. She waits, almost cringing, though she’s wise enough to know she can’t tense if she’s to survive. A shudder of lust makes her body tremble from the nape of her neck to her tailbone.


   So beautiful is this moment of anticipation that it makes what happens next pale in comparison. Yet, that, too, has its glory,…as the second man, the mulatto, makes his assault and joins his friend in the rape of this virgin wife.


   No, of course, she’s not much of a virgin…not anymore.


   But this room full of degenerate souls still sees her that way, as does she.


   The two men take her—the way two men would take a woman simultaneously—demanding, selfishly and without restraint. She strains to accommodate them both, forgetting that she has feelings, that her body is gathering steam for an ending of her own. She fulfills their needs, submerging hers, which only ensures that this end will outshine what’s she’s experienced before.


   It’s an uneasy tango as first one cock has its say and then the competing one calls for more. Their bodies move erratically, their groans fill the space around them. The humping, jerking movements of the trio make the bed creak and the springy mattress rock. This fuels the physical heat of other men in the room, who jack-off watching or have grabbed a girl with a free cunt and stuffed her full.


   The black pair’s fucking brings them close to their finish, as the woman between them feels the urgency in her body build. Her desire expands and is soon set free, as first the dark man starts to come, jostling her rudely, followed by the grunting ecstasy of the mulatto.


   The woman is unable to stop herself now. As she’s jerked about for the final time, her cunt and asshole filled with fat loads of jism, she starts to shimmy. Her muscles go taut for one suspended second; her head falls back to rest on the second man’s shoulders and her mouth opens in a silent scream, then from deep in her belly a series of violent quakes lift her away from the torture of the two cocks into a world of her own. She moans in sounds ever deeper and more guttural, spitting out words that make no sense to those who don’t speak this sexual language. She coming, truly cumming like a gutter-slut, like a porn star never could, like a woman in love with sex for the first time. She astounds herself. She’s grateful. She’s exhausted when it’s over, but she’ll sleep well that night…even if this feeling of bliss won’t last.


   Afterwards, her body disappears into the black man on the bottom, cuddled by his huge arms. The other man won’t waste his time with her, though he records an expression of gratitude, if only briefly…one she won’t see because she hasn’t the presence of mind to look. The fact that it was there is something that intuitively registers in her heart, something she’ll know later, after she’s had the time to relive the night in her mind.


  That is how I see the double penetration now. Whether it looked that way, or happened as my mind replays it is rather superfluous. Truth is relative and that was the truth as I want to remember it.


  I don’t choose to remember much more about my stay on Mr. Sun’s ship. When my body was no longer demanded for screwing, I returned to my tiny stateroom to await my next test. This was a more private test. No one—least of all the men on the boat—particularly cared how I ended this period of my life. I’d served their prurient needs in good fashion. I’d apparently redeemed my husband from some uncertain fate worse than death—no one ever told me what would have happened to him if I hadn’t agreed to their terms. I suspect there wasn’t an alternative; just more unpleasant ways to win my cooperation.


  The only memorable event that occurred happened the next morning, when one of women on the ship knocked on the door of my statement and asked to speak with me. I reluctantly allowed her in. She was a bubbling bottled blonde with breasts twice the size of mine, and curls framing a cute face. Thick black mascara coated her eyelashes—too much, I thought, since it detracted from her pretty green eyes. Her body was all curves and shapeliness inside a red Lycra tube dress—the kind of dress that covers the tits and barely reaches beyond the butt. As this ship’s attire goes, it was fairly modest.


  “I couldn’t let you go without telling you this…” she started.


  “Telling me what?”


  “About George, about what he really is.”


  “As if I don’t know after what I’ve been through?”


  “You have a point there,” she said with a weak smile, as she plunked herself down on my bed. “But I figure he’s still filled with lies…and since I don’t know what your plans are once you get home, you should know the facts.”


  “What facts?”


  “I’m Mary,” she wanted to shake my hand like it was obligatory, but I ignored her. “You may have heard of me; I’ve been a secretary with the company for a couple of years, but I’m mostly a whore. That’s okay with me, I get vacations like this one, and I love sex. So, it really suits me.” She looked like she wanted me to approve of her, but I wouldn’t. I wasn’t feeling generous. I wasn’t even judging her. I was numb and I really didn’t want someone telling me things I didn’t want to hear.


  “Glad that suits you,” I shrugged.


  “Well anyway, George and I were having an affair. We’d been having one for some time,” her face screwed up a bit painfully for my benefit, “even when you were first engaged…” she winced, apparently expecting that I’d greet her news with the hurt appropriate for such a revelation. When I didn’t respond, she went on, “He said he was going to break things off with you. He promised.


  Then, this stuff happened with Mr. Sun. They found out who you were, and threatened George pretty bad.


  They—Dac and Mr. Sun—showed up one night in George’s room. I was there,” she winced again. “Mr. Sun told him to go through with the wedding if he wanted to escape prosecution for embezzlement. George swore to me that he hadn’t embezzled anything, but they put the screws on and he couldn’t see his way out. After that, after he knew he was going to marry you, he quit seeing me. He said he couldn’t do that to you—keep cheating on you.” She finally stopped and waited for me to say something.


  “Is this suppose to make me sympathetic or hate him more?” I asked her.


  “I don’t know, I’m sure. But I think it was pretty low of him to sell you off like you was a whore. Same time, he had his reasons. He really didn’t have much choice.”


  “You always have a choice, Mary,” I managed to say.


  “Just that some choices are tougher than others.”


  She looked like the lights had just gone on in her brain, “Yeah, I guess you’re right.”


  I waited for her to say more, and the silence was awkward. It wasn’t like me to let any conversation drift, but I was still too numb to care about much of anything.


  “Well, that’s all there is. I hope you don’t hate him,” she finally added.


  “No, Mary, I don’t hate him,” I said truthfully. “Now you’d better go.”


  She did, leaving me feeling no different than I already felt. She did remind me that George was a matter to be dealt with.


  George and I were released from the ship in Hong Kong, George with enough money to see us home. How odd it was to walk down the gangplank little more than three days after I’d walked up it a new bride, filled with hope in my heart, a passion for fantasy and my desires set on a wickedly romantic end to my virginity. So naïve.


  I was first aware of how stable I felt with my feet planted firmly on solid ground again. The motion of the gentle rocking of the ship, which had been with me since I stepped on board, immediately ceased.


  George and I had nothing to say to each other as we stood on the dock, which made the moment increasingly awkward. I finally broke the silence, saying: “I hope you have no expectations of our future.”


  “None, Sally.” He shook his head rather sadly.


  “I would like enough money to take me home.”


  “No problem. I can suggest a hotel. I mean a really nice one.”


  “Will you be staying there too?” I asked.


  He searched my face and figured out the answer I wanted to hear. “No,” he finally said. “I’ll find another one so we don’t have to see each other.”


  “Good,” I replied curtly, glad he wasn’t going to stupidly try to win my favor.


  I did detect a brief moment of disappointment when I cut him off so coldly, as if he really thought there was some hope for us. The moment lasted only a second, so maybe I was just imagining it…but I really hoped that he still wanted me—maybe even more after he realized how well I could perform in bed. I hope that he still wanted me so that my cold retort would sting, bite deep to his soul—if he still had one. Men with no moral compass need a belt in the gut…but then, I suppose men with no moral compass are too far gone for it to have an impact.


  Nonetheless, there was one good thing for me in this, one thing to be happy for…George never did get his chance at me. I’m glad he wasn’t the first, or second or third to have me sexually. He got what he deserved: nothing. Better have been taken by cruel and hungry men than to have the betraying bastard get even a tiny piece of my treasure.


  I am a bit more generous now on the subject of George Gettys—more philosophical given what I’ve learned since my life has unfolded quite differently than I ever planned. In this larger scheme of things, I believe that George was just an innocent ploy, used by the deceitful slut in me to have what she wanted. The poor man was clueless in the cunning game I played with myself—just as I was clueless at the time. He was merely a pawn, the hostage of an evil dream. I don’t despair for the prices he paid for his deceit. He’s not completely blameless for his actions, and he had his lessons to learn. But a total cad? Humm, maybe not. Just a very weak man. I think somewhere in his heart he believed the hype he told me, or wanted to believe it. Just as the sexual devil in me was bound to surface, the good man, the man of integrity in him was bound to show its face. Perhaps that would be inspiration to guide his future, although, honestly, I could hardly care now how he viewed our wrecked honeymoon or me.


  But enough of George…


  Mrs. Gettys was no more, I stepped off the boat in Hong Kong, Sally Kettering once more, glad to find that she had survived.




  


  


  CHAPTER FOUR


   SHAME


  I remained in Hong Kong long enough to be swept up by the crazed flavor of its manic pace. The congestion, the lurid colors, the language that I couldn’t understand, the signs I couldn’t read, gave me the feeling of being swallowed whole by a place where I was anonymous and what I’d done was insignificant.


  I would leave the hotel every day to walk the streets in a purposeless stupor, feeling reasonably content. Soon George was knocking on my door, apologizing for being there, but telling me that he’d been waiting for me to leave. What were my plans?


  I had no plans, I flatly told him. “I may stay here.”


  “How would you do that?”


  “I’m not sure,” I said. However, until I voiced that idea to George, I hadn’t even considered staying. I was simply unsure when I would be ready to reenter my life, make explanations for my failed marriage and let my world return to normal. I’m sure I understood then that returning to ‘normal’ was impossible. My world was so tattered around the edges that there was no way I could effectively reinsert myself into the stringent rules that had previously dominated my thinking. I simply didn’t think the same way I used to. “I wouldn’t worry about me. I’ve wired home for money, which should arrive shortly. Then, I’ll make my decision. I suppose I’ll leave this hotel. It’s obviously too expensive, but then, that—and anything pertaining to me—is not your concern.”


  I could see that he was worried, as any reasonable person might be, seeing a dazed woman talking nonsense.


  But I had no desire to have him care for me now, after he’d put me in this daze in the first place. I closed the door on his face—not slammed, but gently closed him out and then spent the next hour staring out the hotel window.


  A day later, I set my life in motion again. I got the appropriate paperwork required to make my visit legal, found a place to live within my budget and secured employment. I had expected I’d find a job at one of the American companies doing business in Hong Kong. But when the employment agency sent me to a quiet neighborhood outside the bustling business district, I was intrigued. It was pouring down rain and my umbrella was hardly doing its job. Drenched, I slipped into an odd little storefront and shook myself off like a wet dog.


  “Sorry,” I said, seeing an American sitting at a desk inside a quaint and very dim establishment—which at first glance seemed to be a cross between an Oriental antique shop and an office of some sort. Brightly painted Oriental figurines, expensive wall hangings, gilded tables and the heavy scent of incense lent an air of mystery to the surroundings. The furniture was arranged much like a living room—a settee, tables and two chairs. However, the back wall and one side of the room were lined with black lacquered shelves stuffed with volumes of books, and between them in a corner was a desk piled high with papers and file folders.


  “You must be Miss Kettering,” a youthful man moved from around the desk and greeted me in perfect American English. I was relieved. “I’m Anthony Gale. Tony.” He took my raincoat, shook it and hooked it on the rack by the door.


  His warm greeting inspired me. Talking over a cup of hot tea, he easily accepted my reasons for seeking employment in Hong Kong. I presented myself as a lovelorn woman, doing her best to get over a failed romance. I certainly wasn’t going to spill out the entire truth. Just as certainly, the strain and weariness that might accompany the woman I described myself to be was written in every grimace, every shrug and every sad sigh.


  Anthony Gale was tall, slender, a sweet man with a bit of a sheepish slouch to his stance, and a very kind smile. It wasn’t a broad smile, but it came with a glint in his blue eyes that proved quite appealing. His charm was nothing like George Gettys’, which had been perfectly polished in a premeditated fashion. No, Tony was far from polished. His brown hair was messily tousled…a bit sexily I should add, since his appearance gave my body a bit of a twinge. It was only for a moment, though. I quickly squelched the unwelcome feeling. His clothes were ordinary, a pajama style off white pants and a black, loose-fitting silk shirt. He wore his glasses on the end of his nose as he was going over his business papers, and peered over them while he was talking to me.


  I knew I was hired the moment he saw me.


  Because my hastily made plans worked out so efficiently and so quickly, this complete change seemed part of my ultimate destiny—as if all the planets had converged and were assenting to the idea of my staying in Hong Kong.


  Since returning to the U.S. had no appeal to me, I was happy for that fact. I was further heartened to know that George finally exited the tiny country. He’d left a note at the hotel, which I picked up with my other mail, the morning he left the country:


   I should never have…and I know saying I’m sorry just isn’t adequate, so I won’t even try.


   I know you won’t want to call on me for anything, but if you’re ever in a tight spot and need something, I would respond. I owe you a great deal.


   I’m leaving tomorrow on a flight to Honolulu and then San Francisco. I’ll take care of the annulment with the lawyer and have the papers sent. Best always, George I breathed a great, cleansing sigh knowing that he was gone—far over the Pacific—by the time I read his note.


  This vacant woman would be filling in the spaces soon.


  ***


  I sought to make a new life for my self as Anthony Gales’ assistant, in a city that seemed to want nothing from me. I was content for many weeks this way, happy, even excited to begin a brand new life on this foreign soil. I was rather proud of myself for making a move that I’m sure I would have never contemplated if circumstances hadn’t found me in Hong Kong. The outer me was perfectly pleased with my unexpected choice, and yet the ‘interior’ me was another matter. Increasingly, my stay on the ship nagged at me like a tired child. The more distance I put between that time and the present, the more the pictures I held in my mind turned sour, brutal and repulsive. Not that I’d ever found them pleasing, but I had initially accepted that terrible fate and simply hoped its effect on me would just slowly fade away. But time passed and I saw myself in all those crude images, naked, a whorish slut basking in perverted sex…not opposing it, hating, trying to throw it off, but basking in the physical to the point that I’d lost my soul.


  These thoughts plagued me mostly at night before I went to sleep. If I weren’t vigilant, I’d find my hand between my thighs, playing with that swollen love bud, as my mind recreated those terrible pictures. I’d glory in it again as my body swelled with orgasm. And when it was over, I’d writhe in my shame crying, praying to God for salvation. Some nights I stayed awake, reading, or impulsively cleaning my apartment, until exhaustion finally put me to sleep at three or four am.


  In the morning, I’d try to reason with myself, understand what made these gross acts so obsessively take over those late night hours. I could only conclude that I’d been possessed by an evil that needed to be ripped away. I didn’t believe in the Devil as such, but it seemed that there was some horrible power influencing my inner life. It had to be stopped.


  As logic followed, staying in Hong Kong must have been part of my cure, something willed by God to rescue me. I grew determined to find what form my rescue would take, although I had few places to turn.


  “Are you troubled about something?” Tony actually asked me one afternoon as I more than pensively worked on a ledger. Apparently, my mental distress was obvious to him, and the comment was meant to be kind, merely reflecting his concern.


  “Why would you say that?” I asked in a tone that must have sounded a bit defensive.


  “You’ve been preoccupied by something. Doesn’t take a psychoanalyst to figure that.”


  I sighed. “Yes, maybe that’s what I need, a psychoanalyst.”


  “You think so?” he asked seriously.


  I shook my head. I really didn’t want to mess up things with my one friend in Hong Kong by telling him my immoral tale.


  “Tell me. I get the feeling you’re, maybe, hiding from something?”


  “Why would you think that?”


  “A lot of Americans in Hong Kong are in hiding—in a manner of speaking.”


  “And are you?”


  “In my own way,” he acknowledged. “Between my father and the girl who jilted me, I was due for a change. I traveled for nearly a year and ended up here. Hong Kong is anonymous for an American trying to forget.”


  “Yes, exactly.” I felt heartened that he understood.


  “I don’t mean to pry. It’s just that sometimes another point of view can help set things straight,” he offered hopefully.


  “Thank you, but I think I need more than just a friend, maybe an exorcist would do.”


  “Oh, there are probably exorcists here, too,” he joked.


  “Along with everything else.” His laugh was infectious enough to elicit mine, and for a moment, my spirits lifted. Although when they flattened again, I was nagged by what he said in jest. An exorcist? Well, maybe not an exorcist but someone who could excise the horror I’d been through—either that or punish it. I was willing to try anything.


  An afternoon some days later, I took off down the street from the office, in a direction opposite where I’d normally go, moved by impulse, maybe desperation. I knew there was an English-speaking Catholic Church about a mile away. I had avoided even the thought of a religious solution to my battle. And even then, the closer I got to the church, the more I knew this rash move was a mistake. My failings were of a deep sexual nature—nothing that was ever talked about in a holy place.


  “I’m not Catholic,” I told the priest, as I knelt in the confessional. “But I’m in need of healing and I don’t know where else to go.”


  “And what is your sin?” the father kindly asked.


  I was glad that he couldn’t see me blush. “It’s sexual.”


  “I see.”


  “Awful, terrible things…” I was starting to cry. All my locked up shame came pouring out. What was I doing here, thinking I could be absolved of my outrageous sin?


  “Miss, let me speak with you outside the confessional.


  Perhaps I can help.”


  “No, no no no…I don’t think so…” I was suddenly desperate to leave and swiftly exited the stuffy box. “I’ve made a mistake…” I said as I moved toward the door.


  “No, miss please, hear me out,” the priest called out to me. I paused my flight but didn’t look back. “I doubt your predicament is something I can handle, but I know of a man who might be able to help you.”


  I considered his offer and then turned back. I was relieved that I wouldn’t need to face my trauma with this holy man, and what would it hurt to hear his suggestion?


  At the time, I didn’t care much about the slip of paper that the priest pressed into my palm. I obliged him to be polite. Yet, days later, after more bouts self-recrimination and torrid masturbations, I found myself frantically searching the pockets of my clothes for that name and address.


  Another several days passed before I finally gathered enough courage to see this man—Dane Malbry, Counselor, it said on the paper the priest had given me.


  Even then, I wasn’t sure I’d be able to talk to anyone about what was troubling me.


  When I finally made my desperate decision to seek out this counselor, I discovered my destination not more than three blocks from where I lived, which again seemed like a matter of fate blessing the act from above.


  Only when I was finally sitting in front of the man’s desk did I really wonder who he was. Why on earth would I be confessing my secrets to this total stranger?


  Dane Malbry was a man of nearly sixty years, with a full head of hair, grey as a rainy day, and a generous build most would call robust on man of his age. I imagine he was quite attractive in his time. Although older men were not sexually attractive to me, I found his manner comforting for what I needed. He was a casual gentleman, who liked to lean back in his office chair, seemingly relaxed and unperturbed. Most of the time he would be remotely engrossed in what was said, blasé, almost careless, but reassuring because he didn’t pay complete attention—or so it seemed. But then, just when I was most at ease with him, his pale eyes would sharpen into a keen gaze that would pierce right through me. The first time he flashed that look at me, I was intensely frightened, but so thoroughly engaged by his unexpected strength of character that I obediently answered even when my resolve was shaken.


  “You were sent by Father Albert?” Dane Malbry had started our meeting.


  “Yes,” I nodded.


  He seemed to realize the delicacy of the matter I wished to discuss and didn’t press me right away.


  “And he informed you of my specialty?”


  “Not exactly.”


  “Oh? What did he say?”


  I fidgeted a bit nervously. “I mentioned that I was troubled by…by uh, sexual matters and he immediately referred me to you. I sort of wonder why he did that?”


  Mr. Malbry smiled. “Because that is my specialty, sexual matters. I feel it my duty to set right the confusion that often appears in my client’s mind. And I take it you’re fraught with confusion?”


  “Yes, I surely am,” I found myself saying. He was both astute and mesmerizing.


  “Why don’t you begin at the beginning?” It was here he first gave me a glimmer of his fierce passion. “I need you to tell me exactly, as graphically as you can, what is troubling you. Don’t be afraid of what you have to say.


  I’ve heard it all in my sixty-two years. I suppose that is what makes me so adept at what I’m doing.”


  I believed every word he spoke, and with all these signs clearly pointing me in his direction, I figured he had to have been sent by God. At last, I would have some remedy for the troubling sexual oppression that plagued me since the incident on the ship. Having this decided, I found myself gathering in my weakness and setting them aside, in favor of a more deliberate and self-assured suit of clothes—a brief return to the woman I’d been before the wedding.


  “I was duped,” I stated simply.


  “Duped?” He was curious. One eyebrow raised slightly on his otherwise passive face, as if ‘duped’ was one he hadn’t heard before.


  “Yes, duped. Or more correctly, betrayed. I am a woman of strong moral values…previously a virgin, a confirmed virgin until marriage. I kept my vow to myself on this matter and never veered. But about a year ago, I met a man, a real charlatan it turns out. I fell in love with him, believing that I could change a slightly tarnished stone into a gem. How wrong I was.” I blushed, because the next was so embarrassing to say. “I was completely wrong about him. It seems…” I could feel my strong voice falter, “that he had embezzled a great deal of money from the company he was associated with…and, if you can believe this tale—I really hope you do, because it’s true—I was used as a means to pay back the officers of the company.” I breathed deep in order to spit out, “Used sexually.”


  Mr. Malbry was completely intrigued. “You were used sexually?”


  I closed my eyes briefly to gather my courage, then opened them as I spoke. “I married my husband in full faith…then on my honeymoon was told that he’d basically sold my virginity,” my entire body shook as I delivered these words, “to these awful men, in exchange for their dismissing the case against him. That was my honeymoon, being humiliated and used for the sexual gratification of…” I hesitated as tears suddenly stung my eyes, “for the gratification of at least a dozen men. I really don’t know the number. They left me with nothing spared, if you know what I mean?” I bowed my head, my earlier confidence badly damaged. For a time I sobbed quietly with my head in my hands.


  “Miss Kettering…Miss Kettering…it’s going to be all right.” Mr. Malbry leaned toward me with a genuine look of compassion. He handed me a tissue and said, “I’ve heard many sordid tales in my time, and indeed, yours is unique.”


  “You can see why it’s so difficult for me to talk about.”


  “Yes, I can. And that is exactly why you need to lay the complete confession between us.”


  “But I have.”


  He smiled kindly. “This may sound indelicate,” he cleared his throat, “but it’s absolutely necessary. You need to tell me everything…in detail.”


  My head was pounding as if it would explode. My chest felt tight and more tears drenched my eyes. “But I don’t think I can,” I said miserably. “And don’t see why I’d have to,” I shot back indignantly.


  Mr. Malbry leaned back again. “It’s a must, Miss Kettering, or I can’t help you. You may not understand the reason why, but believe me, there’s a very valid and cathartic reason for your doing so.”


  I shook my head. I wouldn’t get beyond that point that day. All the verve and courage I’d displayed vanished like vapors. The confused and scared woman returned and I left Mr. Malbry’s office with some lame excuse neither of us believed.


  That night, I masturbated three times, unable to rid myself of the savage cravings that swept through me. My hands were sticky with my juices. I smelled of musk and spent sex. I lay back in my bed with the pungent, tepid Hong Kong air floating all around me—smells that served effectively to carry me back to the ship. I could almost feel that gentle rocking motion as I remembered the erections that repeatedly assaulted me. I could not purge the lurid images from my mind, as if I actually wanted to return to that ship of debauchery.


  The next afternoon, I was back at Dane Malbry’s office, chagrined, with no pretense to cover my shame.


  “It got worse, didn’t it?” he said knowingly, his smile still kind.


  I nodded.


  “Things like this have a way of escalating, especially when you attempt to address them—let the cat out of the bag, so to speak, and then shove it back in again.


  Impossible.”


  I believed him.


  “I want you to promise me that you’ll not run again,” he admonished. He said that gently, but I could feel a degree of force behind it that made me quake. He was taking charge, and just that had me quite stirred up. “If I’m going to accept your case and follow through, you do not have the option of bolting whenever you damn well please.” Here again his eyes took on that piercing gaze.


  “I expect you here for your appointments. I expect you to answer my questions as honestly as you know how. I insist that you to do everything that I tell you to. If I don’t have that understanding right now, you’ll have to leave and find your answers elsewhere.”


  “I’m sorry. I was just so overcome…”


  He fixed gaze didn’t alter.


  “Of course I agree. I want this terrible trauma dealt with now.”


  “Good.” He backed off and smiled in a very fatherly way.


  “Suppose you give me the graphic details I asked for yesterday. Everything.”


  I did as told. I told him everything in graphic fashion…from the first rape in the stateroom, to the sex on deck the following afternoon, to the multiple penetrations of the final evening. After every major scene was recounted, Dane Malbry stopped me, asking: “And how did you feel about that?”


  “I was horrified! I was defiled and shamed, humiliated…” I began with these obvious, surface feelings.


  They were all accurate, all spoken with angry tears in my eyes.


  “And what else did you feel?” he would continue, unfazed by my confession and the accompanying histrionics.


  I was forced to think again. “Tempted, perhaps,” I finally admitted after several attempts to dance around that other truth.


  “How did your body feel, just your body?”


  “It…um…it was…aroused, I suppose.”


  “Yes…” He wanted more.


  “Aroused, what more can I say?”


  “You can elaborate. I suspect that a great deal of your current problem is wrapped up in that arousal. Just how aroused were you?”


  I stared him down, but he was much better than me at staring and I wavered first.


  “I was terribly aroused!” I confessed unhappily, the words spitting out with more velocity and intensity than I’d intended.


  “Aroused enough to enjoy what happened to you?”


  “No! Of course not!”


  “Be honest!” His eyes were on me again and my defenses wilted like old vines.


  “In a way, I guess.”


  “You guess? You either know or you’re lying.”


  That left me no space at all to maneuver.


  “Tell me how you enjoyed it.” His pale piercing eyes wouldn’t quit.


  My heart pounded wildly as the realization hit me full force. “I did enjoy it!” I finally gasped as more tears poured down my face. “My body was wracked with pleasurable spasms, time after time, lifted to a godless ecstasy. Godless, but it was an exquisite thing. I know it makes me a whore…and perhaps I shouldn’t care. But that’s exactly what I felt. What more do you want of me?”


  “I wanted the truth, and you gave it to me,” he said quietly.


  “But what hope do I have?”


  “Ah, your soul is redeemable, trust me. That’s why you have me.” He continued, his voice steady, his eyes kind.


  “Now that we’re at the heart of the matter, let me hear the rest. No sense in holding anything back now.”


  “You want more?” I was astounded. “What more is there to tell you? I got off! I relished that depravity. Even when I was used in the mouth and my sex, and my…my ass by those hungry men, I couldn’t deny myself the pleasure of it. I should have hated it, and I didn’t.”


  “Yes…” he nodded, “you should have hated it…and there’s the rub, isn’t it, Miss Kettering. Tell me, how do you feel now?”


  “Disgraced, sinful, abandoned by God.”


  “Abandoned?”


  “Yes, abandoned. I tried so hard to ignore that horror, believing that my faith in purity would rescue me, but I had no heavenly help. None.”


  “Perhaps you feel the shame because you weren’t stronger,” he suggested.


  “That too.”


  “You’re filled with recrimination.”


  “Yes.”


  “And what would relieve it for you?”


  The word that came leaping from my throat condemned me, but I couldn’t hold it back, “Some punishment,” I said abruptly.


  “For your adulterous sin…” he said quietly.


  My eyes lit with fire hearing that word spoken.


  “Oh, you want to deny that too, the adultery? Can you, truly?”


  “Perhaps not, I’ve chosen not to think of it that way.”


  “You took vows that were dear to you, the very core and focus of your life and immediately, with little hesitation, you violated them.”


  “But I was forced!”


  “There’s always choice, but there was no pride, no righteousness in the choices you made. For your salacious and unholy pleasure, you dived in and swam about with the scum and filth, and now you need the requisite punishment. Do you see the matter any differently?”


  I knew he was right. I could feel the justness of his logic give me a little more peace than I’d known before this confession began. But I still wasn’t sure and I was extremely frightened of this terrible truth and the impending punishment that should be meted out to me for my failure to honor my sacred vow.


  “You want to argue the point?” he asked when I didn’t respond. “You were devout and faithful, an avowed virgin, and you did little to defend that wholesome woman from the evil of those men. In fact, you poured your heart into their crimes and because of that made them your own. It is much worse for a person of commitment to stray from their principles than it is for the heathen who doesn’t know any better. Your husband didn’t know any better, and you did nothing to point him in the right direction. You say you thought you salvaged him. Perhaps he came to you for that very thing and you let him down. That, Miss Kettering, is at the heart of your dilemma, for that you are paying the price in recrimination and shame that will not leave you. You said it yourself. What you have been looking for is the appropriate punishment. That is the only way you’ll free yourself of the sin. Am I wrong?”


  “No, you are not wrong,” I then agreed. Strangely, my body was hot with sexual fire at this admission.


  “In fact, you’re desperate for that punishment to inflict pain.”


  “Yes, I am,” I answered firmly, if not wearily.


  He backed off with his forceful manner. It would seem that we’d both exhausted ourselves in the last half hour’s exchange. But he did continue.


  “The matter of your appropriate punishment is of great concern to me. Something I want to think about. Something you should think about.”


  “I’m not a Catholic. I don’t say Hail Marys; that would be a waste of your time to suggest that.”


  “Father Albert didn’t send you to me so I could give you penance and send you on your way. The punishment you’ll receive here is much more drastic, much more real, and much more effective. In addition to being a counselor, I am a skilled practitioner in the art of corporeal punishment. And that is where you’ll find your absolution.”


  I instantly shivered at that thought of it. Mr. Malbry read my mind instantly.


  “Yes, corporeal punishment. It may be an antiquated form of bodily redemption, but for you and many like you—many young women in particular—the old-fashioned methods can be the only way to absolve you. You live by ancient rules, then expect to be judged and punished by them. You know you cry out for it, so I’d suggest we proceed.”


  My entire being was on fire with as great a flame as the one that burned with lust. I couldn’t quite understand this phenomenon, and I didn’t dare confess to it. I was to follow along obediently, do as I was told, and so that is exactly what I’d do.


  “You go home and come back in three days with your mind focused and ready. During those three days, you are not to pleasure your body in any way. Eat lightly.


  Meditate. Think of this time as a sacred rite. The more you get into that feeling, the better the results will be.


  “And then in some way you’ll punish me and this…this horrible thing I feel will go away?”


  “Eventually.”


  “Eventually?” That wasn’t the answer I’d hoped for.


  “You’re a hard core case, Miss Kettering. Don’t expect to get your pardon in one session. This could take days, weeks, maybe months.”


  “Months!”


  “You’ll know, we’ll know when the time’s right.”


  I was dazed and feeling a bit weak.


  “Of course, you could deny everything I’ve said, choose to follow another path and not come back. That’s up to you. But if you do return, be prepared for a great deal of pain. I know it may sound extreme…I know you’ll be frightened…but I also know the benefit. On that you can trust me.”


  I was left with those thoughts swirling through my brain, and was quickly ushered from the office to the street, where the approaching Hong Kong evening immediately had me prisoner to its allure. I suppressed the entire afternoon’s drama, deciding that this was no time to think about such matters.


  Yet, just hours later, I confirmed for myself that I would return to Dane Malbry at the end of the week. This wasn’t a logical decision, but one that my gut knew had to be. I don’t doubt now that there was a sexual component to the very idea of corporeal punishment. My body begged for it as much as it had begged for sexual satisfaction.




  


  


  CHAPTER FIVE


   AN


   UNHOLY


   ABSOLUTION


  I knocked on Dane Malbry’s door at seven o’clock on Friday evening. It was still light outside, but I could tell by the feel of the streets that the public was feeling the end of the day, a certain sagging weariness in their bones. For me, my day was just beginning.


  “Come in,” my old counselor whisked me inside his office with a dignified bow. “You’re prompt.”


  I nodded. I was terribly nervous. It was one thing to confess, another matter to take my relationship with Dane Malbry to the level of punishment we talked about. It seemed both scary and a little surreal. For three days, I’d mulled the scenario, and I still couldn’t imagine how this would play out.


  It didn’t take long to find out. Malbry led me to the back of his office and through a door, which opened into an unusual room—distinctly different from his Western styled office. I would come to think of this as an Oriental torture chamber—though on first glance it appeared mostly innocuous.


  One side of the room was lined with beautiful teak cabinetry, while the other walls were made of rice paper strung between bamboo stakes. A sisal carpet covered the floor and Chinese lanterns hung from the ceiling in the four corners of the room. To one side of the rectangular space was a wooden structure, at the time about waist high to me. The top was made of smoothly polished wood—perhaps rosewood—rounded like a barrel, though not quite as big as a wine barrel. The top was fixed to sturdy legs, which looked as if they could be adjusted to various heights.


  On the opposite side of the room was a low bamboo seat or bed about a foot off the ground. The surface was flat, a rectangle roughly four feet by eight. If it was a bed, it hardly looked comfortable.


  Dane Malbry led me to the center of the room between the low bed and the barrel device, while approaching us through a door on the far side of the room was a Chinese man, dressed in nothing but kimono pants and a bright red scarf tied about his waist. His muscled torso and powerful arms gleamed in the low light—a product of filtered afternoon sun coming in through screened windows above the bamboo bed. I shuddered with fear, realizing that Malbry himself may not be the one administering my punishment. This youthful Oriental stallion was far more formidable than a sixty-year-old man— and decidedly more sexual; although I’m sure there was no intention for this session to be anything but punishment.


  Malbry and the stranger stood watch, as if I were undergoing a serious inspection. Then my counselor gave the order I had been dreading since this remedy for my lust was first mentioned. “Remove your clothes.”


  In some respects, I thought it was ironic that to cure my depraved condition required some of the same acts that brought it about. But then, I was not in charge of the session, and would certainly not argue.


  I did shudder deeply, feeling my quaking bones rattle inside my shivering skin.


  I took off my skirt with hands as feeble as an old crone’s, and removed my blouse, button by button, with the same trembling frailty. I had taken care to dress modestly, but I had to lay my modesty aside as I revealed my body to these men. Though their gaze was emotionless, I could feel my own body flush with both embarrassment and a frantic stirring in my groin. I wished to heaven that it would go away, but the more I felt their eyes bore down on me, the more my physical body warmed with an uninvited zeal.


  I remained for a second in my panties, my stockings and bra, gazing directly at Malbry, hoping he’d tell me to stop.


  “Strip until you’re naked,” he confirmed my worst fears.


  I continued, removing my garterbelt and hose, then followed with my bra. The tingling shiver that traversed me as I set my breasts free must have been obvious, but neither man reacted. My nipples immediately stiffened replying to a gust of air that flirted with my skin. My blush of embarrassment deepened.


  Finally, I slid my fingers inside the waistband of my panties and slinked them slowly over my hips. An enormous spasm tightened my stomach. I felt dizzy, and almost fell down as I shifted from one foot to the other, removing the slip of material. Then standing at attention before the men, I closed my eyes to shut out the sight of them. I knew that the reason for my nakedness was humility, a way of showing my subservience to them and the punishment I’d earned. Still, I could hardly separate my feelings in this company from the sensations that ripped though me while being naked for my rapists.


  I wondered if these men weren’t made of the same desires, simply expressed in a different way.


  “Open your eyes!” Malbry barked at my timidity.


  My lids flew open, though my chin trembled. I was about to cry.


  “Pull yourself together, Miss Kettering. We have a long way to go, and you will take this punishment with grace, or you’ll suffer twice the sentence. This has been agreed on—you’re here, allow the event to cure you as intended.”


  “I’m sorry,” I gasped softly.


  “And sorry you shall be. Lien Su,” he nodded to the man beside him.


  Lien Su dropped immediately to his knees in front of me, forced my thighs apart and began to explore my privates with deliberate fingers. I winced as he quickly found my sex and explored deeply. Apparently finding what he was looking for, he pulled his hand away and stood again.


  “She is aroused,” he reported.


  “Of course,” Malbry spat out. “Of course, she’s aroused.


  She’s a harlot. Her bodily temple has become the sanctuary of lustful, uninhibited wickedness. Show us that, Miss Kettering. Play with yourself. Play with your nasty sex. Let us see the face of depravity.”


  “Sir, I thought I was to be punished!” I exclaimed.


  “Oh, and you shall be punished. But first, we’ll look the culprit in the face. We’ll bring it before us, and when you’re most overcome by its depraved longing…then, we’ll punish it soundly and drive it off.”


  I was mortified by this scheme; although my body was utterly thrilled with the prospect of releasing the bound up sexual energy I’d being holding back for three days.


  Despite my shame, despite my mind’s useless attempt to prevent the sensations from arising, my body heat soared in seconds, rising like fire in the wind. And while I kept my physical gyrations to a minimum, there was no disputing the thrill that engaged every nerve in my shuddering frame. A flood of liquid sex covered my hands with the evidence. I wanted to stop, but my obsession kept me going. Had I been in private, I might have been able to take control of my behavior, but in front of this tiny audience, my body was so inspired, there was no way I could have ended this on my own, save the imminent orgasm.


  For a brief moment, Dane Malbry left me with just Lien Su’s eyes focused on me. I remember wanting this virile man, wanting his potent magnificence taking me to the bed to screw, and with the eyes of a whore, making my desire known. He remained coolly passive. On Malbry’s return, my aroused body shook with a mixture of panic and intense desire. He held a riding crop in his hand and threw a bamboo cane toward Lien Su, who plucked the menacing thing from the air.


  “Don’t stop playing, Sally,” Malbry said in a voice replete with self-righteousness. “I want that fire in you blazing as you recall every wicked sin of fornication you succumbed to.”


  I did as asked, rubbing the flesh to the side of my clitoris with the efficient strokes that so often brought my body pleasure. Aided by this cruel but enticing scenario with two men keenly focused on me, my sexual orgasm threatened to erupt at any second. Yet, just as I was reaching climax, the pair began the torture. Malbry snapped the crop against my hip, while Lien Su strutted like a proud cock in front of me and thwacked the cane across my naked breasts. At first, the biting stimulation drove my body wilder still. I danced upon my fucking fingers in a mad tango, finding myself unable to squelch my physical response into modest movements. But then, as the punishment came on harder still, as the crop blazed against my ass, and Lien Su’s bamboo cut welts into my breasts, the orgasmic rage began to recede. Pain replaced pleasure in every nerve.


  “Stop!” I finally roared without thinking, but the men brutally prevailed.


  “Where is your lust now?” Malbry spit out at me, while he continued to lace my flesh with strike after painful strike.


  “Oh, it is gone for sure!” I cried, desperately hoping he’d stop.


  Of course, he wasn’t finished with me, nor was Lien Su.


  But the scene did change. Dropping the cane, Lien Su grabbed my arm with such force that my whole body jerked back. He lead me to the ‘barrel bench’, and hoisted me over the top, where I lay with my arms reaching down to one set of legs, while my ankles were quickly secured to the legs on the other side. He began to play with my privates again, seeing if there was any arousal left…and there was. I immediately began to squirm, as my latent sexual feelings returned with little effort.


  “Just as I thought,” I heard Malbry say behind me. Lien Su stepped away, moved to other side of me and buckled my wrists into straps that bound me to the bench. After he returned to my rear side, now so stunningly vulnerable, he began with the second phase of my punishment, spanking my ass with a broad thick wooden paddle.


  There was to be no mercy for me in this battle.


  I screamed from the moment the second smack was laid over the first. As the strikes rained down, I exploded with pain. I wailed in temper tantrum fashion, twisting and jerking the bonds for all I was worth…anything to get away from the methodical beating. I only breathed when they paused. But each pause lasted only seconds before the punishment resumed.


  Just as Malbry promised, I had my sexual arousal beaten from me and the ripe orgasmic pleasure that threatened to take my body into bliss vanished completely. At the end, I lay in an exhausted faint, feeling the lingering pain make my ass tingle with heat as if it had been burnt with a torch.


  I had little time to recover before I felt something cold forced into my rectum. Seconds later a noxious agitation filled my lower belly—my ass was being flooded with water…though maybe not water, but something stronger that burned like brimstone inside me.


  “What are you doing!” I gasped in panic.


  “Nothing that your body can’t handle and everything your soul requires,” Malbry answered me with sardonic glee. “Think of it as a cleansing inside and out.”


  “But this is awful!” I cried as the agitating waters surged into my back channel. “I’m going to explode, I swear!”


  Malbry struck my ass with the palm of his hand, right on top of the wounds still burning there. “No, you’re not going to explode, Sally Kettering,” he assured me.


  “You’re going to hold on as if your life depended on your obedience. You’re being filled with a quart of water, no more than that. Get used to it. You’ll be up to three quarts before I’m finished with you.”


  I’d never felt anything consume me as much as these fierce sensations did. The stinging within and without was unbearable, misery inescapable.


  “Please, oh, please, I’m sure I’m cured forever,” I swore with all my heart.


  “Oh, that’s easy to say now,” Malbry blithely returned.


  “But your intractable body needs this often to be contained again. I’ll be the judge of your cure.”


  “But I can’t stand it!”


  “Oh, you have no idea how much you’ll come to endure.”


  I wanted to scream at the top of my lungs, but I knew that would be useless. Relinquish—was that possible?


  Once the enema nozzle was removed from my ass, it was replaced with a plug of some sort—I never got a chance to see what it was, but it fit tight. What seemed like an enormous bulb kept the churning waters from bursting free.


  “Better adjust; it only gets more difficult from here.”


  Malbry proved his point, instructing Lien Su to resume the spanking. By then, the sensations on my bottom had receded to a warm glow, though there was a remaining soreness that made the third phase of my punishment as horrifying as what came before. Though this spanking lasted only a fraction of the time, I screamed as loudly, finally bellowing:


  “You fuckin’ bastard sadists!”


  That foul-mouthed cry came from a source in me I didn’t know existed. I’d never thought those words, let alone voiced them. But then my distress was of a greater magnitude than I’d ever experienced.


  “My, my, aren’t you creative with the language for a girl as pure and honorable as you are?” He twisted ‘pure’ and ‘honorable’, as he sneeringly spoke. “You will survive, young lady,” Dane Malbry finally said with the spanking over, as he ran his hand over my hot ass. “Not too much damage.”


  Though I was relieved to have the worst of my ordeal behind me, the roiling waters in my belly suddenly took up my entire attention.


  “Oh, Mr. Malbry, sir, I don’t think I can hold myself any longer,” I informed him quite seriously. I bit my lip as my entire body went rigid.


  “Why, sure you can,” the man claimed. “In fact, when I relieve you, Sally, you’ll calmly, gracefully attend to your needs. There are two buckets in the corner behind the screen. You’ll open that partition so we can see you, then squat to relieve yourself. When you’re finished, you’ll wash your body to finish the cleansing for today.”


  As he spoke, Lien Su released the straps that bound my hands and feet. With each limb untied, the physical anxiety in me increased, as I knew my body would finally get the release it needed.


  When Malbry carefully, slowly lifted me from the bench, I was afraid that I might blow the whole mess out, plug and all. But to my surprise, I was able stand without any great distress.


  “Bend over,” Malbry ordered.


  I did so. I felt a bit numb, light-headed and exceedingly submissive. Strangely, I had no energy left for spite or angry words. I vaguely remembered my cursing screams, but it seemed like they came from someone else, not me. Not the woman I’d become.


  Bent over, I felt Malbry’s hands open the crack of my cheeks, and lift the rim of the plug to remove the thing.


  “Easy now,” he cajoled. “Let your body settle. It won’t explode, trust me, and go to the corner, where you’ll do as I instructed.”


  This was all very civil considering the fiery temper that had driven the last hour—I believe it was an hour, but I can’t be sure how much time passed. Though my ritual in the corner—removing the screen, relieving my bowels, and finally washing away the sweaty residue on my skin—was not accomplished in private, Malbry and Lien Su paid little attention to me. They put away their tools, readjusted the bench, and talked quietly in Chinese to each other, leaving me to take care of myself.


  An odd feeling of peace passed through me—especially as I meticulously sponged my skin with the cool fragrant water. I hardly remembered the hatred that poured out of me, or the pain that seemed to tear my body apart. A catharsis? I wondered to myself. Perhaps. It seemed that having answers didn’t really matter. This peace was all I needed.


  In time, Malbry called to me: “Are you finished?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Come here, then.”


  Lien Su had left the room, so I faced Malbry alone. I’m not sure why, but he seemed even more formidable now.


  Perhaps because I truly understood his great power.


  “You’ll be returning next week, the same day and hour.


  You’ll find the timing is important. I can already feel you respond to this ritual of repentance. And this is good.


  Very good, indeed. Expect to go deeper, to become more profoundly humble. That is the only way to your redemption.” He turned a moment and grabbed for something he’d laid across the bench. “Lest you be wracked with temptation, there’s a remedy for that too.


  Any sexual feelings your body has will be lived through in this room. To guard against them, you’ll wear this chastity garment until I see you next.” He held it out for me to take. “You’ll see that the design will effectively prevent you from pleasuring yourself. Put it on.”


  Malbry watched me as I tried to make sense of the garment. It looked a bit like a bathing suit made of leather and fit as snuggly, covering me from my neck to my thighs. A zipper ran from the nape of my neck to just above the crack of my ass, and was closed with a clasp, which Malbry secured with a padlock. The crotch was slit appropriately and just enough so my asshole was exposed. Farther forward there was a hole to pee through.


  I was surprised that without measuring my body, it was perfectly designed to fit my anatomy.


  “You’ll have to be careful when you toilet, adjust it as necessary. When you start your period, we’ll need to make adjustments, but until then, you’ll wear this night and day. It is locked to your body so you’ll be unable to remove it. Don’t try; you’ll only damage the suit and anger me.


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Live a Spartan life of meditation and quiet. Guard your feelings—especially your physical feelings. Understand that they will be punished until you’re free of them.”




  


  


  CHAPTER SIX


   AWAKENING


  The leather chastity suit contained me, as was its purpose. I felt the confining restraint every hour—and for the most part, it was comforting. I dwelt on Malbry’s last words to me— ‘punished until you’re free of them.’


  Oh, how I dreamt of the calm that would follow.


  For the first few days, I thought I’d achieved that perfect nirvana. Not even a trace of sexual anguish appeared.


  Even at night, I slept soundly, with nothing to wake me in a sexual uproar. The fourth night, all that changed. I could feel a tiny tingling between my thighs. Afraid, I kept myself busy in an effort to squelch the unwanted feelings. I scrubbed my floors on hands and knees, dusted the apartment and polished the wood until it shone.


  But nothing helped. The leather clinging to my body seemed to work against my plan. With every twist, every movement, every breath I took, the confinement bred in me more sexual heat. My torment expanded, and my hands, as if they were beyond my control, clawed instinctively at my sex in an attempt to pry away the tight-fitting leather from my stimulated flesh.


  Thwarted by every attempt to satisfy my lust, I cried in anger, pounding my bed in despair until finally exhausted, I fell asleep.


  “You look tired. Are you okay?” Tony asked me as I listlessly did my work the next day.


  “I didn’t sleep well.”


  “Something troubling you?”


  “Of course not,” I tried to smile.


  “You’ve been preoccupied the last few days. You’re sure you’re not upset by something?” He laid his hand on my shoulder, and I went rigid with fear, thinking that he might discover the harness under my clothes.


  “No, I’m not. I just didn’t sleep well.”


  I wanted to shake his hand away—he was rousing that wicked animal in me with just this brief touch. With no warning, the sexual feelings came rushing in to disturb what little peace I had after my horrible night. I’m sure it wasn’t Tony himself that caused the problem. I’m afraid, any flesh and blood man would have caused the same response.


  But I let his hand lie; I didn’t want to alarm him more. I didn’t know what I’d do if he started asking questions. I was a terribly liar.


  By the time Friday evening came, my frantic need had me crazed and forgetting everything I was trying to accomplish with this arrangement. I stormed into Malbry’s offices, desperate to tear the leather from me and masturbate for him, bring myself off with spite in my eyes and nasty words of seduction on my tongue.


  Oh! Would I have liked to see his loins as fired as mine, coming toward me greedy with lust. I had to shake myself to focus on the present.


  “I see you’ve had a difficult week,” Malbry observed right off.


  “Yes, I have,” I answered tersely.


  “Your misery is evident.”


  “Well, I’m glad you can see it.”


  “And you’re probably wanting to toss this misery in my face and give up?”


  He knew that?


  “I never said that.”


  “No, you didn’t have to.”


  He viewed me calmly. “I have an appointment this evening. Lien Su will conduct your session. You can go in now and take off your clothes. He’ll remove your chastity dress and you’ll masturbate for him as you did before.”


  “Lien Su alone?”


  “Is that a problem?”


  “No, I suppose not,” I said cautiously. I was afraid he knew where my hesitation came from, but he said nothing about my sexual attraction to Lien Su.


  “You ben ovar an pay for me,” the Chinese warrior said in his broken English, once he had me naked. His smooth, sinewy muscles moved with terrifying grace.


  I dropped to my knees, half expecting, half wanting Lien Su to thrust his erection in my face—for obvious reasons. The feral animal in me reined unrestrained. As I reached in and fingered my genitals, I attempted to seduce Lien Su with my steamy eyes and my round ass bobbing in a playful come-on. Seconds later, my body was ready to burst with orgasm. But again, before I exploded, the searing punishment prevailed, ripping away the physical pleasure with gnashing blows from a cane, riding crop, and finally a long fraternity-style paddle that practically lifted me into the air.


  Once I was thoroughly distraught from the pain, Lien Su pointed me to the bamboo bed, where he inserted the enema nozzle into my rectum. I received a quantity of water larger than the previous week’s flooding deep into my channel. I held on with determination. This session was not as shocking as the first had been. I believe I suffered less; although I’m sure that Lein Su was no less demanding with the punishment than he and my counselor were together. Before I was allowed to relieve myself in the bucket, I endured another blistering spanking and then a caning of twenty strokes. By then, as before, the erotic desire that had been so rampant in my body when I arrived fled on the heels of that wondrous pain and its restorative power.


  As I voided the waters into the bucket, Lien Su sat in front of me ten feet away, and watched emotionless. As occurred the week before, the fire and spirit of rebellious lust that marked my arrival was gone, replaced by a warm and nurturing submissive peace. Even as Lien Su locked my leather chastity dress into place and turned that fateful key, my calm prevailed. I was certain that this time I would be able to endure the next seven days without my wantonness returning.


  ***


  The next four weeks continued in the same way. By the end of my seven days, insatiable, sex-driven fires drove me, wild-eyed and frantic to my Friday ritual. And on those Friday evenings, I’d have those fires doused by a screaming pain, my shrieks and cries rising woefully until my voice was hoarse. My bowels were filled with cleansings waters, more each time, each instance leaving me certain that I couldn’t take another drop.


  Most often, Lien Su punished me alone. And in the final scene of the day, in the quiet remains of the evening, he’d silently watch as I submissively voided the inner poisons from my insides, and as I painstakingly washed the last bit of impurity from my body. He never once responded to me in a personal way. My punishment was his duty, nothing more. And yet, I oddly looked forward to the times when Malbry left me alone with him, so I could share the silent endings with this silent man. The sound of the soapy water splashing the bucket, my venting sighs, and the bamboo ceiling fan loping overhead were the only sounds to stir the stillness.


  On other occasions, when Malbry was there, he always added a scathing rebuke to my session. He sneeringly chided me for every fault, especially for coming each Friday with my sexual desires rampant and unrestrained. He called me incorrigible, hopeless, and undoubtedly doomed to failure in this endeavor. I began to agree with him, even though I prayed nightly for this dreadful shame to find its cure.


  I noticed how Tony Gale would observe me. I think he saw the change in my behavior from day to day, although he never saw me on the weekends when I was most at peace. He observed me Monday when I was still quite calm, and then as the effect of my punishment waned and the energy I couldn’t contain began to rise. I wondered if he understood the cause, or just gave it up to chance.


  One Thursday afternoon toward the end of the day, the bell on Tony Gale’s office door tinkled, and through a gauzy sunshine I stared at what I first thought was an apparition. The figure of an Oriental man wearing Western clothes moved inside as if he were floating—though he most assuredly did not. As the figure emerged out of the blinding sunbeam, my eyes recorded the look of his face. The recognition hit like the blast of a .22 rifle. I lurched back.


  “Good day, Mrs. Gettys.” He tipped his black hat.


  “I’m not Mrs. Gettys,” I answered.


  “Yes, I imagine not now. But you are a woman who has captured my interest.” He moved forward, smiling in a way that made my body recoil.


  “Why are you here?” I asked. I was vaguely aware of Tony behind me, watching us, but keeping silent. As for me, my attention was fixed on the man I knew as Mr. Sun.


  He nodded politely. “I became aware that you were still in Hong Kong and I found that quite pleasant.”


  “And why would that be?”


  “I am prepared to pay you handsomely for a return visit to my ship. You were well received by my companions, and unfortunately, I did not get an opportunity to enjoy your company myself. I regret that.”


  “You vile bastard!” I suddenly exploded. My anger was volcanic and unstoppable, coming over me in such an anguished rage that there was no way to control it. I lunged toward Mr. Sun, going for him with my hands like claws, attempting to scratch the eyes from has face.


  The nails of my right hand struck him deep enough to draw blood. Meanwhile, Tony moved in from behind and pulled me from the demon, even as I flailed and kicked, connecting with Sun’s shin. “Don’t you ever, ever come here again, you loathsome, little, slant-eyed coolie!” I roared. I’d never used such vulgarity as I did then…and with no shame for it.


  “Sally, stop!” Tony roared at me with a tone so commanding that the fight in me suddenly withered away.


  My body sagged in his arms.


  “Get him out of here,” I resorted to crying. “Please, make him go away.”


  “Mr. Sun, I apologize for Miss Kettering’s behavior. I don’t understand.” He spoke civilly to his visitor, while refusing to let go of me.


  The man nodded, only slightly shaken.


  “No harm,” he said as he wiped his face on a handkerchief. He noted the bright red blood, we all did. “I’m afraid Mrs. Gettys will regret her rash behavior should she cling to such manners in this polite country.”


  “No doubt,” Tony agreed, though warily so.


  “Good day, now.”


  He was gone the way an apparition vanishes, leaving a trace of perfume, a scent I recall from aboard his ship.


  “What the hell is wrong with you?” Tony broke his hold and turned me around to face him.


  “I have a past with that man, and not a very pretty one.”


  “No past requires that kind of display.”


  “Trust me, it was perfectly justified.”


  “But not in my shop,” his words had grit.


  “Oh, he’s a client of yours?”


  “I know who he is and we’ve had a few dealings in the past. A lot of people know him, Sally. He’s a rich, powerful man not only in Hong Kong, but throughout the Orient.”


  “Rich or poor, his heart is black.”


  “That’s not for me to know. But you, I’d like a better explanation.”


  I sought one, supposing that I owned him that much. I’d scratched him, too—his arms—until his left one bled.


  “He is the reason my marriage fell apart, and the reason I wanted to be swallowed up by this city. What he did was unforgivable, but I won’t tell you more.”


  “All right. I’ll go with that.” He seemed to respect my feelings. “But don’t ever act like that again. Should he come here again, you come get me. I don’t drive men with money away from my door!”


  “I’m sorry. But how did he know I was here? His visit was no accident. He came to make his proposition because he knew I was still in Hong Kong, working here.”


  “It wouldn’t surprise me; Mr. Sun has long feelers when it comes to the people who cross his path—friend or foe. That’s the way places like this work, and men like Mr. Sun do business. Keep that in mind.”


  My whole being felt the exhaustion of the last weeks pour down on it like a cold rain. “Maybe I should quit and go home.” For the first time since I’d been here, I actually considered home: the sunny burnt gold of California hills, its smoggy valleys, white faces and Mexican brown ones, the parched sun, the smell of lemons on the tree, and the solitary look of swaying palms with their fancy fronds askew like chic Hollywood hairstyles. How far away that was.


  Tony looked at me surprised. “Is that what you want?”


  I suddenly felt the tug of the harness around me again, and knew otherwise. For a moment, I wondered if Tony had felt the device that wrapped by body and controlled my thoughts. What would he think if he knew? I was fixed on Hong Kong again.


  “No. Not really. But I don’t want to be at the end of that man’s feelers.”


  “Then shake it off and forget it.”


  “You think that’s enough?”


  “I think you went overboard, but I don’t think you need to go overboard trying to make amends. Forget about it; he will. Men like Sun don’t have time for women scorned.”


   Women scorned? Oh, no, he didn’t understand at all, but I certainly wouldn’t help him.


  A day later, I was so overcome by the lust that thrived between my legs that once I found myself in Malbry’s torture chamber, I was on my knees begging for the worst of it.


  “Drive this demon from me!” I shouted through my tears.


  “What’s happened to you?”


  “Please, sir, send me away to that place where your crop and cane take me. Do it so hard that the feelings will never return! Please!”


  Malbry dragged me up by the hair and looked me in the eye.


  “Tell me, Sally Kettering, now! What happened?” He slapped my face for emphasis. “And buck up; the world isn’t ending yet.”


  “The man who made the sexual arrangement with my husband appeared at my office yesterday and offered me a place on his ship—for the same terrible reason I was there before.”


  “And you wanted to go,” he concluded.


  “I did not!”


  “Of course you did,” he scowled. “You’re unrepentant, a disgrace to everything I’ve tried to do with you. Admit it.”


  “No, that’s not true.”


  “Yes, it’s true. Say it!” He had me by the collar, while staring me in the eye.


  “NO, it is not!!” I swore.


  He pushed me away from him, and I hit the floor, only to stare up at him with eyes filled with hate. Then he walked away.


  Lien Su, stoic, unmoved by what he’d seen, came forward, brought me to my feet and dragged me over the barrel bench. A surge of erotic energy passed over me, so strong that I gasped audibly, as if I were actually coming. Lien Su felt between my legs as he had before, discovering the torrent of liquid sex pouring from that steaming portal.


  He didn’t tie me down this time. But he lay into as strongly as all the other punishments, until I screamed for him to stop. Of course, he refused me and continued with the punishment until I’d reached that state of agony only he could judge was enough. I don’t recall being in pain that day, not once. Even when he filled my rectum with water and resumed the brutal treatment on my ass according to Malbry’s plan.


  When he sat back watching the finish, as I sponged away the sweat and the scent of sex from between my legs, I was sure that something was different. I was at peace, just as I’d been before, but the turmoil of sexual excitement was not at all submerged. It vibrated quietly on the outskirts of my tranquility, waiting like a friend, intent on visiting me again.


  After I put on my chastity dress, Lien Su locked it in place just as he had before. The click of the lock was like a gong, signaling the start of another cycle of lust, regret and punishment. But for the first time, a wave of doubt caressed my mind. Would my ugly passion ever be driven from me?


  A day of firsts, Lien Su spoke more than his monosyllable orders, saying: “Maybe, Sarry Kettering have enough punishment. Know the truth, you think?”


  I turned so I could see his eyes. They hadn’t changed.


  “You’re giving up on me, too?”


  He shook his head. “I only do as Mawby tells me.”


  “I know.” I also knew that I couldn’t fish for more of an explanation. He was a man of few words and he’d spoken all he would, at least for that day.


  ***


  The chastity dress never fit so uncomfortably. It chafed my skin, and pestered me with insatiable sensations that I had no way of driving off.


  “I wish I knew what troubles you so,” I heard Tony speaking to me on Monday morning. He was seeing the ‘Thursday morning Sally’ on Monday—all because the punishment failed to do its job on Friday. Because I had failed to make my punishment stick.


  “I’m fine,” I answered him.


  “No, you’re not,” he rebuffed me. “I see you disintegrate day after day, until you’re torn asunder. You start the week pleasant enough, and then something in you changes as the days proceed. But today you’re even worse than ever. I’m frightened for you. It’s like you’re fighting an angry bear. I wish you would explain, or let me help you, anything.”


  Any other day, I might have given him another lame excuse, which I knew he wouldn’t buy as real. But because it was that particular Monday, and I was particularly annoyed with the leather garment I was wearing, I let his kindness get under my skin. He had always been a possible love prospect, of course not when I was purging myself of my sin. Still, I thought of him fondly, and he was just enough inside me to crack through that once impenetrable barrier.


  “I am fighting demons, horrible ones,” I confessed. “But it’s a long story you don’t want to hear.”


  “I’d listen.”


  “Why?”


  “Because I care about you.”


  “You really do?”


  “Yes, you give me little reason, but having you here with me, beautiful as you are day after day, your moods play like a dark symphony…I’m a man. I’m intrigued. I can’t help but be moved.”


  His thoughtful words so touched me that I wanted to spill out the whole story. Then, I’m sure he would condemn as I condemned myself and let go of his senseless infatuation. I was flattered, though.


  “Why don’t you tell me? They say confession is good for the soul.”


  “Yes, that’s what some would say,” I ruefully replied, thinking of my last confession and what it had gained me.


  “You could always try.”


  I lost myself in my thoughts for several minutes.


  “Sally?” He goaded me…because I’d been so silent.


  “Tony, you don’t want to hear what I have to say. Trust me you don’t.” I looked directly at him with my most sincere expression. But I wasn’t getting through. I sighed heavily. “Maybe you’re just being kind, acting like a friend, or maybe you think of me as more than just that. Let me warn you, that’s a dangerous idea. You want to know what makes me ache inside?—The fact that I’ve sinned against everything that I hold dear.” I couldn’t imagine that I was telling him this, but the truth suddenly came pouring out: “I was sexually blackmailed…” I paused and looked for Tony to respond and when he didn’t I continued, “…in a really twisted game, my supposed husband sacrificed me in payment for his own crimes. I’m used goods now. I’ve been stripped of my virginity, raped, fucked and then raped again by a least a dozen men—all within seventy-two hours.”


  Tony looked back at me horrified. Of course, he was; it was a horrifying story. He shook his head in disbelief.


  “That’s no sin, Sally!” he jumped on my despair. “You were the victim, not the villain!”


  “Oh, yes, it was my crime as much as anyone else’s. It’s a crime when you’re Sally Kettering and you’ve spent your whole life being virtuous and pure, only to find out you’re a vulgar, insatiable sex maniac, with a mind perverted enough to star in a porn show. That is me, Tony.


  Think the worst of me and the picture will probably be pretty accurate. I despise myself now for loving the things that were done to me, and I’ll never get over it.


  Never.” The leather binding dress felt toxic to my skin. If I could have torn it off, I would have. The outraged me wanted to strip right down to the truth of it and let Tony see my failed redemption. But I seized control of my emotions and stopped my rant. He didn’t need me parading my further crimes in front of him. He was just an innocent friend trying to be nice.


  “You’re tangled in a knot,” he observed. He’d moved to my side and was brushing back my hair with his hand. I wanted to enjoy the affection, but I couldn’t.


  “I suppose,” I said.


  It was a long time before he spoke again. “Did it ever occur to you that enjoying what happened—” he cautiously suggested, “enjoying the sex—for sex’s sake—might not be so bad? Why judge what you felt? You can’t really change that. You can hate what happened to you because it was wrong, terribly wrong, but you don’t have to hate it all.”


  I gave him a wary glance. “No, I’d never really considered that,” I shrugged. “But you see why I don’t want to talk about it.”


  “I think you need to talk with someone who can set your mind straight.”


  “I have.”


  “With someone rational and non-judgmental?”


  I thought about that again, and about the way Lien Su ended my last session with his puzzling suggestions. I thought about how easily Malbry leapt on my guilt and turned my confusion into a punishment game.


  “I’m no psychologist…but I do know that you’ve got to be careful who you confess to—they could be as twisted as your thinking.”


  Of course, he was right. Made me wonder if he’d been peering unseen into my sessions with Malbry. Suddenly, I couldn’t stand the leather another second. “Listen, I have to go now,” I jumped up impulsively.


  He looked back at me baffled.


  “It’s a good thing; you’d approve.”


  “Then go,” he urged me.


  “And thank you,” I said as I was leaving, though I’m not sure he heard me since I was halfway out the door. I knew then what my body had been telling me for days.


  There were not enough painful punishments, not enough lessons in humility to drive away what was apparently an essential part of me. I may have been an avowed virgin, but that did not mean that sexuality was not natural to me. It was a need I might ignore, but I could not completely crush, not forever.


  ***


  The end of my sessions with Malbry was more abrupt than the beginning, but it was strangely simple.


  When I demanded he unlock the chastity dress and set me free, he didn’t hesitate to do as I asked. I was already stripping off my outer clothes and he had to rush me into the punishment chamber before I exposed myself to someone coming in off the street.


  He was in awe, seeing a straightforward power appear in my words and actions that he didn’t dare challenge. My weakness was gone. Perhaps the shame would still linger, and yet, putting all the pieces together—Tony’s suggestions, Lien Su’s hint and the irrefutable conclusions my own body gave me—I don’t think there was much left of my shame—at least not when it concerned my three days as Mrs. Gettys on Sun’s ship.


  With the confining leather removed, I dressed quickly in my street clothes, feeling my body flush wildly with glee.


  For the first time, I found that feeling comforting and I called it good. This wasn’t easy to do, but I thought, in time, I might even believe it true.


  Staring around at the simplicity of that room, and the way the light from the outside made it dance with sunshine in the afternoon, I smiled. “You know, Dane, I think you should convert this into a sitting room. It’s really quite lovely.”


  He looked at me in disbelief, and that was how I left him.




  


  


  CHAPTER SEVEN


   PROMISCUOUS


  Another chapter in my life began the moment I awakened to the joy of sexuality. I suppose as all recently enlightened persons do, I wondered how I could have been so incredibly dense not to see this truth before. It took days, even weeks, for me to absorb the many new ideas that were dancing through my skull—about sex and lust and enjoying the delicious thrill that turned my crotch into a steamy valley of pleasure.


  Of course, as a careful, reasonable woman I didn’t act on my feelings right away. I had to adjust. I had to rework some of my tired beliefs into a fresh anthem of sexual liberation—mixed with prudence, of course. There was still a bit of the virgin in me, and I would be cautious and critical in my decisions to indulge this permissible passion. I still wanted marriage, a good one based on trust and virtue and monogamy. But…I would allow myself a few dalliances beforehand, just to test the waters of my new sexual views in normal settings. The rape and even the sexually charged punishment sessions with Malbry were so bizarre that I wasn’t clear what normal sexuality was, how real people enjoyed their bodies, what making love really meant. My ideals were as strong as ever, just pointed in a slightly different direction.


  Tony was a wonderful comfort in that interim time. We talked about real people and real sex quite frankly. His judgment was sound, and his ideas fresh and inviting.


  They mingled with my own more reasonable thoughts, enhancing what I believed to be true…now that I’d awakened. He told me not to judge my fantasies, they were simply extensions of those parts of me that lived in limbo and without allowing them to play, would never find expression. No matter how crazy they got, I needed to remember that fantasy was one thing, reality something different. “Different but better,” he repeatedly told me.


  “How so?” I asked him the first time he offered that opinion.


  “Fantasy is usually a scene you play out in your head, and it can take crazy twists, even undoable things. Real life is sharing between real people, eye-to-eye contact, the touch of hands, and not just hands, but hips and thighs and breasts to chests and lips. And dealing with actual physicality and real emotions.”


  Oh, I could feel the desire in his eyes then!


  “I see,” I mulled this over thoughtfully, while trying not to encourage him in any personal way. I’m sure he would have liked to demonstrate his sexual expertise in a more graphic way, but even though I dearly treasured his friendship, I found my sexual appetites centered on another kind of man. I thrived on mystery and excitement. I even thought about some of the deviant things that had been done to me on Sun’s ship—not that I’d ever want to repeat the atrocities and the fear that accompanied them. But I remembered the pain fondly—not the pain that had no end—but the savage sensations that resulted from a sharp strike across my ass or shoulders or breasts. At night, I sometimes lay in bed, getting used to my thoughts, naming them real, not wrong. And if they were real, then they certainly weren’t something to despise.


  For several weeks, I was my only lover. Current pop psychology confirmed my right to masturbate. I’d stroll the English bookstore and find dozens of self-help titles that said the same remarkable thing. Poor Tony, though. He remained hopeful. Although I couldn’t imagine myself choosing a man like Tony, I didn’t want to completely discourage him. After all, I had no idea where my heart would decide to find a home.


  “You know my life has taken such a good turn in the last two months,” I announced to him happily. “I’m finally beginning to know myself. All of me.”


  “Then in time, you’ll want to share yourself with someone,” he suggested, a bit wistfully.


  “I’m sharing myself with you!”


  “True,” he nodded. “I was meaning more intimately.”


  “Of course. And that’s coming. But I’m a very practical woman. I never proceed with anything unless I’ve thought it through clearly.”


  “It seems you were rather rash marrying your husband,” he countered.


  “Oh, no! That was very deliberate—just based on lies. I completely brainwashed myself into believing that he was redeemable, and went through the motions of marriage totally rational.” My being soured for a moment as the memory returned. “No, I won’t let myself do that again. Trust me. I’ve learned my lesson. I’m very rational when it comes to relationships with men.”


  That decisively stated phrase became a lie not three days later.


  There I was, passing through the fashion district of Hong Kong, window shopping, gazing a bit in awe of the sexy dresses on the manikins behind the glass. A sweet sensation of pleasure warmed my crotch as I imagined myself wearing those low-cut, low-backed, high-slit clothes. I remembered the green dress that was never returned to me. It was only slightly daring compared with these styles.


  On impulse, I darted inside one store and spent the next hour trying on cocktail dresses, finally choosing a red one. The stretchy dress clung to my curves as the tight fabric followed every line of my body like a fat crayon outlining in a coloring book. Its scoop neckline skimmed the tops of my breasts, which looking amazingly perky, standing up boldly, nipples drawing into tiny knots. It was short, the kind of dress to tug down now and again as it crept up the thighs like an exploring hand. I couldn’t help myself. I had to buy it!


  With my purchase made, I spent the next hour at home deciding where I’d wear the thing. The nightclubs of the city were near my apartment, flashing their neon with ever increasing allure. I was a bit light-headed, having downed a glass of wine that only amplified the tease of that humid, erotic night. I left my apartment with my gleaming chestnut curls teased high and my makeup as brilliant as the dress. I wondered how much a white woman in a sea of round Chinese faces would appeal to the available men. Just an experiment, I told myself, while my body insinuated that it wanted sex, real sex that night, a hard, hot cock to come in inside me.


  True, the nightclub patrons were mostly Oriental, but there were enough Westerners for me not to look out of place. Maybe I was disappointed by that. Maybe I wanted to stick out like a show pony. But then, maybe that would be too much for my first time! Fact was: I was rather relieved when I realized that I was not the only woman being inspected by the horny crowd of men.


  I walked into the club as boldly as I might have wearing a modest business suit. Of course, I was nervous, but I was not going to communicate that fact to anyone. I’d pull off my adventure even in my slutty dress. I was not the kind of woman to make a choice and then back down. Of course that thinking had gotten me into trouble with George, but this wasn’t George, this wasn’t a marriage, and this was just one night.


  I made my way to the bar, watching the men in my path part like I was too good to touch. The high was exhilarating. They might not have touched me, but they would look—down the front my dress, along the line of my sashaying hips and the curve of my legs to my feet, which were neatly tucked into three-inch heels. (This was a practical choice: heels any higher might be too tough to negotiate gracefully. The way I was feeling that night, I would have preferred stilettos, but being poised and graceful was paramount to make the right impression) I liked the way my skirt rode up to display the lace tops of my black stockings and I blushed teasingly when I tugged it down.


  I ordered a drink to sip—the wine had already made me woozy enough. Then I began to smile, flirtatiously glancing at some handsome fellow, only to move on to another as I inspected the possibilities.


  I had no intention of going to bed with anyone that night. This was practice, research for another time. But then there was the handsome blond beside me—the sight of his Nordic good looks was so much a shock that my celibate resolve was easily rattled.


  “I take it you’re by yourself,” he started his moves casually.


  “I am.”


  “And you’re drinking scotch?” he wondered.


  “Something wrong with that?”


  “No, not really.”


  “I like to sip…scotch keeps me sober.”


  He seemed to appreciate my logic.


  “Dance?” he asked.


  “Sure.”


  We weaved our way through the throng of people, onto a crowded dance floor. Our bodies instantly began to move to beat of the music, blaring at us from every corner of the club. The music got into my loins, until I was moving as if I’d been doing this since high school.


  But high school dances never appealed to me, and this did. I rocked against the blond man’s groin, pressing my hips against him, feeling the heat of him swelling, the same way the cock inside his trousers swelled in response.


  I smiled. It was too noisy to carry on a conversation.


  We were close enough to kiss. He began fondling me by the time the second song started. A smoother song, a ballad, brought us closer still, so that my nearly naked nipples caressed his muscled chest and stiffened in response to the deliberate way I moved against him.


  I wasn’t drunk, although I acted as if I were. Maybe it was the pounding beat of the band that turned off my brain cells and let my body decide for me. I put my hand on my partner’s crotch where I caressed a throbbing bulge. My desire soared, and I could feel the sticky wetness between my legs. We were clenched for the slow dance, groping. The freedom made me delirious, so that I couldn’t imagine my body stopping before it received the benefits from this calculated seduction.


  My blond date had as much in mind. He found me pantiless when his hand searched under my dress, and then wet when he brashly went deeper, snaking his fingers toward my slit. As he gently squeezed my love bud, my reaction was unrestrained, a melodic gasp that blended into the nightclub music and its thick beat.


  I was about to cum when we kissed. This was a direct mouth-to-mouth, down-my-throat tonguing that seemed to settle in my crotch with all the other sexy sensations. He got the message quickly then, knowing I was slutty and uninhibited enough to erupt right there.


  Which I did some minutes later, with his hand stuck up my dress and in my cunt, while my hips still moved in time to the throng of dancers.


  “Oh, yessssssss, do that,” I softly seethed, while staring him down, molten eyes to molten eyes. His face blurred as the sharp spasms made me jerk—and the people around us blurred into ghostly shapes and the music became white noise. I collapsed against him almost in a faint when the wave of pleasure began to dwindle. His hand was still between my legs, wiping the wetness on my thigh.


  “You always do this when you dance?”


  “Only when I’m horny enough,” I answered, my sigh a bit exhausted.


  “So, what do we do about this?” He placed my hand on his crotch.


  “I get it off however you want,” I dreamily replied.


  “How about my coming down your throat?”


  “Hmm, why not?”


  “All right then.”


  We danced toward the back of the nightclub, then scooted into a hallway that twisted twice before it dead ended in front of locked doors—offices closed for the night.


  He didn’t have to push me down, although I sort of liked the intensity that made him insist that I please him—as if I had a contract to fulfill. I remembered being on my knees before, sucking dick. This one wasn’t half as generous as the black dick I serviced on the ship, but I liked its shape: the natural curve that made me imagine what it would feel like in my pussy, the tiny head and the way it swelled to the thicker base, nestled in his sandy-colored pubic hair. I drew in the aroma of his tanned thighs and thought of the surfers at Newport Beach where I spent my summers growing up virginal. Maybe this was the attraction—getting what I wouldn’t allow myself then. I had to go to Hong Kong just for this?


  As my mouth leaned in to cover his prick, I looked up smiling, amused by my fantasy. I discovered that I could swallow smaller cocks without gagging, so he got the best deep throat I could give.


  Soon, he was leaning against the cheap paneled wall of that back corner, shoving his hips forward and fucking my face. He laced his fingers through my hair and held me close. More memories surfaced, more recent ones of those other cocks I took in my hour of disgrace. This was freedom and that was bondage? Or was it really the same thing, me being me, and the circumstances were irrelevant? I might think of my ‘honeymoon’ more fondly after doing the same things by choice for strangers. And strangely, I couldn’t forget the erotic buzz of performing forced, being a woman taken.


  My surfer started to growl in a sweet, low timbre that rattled through my bones. I kept sucking, my head bobbing like a bobble-head doll, until I felt the taut muscle shoot a spray of sticky cum into my mouth. I jerked back, allowing the thing to withdraw, so the last of his spunk dribbled down my chin.


  “Humm, you are a slut,” he purred breathlessly as his hand continued to caress my head and hair. “You can blow me anytime.”


  “But not before you fuck me first,” I said grinning. He pulled me to my feet and stared into my face, then taking a handkerchief from his pocket, he wiped away his cum.


  “How about up the ass?”


  “How about in my cunt, or is that too much commitment?”


  “Ooo, you comes with claws,” he laughed.


  That was a novel idea. “I do what I want sexually.”


  “My kind of woman.”


  “Really? Or so you really want them submissive to your whims?”


  “Hey, don’t get too deep on me here,” was his answer.


  I dismissed him to the legions of men I’d be willing to play with twice. I didn’t know that I was doing this at the time, but I knew as we returned to the dance floor, that I’d never see him again—or if I did, I wouldn’t give him a second glance. So much for the surfer fantasy of my youth.


  ***


  I was inclined to buy more sexy dresses and go out nightclubbing three times a week. I met Lena the second week, a little pixie, half Philippino, half Chinese. Her black eyes sparkled like diamonds when she smiled timidly. She liked


  fucking 

  over any other sexual activity and refused men that wanted her ass or mouth.


  “Fuck me or forget me,” she flatly stated her intentions.


  “I come when I fuck and that’s all that matters.”


  “That should still get you plenty of men.”


  “Almost every night,” she confessed.


  We weren’t talking friendship here. She was merely a sexual companion for my outrageous experimentation.


  But unlike Lena, I was omni-sexual—willing to use my body in all available means of pleasure.


  Perhaps my most daring night came with Lena, when we agreed to ‘duo’ three men—a term currently used by the tiny click of women who frequented our favorite nightclubs. Lena never knew about the ship and my nights of debauchery. She thought she was introducing me to something I’d never done, so I let a bit of that old naïve nervousness surface. She could play mentor for the night, while I got the chance to play on her turf.


  I’d found that going through solo events was fine for a time, but I wanted to test the waters of an orgy just to see how I’d respond when I wasn’t being forced.


  The result of my night a little different than my other recent adventures—a bit more involved and certainly more physically demanding. We let the trio of men take us to the docks, where one of them lived in a rundown warehouse. Lena went on ahead with the heftiest of the three, Charlie—I suspect she decided that just because of his size he must have had the largest cock. Before I even got inside the apartment, the other two men attacked me in the stairwell. The one above me, Toby, shoved his dick in my mouth, while the one a few steps below, Lao Tu, lifted my skirt, pried my cheeks apart and began to rim my backdoor with his tongue. I was oozing cum juice from my cunt, while my hand naturally drifted to the hard swelling nub of my clit.


  We sucked and licked and grabbed at any sensation like sex-starved survivors from a desert island. I reached for Toby’s dick and jacked it while my mouth worked the head. At the same time, the guy beneath me circled his tongue around my anal hole, occasionally poking the thing, along with a finger or two inside the tight space. I got sloppy with the blowjob when my friend below made my whole body flex. I danced about, groaning, not realizing how the lusty sound reverberated through the warehouse. We were just getting really heated, when my glance caught something on the stairs below—several people crowding in to watch. Where had they come from?


  I performed well. Instead of going cold at being caught in the act, I let their stares arouse me. I let them know that I saw them looking, then ground my ass into Lao Tu’s face as lewdly as I could—gasping for the benefit of my audience before returning to the blowjob. Lao Tu fucked me soundly with his fingers and tongue until my grateful body exploded. Biting down on the cock at my lips, Toby suddenly yelped and jerked from my mouth, spraying his semen all over my face and my hair. Before I had time to get my bearings, I realized that there was another man behind me, having exchanged places with my ass-licking pal. His dick conquered my slit in seconds, bringing about a hard orgasm that made me shake so hard that I had to hold on to the stairwell walls to keep my balance. Only afterwards did I realize that someone was pinching my nipples while I climaxed. By then, the top of my dress was down to my waist, so the crowd below could see the fellow’s fingers going at those little bullets as my tits bounced free.


  I think I might have asked the crowd to join me in Toby’s apartment at the top of the stairs, but they were mostly gone by the time I could offer the invitation. I was left with the original two and languidly fell into their arms as we made our way to the apartment door.


  Charlie, the big guy, and Lena were still going at it hard.


  She was quite the screamer; quite a pair of lungs for a woman so small. I watched them curiously, realizing that I’d never seen two people fucking missionary. Her legs were splayed wide, and despite the fact that Charlie was twice her size, she was strong enough to keep going with his big body lying upon her tiny one. I suppose there was enough spit and fire in Lena to handle any man. Her energy was large, especially when she was having sex—as if she plugged into a force outside her that pumped her full enough to take on an army.


  She only got three men that night, and I suppose that was enough. It was certainly enough for me. By the time Charlie was revived from screwing Lena, I was ready again myself. But I wanted something more restrained, more like making love in the traditional sense. Charlie and I lay on Toby’s bed with our heads on his pillow, embracing naked, as real lovers do, climbing all over each other as if it mattered. Charlie fit in me as if he belonged there, like he’d been there before, and was just reacquainting himself with my soft interiors, and the curve of my ass, and the tender flesh of my breasts. The tenderness between us was remarkable, considering that we were strangers to each other. I knew he felt the passion too, because as Lena and I were leaving, he stopped me at the door.


  “I want to see you again,” he whispered. I was so taken by his big beautiful aura that I felt a little faint. And my heart…I couldn’t restrain the infatuation that felt so much like love.


  “Yes, and I want to see you again, too,” I said smiling.


  We didn’t make plans that night. But we met in the nightclub again, several days later. We ended up screwing every night for the next week. I knew then that I had to be in love; I could hardly tolerate the hours we spent apart.


  But if I’d known then that Charlie was returning to the States at the end of the month, I’d never have begun the affair. I didn’t like goodbyes, especially with people I cared about. When he announced that, “by the way, my contract is up the end of August, and I’m going back to San Francisco,” I hated him.


  “You can go with me,” he offered when I threw a glass across the room, aimed at his face. He ducked and it shattered against the wall.


  “You’re supposed to tell a girl these things in the beginning!” My rage terrified even me.


  “But I didn’t know then that we’d hit it off,” he gazed back at me bewildered by my outburst.


  “And when we started to ‘hit it off’, how many times could you have said something?” I was about to cry!


  “I figured you’d give me up if I did.”


  “Yeah, just like I’m doing now.” I stormed out of his apartment, determined never to see him again.


  Was I really in love?


  Lena said so. “You really got it bad, girl.”


  “No, I don’t.”


  “Oh, you do,” she said, looking as if she’d nail me to the wall with the edict. When Lena said something as defiantly as she was telling me this, she was probably right.


  The girl had instincts about people that were uncanny.


  “But I don’t want to be in love! I wanted this screwing around to be casual. Love sucks.”


  “Why you say that?”


  “It just does.”


  “Who hurt you?”


  “Charlie.”


  “But there was someone else before him, honey.”


  “Yeah there was…George, my husband,” I spit out derisively. “But that was a big sticky mess I won’t talk about.”


  Lena didn’t take the bait. “So George hurt you, he was a jerk, why get pissed at loving Charlie. Hell, honey, I’d be on that plane for San Francisco in a heartbeat. Good looking American with money and a big dick? That’s my dream man.”


  “I don’t need Charlie to get into the States. I don’t need his money. And I can find big dick elsewhere. The damned fool has my heart shattering like glass.”


  “Then go with him, Sally.”


  “No,” I shook my head. “I can’t leave Hong Kong. Pretty as that picture seems, it’s not me.”


  She shrugged and the issue was dropped for good.




  


  


  CHAPTER EIGHT


   CONCUBINE


  Tony figured out about my being in love about the same time I did. Maybe he suspected even sooner than that.


  He was hurt, and I think a little smug when I confessed that Charlie, my most recent lover, was leaving.


  “Don’t say I deserve it,” I told him.


  “Why do you think I’d say that?” He pushed the papers around his desk, looking like he was working, like he had only a passive interest in the conversation.


  “Because I know that’s what you’re thinking.”


  “And what else do you think I’m thinking?” He looked at me over the tops of his reading glasses.


  “That I’m behaving badly?”


  “Because you’re in the nightclubs five nights a week?”


  He pushed his papers some more, not making eye contact, but managing to stick with our argument.


  “I never go that often!” I shot back.


  “Oh?”


  “Don’t say ‘oh’ like that! You don’t own my life.”


  “No, I don’t,” he suddenly looked up catching my gaze, “but friends do care.”


  “I told you, I’m a deliberate women. I know exactly what I’m doing.”


  “I’m sure you do,” he said, putting a period at the end of the sentence as if to say that the conversation was over.


  We’d never fought before, and it felt strangely disturbing, though I couldn’t quite figure out why.


  We returned to our argument a few days later when Tony’s chill mood didn’t abate.


  I began with the apology. “I’m sorry about the other day.”


  He looked at me with a blank stare.


  “Why be?” his retort was still icy, and it gave me the chills.


  “Because we’ve been friends and now it seems like we have this…this wall between us?”


  “Could be.”


  “Oh, please don’t be so vague. What do you want me to do?”


  “What do want you to do?” He didn’t have to think a second longer. “I want you to want me, Sally. While you’re running all over Hong Kong, fucking your way through all the available men, I’m sitting here, the one man who could give you what you’re actually looking for.”


  “How do you know what I’m looking for when I don’t?”


  “That’s the beauty of being on the sidelines. I can see what you can’t.”


  “Okay, then fill me in.”


  “You want a marriage based on trust and love…and sexual excitement.”


  Of course, that’s what I had thought that I wanted, the whole package summed up neatly into those few words.


  “I suppose,” I managed to agree, sadly. “But if that’s so, how come I’m not jumping at your offer?”


  “Because you haven’t tried me?” He looked hopeful.


  “But I have tried you, Tony…tried you on in my mind a dozens of times. I just don’t think it would work.”


  “Thinking is one thing, Sally; really acting on your feelings is another.”


  “But I know, Tony. My heart knows what it beats for,” I said regretfully. I had skated across this issue dozens of times, thinking that maybe Tony would just go away on his own. But he hadn’t, and here I was letting him down hard. The harder he fell the more his jaw tightened and his blue eyes turned vacant.


  “You won’t even try,” he said despondently.


  “You don’t understand,” I tried to soften my voice as if that would soften the blow. “I have.”


  “All in your head.”


  “And every day I’ve worked here beside you.”


  He narrowed on me critically, as if he was testing what I said for the truth behind it—if there were any truth. I was thinking this up quickly, on the fly, but I wasn’t lying. He would have been the perfect choice for me, everything about him screamed of being the perfect man. But I’d never love him. I’d never be crazy for him the way I was about Charlie—or even George. I knew that the moment we met, and every day with him afterwards. Months worth of days only confirmed the fact that he’d be a friend, but never a lover.


  “You’re that sure?”


  “I won’t lead you on, Tony.”


  He thought about it for a minute and his face warmed just a bit. “No, I suppose you wouldn’t.”


  This was one of the hardest things I’d ever done. I can’t even recall letting a man down as I had Tony. I didn’t want him thinking of me as a potential lover—or wife, when I knew it was impossible. I shook my head for confirmation and gave him a sad, sorry look.


  “Then we’re just friends,” he decided.


  “Yes, just friends…good friends,” I replied more enthusiastically. No one wants to find out they’ve been rejected, and anything I could have said thereafter would only make the possible hurt worse. Tony was not particularly good at covering his, not the first day. But in the days that followed, he seemed to accept the facts more graciously, and we went on being employer and employee, in a pleasant friendship I grew to count on.


  ***


  I went about my life in the same irresponsible way for the next two weeks—although some of the wild glitter of my rowdy nightlife faded. I’m not sure if it was Charlie’s leaving or getting honest with Tony that soured my mood, but I was definitely less eager to comb the nightclubs and pick up men for casual sex.


  Several nights, I nursed my sad feelings getting drunk with Lena. She would never object to the amount of liquor I consumed, but at the same time, she looked at me suspiciously when she’d see me order a third martini and swallow it down in one gulp.


  “You trying to forget?” she asked one night.


  “Yeah, I am.”


  “Good way to go.”


  Someone was at my back, lifting me out of my seat.


  Toby! I remembered Toby—my fellow from the stairs. I searched around him, looking for Charlie.


  He knew exactly who I was searching for, “Charlie’s gone,” he said with a touching sigh.


  With both of us feeling sad, Toby and I danced in an inebriated stupor, grinding asses and crotches together in a way that practically made me orgasm right on the dance floor. Oh! I was ripe, feeling the booze and my need to forget made my body work extra hard. We were ready to screw about midnight—a little earlier than usual for me. But then suddenly, something felt wrong—like there were lepers in the club and I had to escape them.


  Irrational though it seemed, I had to get out, into the night, into the fresh air, away from the smoke and congestion. I had to get sober fast—though I had no idea why.


  Too bad my intuition stopped working at that point, or I wouldn’t have taken that last trip to the restrooms in the back of the nightclub. If I’d been paying attention, I would have taken off with Toby at a dead run. But I was too drunk for the extrasensory awareness I needed to escape my fate. Halfway down the back hallway of the nightclub, two muscled thugs grabbed me on either side and dragged me out the back door. Though too dazed to even scream, I fought the pair all the way to a waiting van. Seconds later, I blacked out—was hit on the head?


  Fainted? Drugged? I never knew!


  I lost track of time. It could have been just an hour or a half a day later when I woke up with a splitting headache, staring toward the ceiling of a concrete cell, aware that someone was there with me.


  “Miss Kettering,” I heard my name and turned toward the voice.


  It was Mr. Sun in a soft beige suit, impeccable as ever, looking out of place in the dingy surroundings of the dank cell.


  When I turned over on the cot, I realized that the sexy dress I’d worn the night before was bunched around my middle, the top practically down to my waist, and the skirt riding high over my hips. Quickly pulling the top over my naked breasts and tugging the hem over my bottom, I sat up and squared myself primly on the bed, trying to look decent as I faced the baffling moment.


  “How nice of you to join me, Miss Kettering.”


  “Join you? Where am I?” Feeling my head throb, I put my hand to it, trying to rub away the biting sensation.


  “Unfortunate that we must meet this way.”


  “What’s going on?”


  “Of course, you wrote your fate yourself.”


  “Fate, what fate? Where am I?” I stared around as if that would offer me some explanation. “What have you done to me?”


  “No need to worry. You’re safely in my care, Miss Kettering—the newest prize in my collection.” He gazed around at the paint peeling walls. “So, sorry for the conditions here. I’m afraid they can’t be helped. Perhaps, I’ll be able to offer you more amenable living arrangements, once you’ve adjusted.”


  “Adjusted to what?”


  He spoke in perfect English, his smile cloyingly kind.


  “There’s always a period of adjustment, the shock and mourning, before the enlightenment. Just think of yourself as if you’re in a cocoon from which you’ll soon emerge, the stunning butterfly. It might seem difficult at the start, but I assure you, your transformation will be swift and thorough.”


  “Don’t talk in riddles, Mr. Sun,” my impatience blurted out.


  “Ah, you’re not fond of metaphor, the euphemisms so common to your American culture? Takes away the sting of reality.”


  “I’d prefer you state the facts plainly.”


  “Plainly, hmm…yes. I suppose I’ve forgotten what a practical woman you are. Well, let’s see how plainly I can state the facts you seek. You like the truth simple?”


  “Yes! I like the truth simple.” Perhaps the anger that besieged me didn’t work in my favor, but I’d be damned if I’d be polite. It was all I could do to keep from attacking the man the way I’d attacked him the last time we met.


  “Well then, here is your truth, Miss Kettering,” his voice lowered as he prepared me for the chilling message.


  “You are here because it suits me. Because I am a powerful man and powerful men never forget their rivals; they nurture their revenge, content to wait for the appropriate moment to play their hand. I have removed you from your sorry life, taken you from Hong Kong to my estate. Your life outside my control is over, like it never existed.” His words dripped with malice, spoken with soft, sibilant sounds that bit as keenly as the message they imparted. “Trust me, your disappearance will cause little more than a ripple in the community you were so captivated by. Hong Kong is now your past, just as George Gettys is, and Charlie Duncan and Toby Winters, the dozens of others you found so easy to screw, and that stuffy little office where you worked, and the country where you were born. Past…all past. Ripped from you the way I ripped away your virginity. Your present is with me now. And your future will be determined by whatever whim that suits my fancy.”


  His voice cut through me like a knife twisting its way from my heart to my groin.


  I was too stunned to think of anything to say. Instead, I bled before him—metaphorically speaking—which was exactly as he planned. Nothing Sun did was ever without a careful plan behind it.


  ***


  I was dressed for dinner, wearing Western clothes—rather modest ones in fact, a white organza blouse, delicately embroidered with tiny stitches in a pattern of roses. The neckline was open and cut noticeably low, but in an elegant way that skimmed the tops of my breasts, which were cupped in a sheer pale yellow bra. The sleek yellow linen skirt was perfectly fitted to my waist and hips, as if someone had taken measurements of my body while I slept. It’s possible someone did. After three days of captivity, I was sure my food was drugged, since every night, I slept as soundly as a child did.


  I’d fixed my freshly washed hair in a tortoise shell clip at the nape of my neck, and then slipped into a pair of pale yellow high heels provided for me. The leather was soft and expensive, clothing my feet as finely as the rest of me. All this was for a purpose I had to assume, and yet, the clothes were so reflective of my personal taste that I couldn’t help but enjoy the feel and the comfort I derived from their familiarity.


  Sun had summoned me to dinner earlier in the day, coming to my cell himself to make his announcement.


  “You’ll join my friends and me,” he’d said, and, almost as a request not a demand added, “the companionship of an American woman will be a particularly fine indulgence for my guests.”


  “And, I’ll wear this?” I’d asked, referring to the natty blue cocktail dress I’d been wearing when I was kidnapped from the nightclub. It had been torn in my battle with Sun’s strong men, was grimy from the dirty cell, and reeked of body odor—but then, perhaps, that suited my captor.


  His eyes perused me critically, then his brows narrowed as if he were perturbed. “Ah, yes, I’ll have clothes for you. And you may bathe. My house is a civilized home. I expect those who serve me will do so in a polite and civilized manner. I expect you’ll be the gracious woman your fine parents raised you to be. You have not forgotten, I trust?”


  “Of course, I’ve not forgotten.”


  He nodded, “Very good.”


  Entering Sun’s formal dining room gave me my first glimpse of the man’s elaborate estate. I’d seen ones like it in Hong Kong, with a tiled roof, natural timbers and a stern but graceful Oriental design. It reflected the gentility of this quiet universe, this strange land unknown to me. I was captive here, its victim, and an unknowing participant in a scheme that was entirely unexplained to me.


  The simplicity of my surroundings must have settled my tattered nerves because I moved with ease into the dining room almost feeling as if it were a privilege to be there. I was astute enough to know otherwise, but smart enough to let the restful feeling serve its purpose.


  Several Oriental women in kimonos, Mr. Sun’s geishas, humbly served the gathering of Chinese businessmen—there was not a white face in the crowd save mine.


  The dozen men spoke quietly to each other in a language I didn’t understand. They took little notice of me as I stood in the doorway waiting. I’d felt this kind of disregard before, when I sat down to dinner on Sun’s ship.


  This time, however, there was no Mr. Sands to assault me with his penetrating stare as a foretaste of what came next.


  “Miss Kettering,” Sun found me, and with a guiding hand led me to my seat, to his right at a large oval table, set low into the ground. We’d be sitting on the floor.


  “How lovely you look,” he said, quite pleased with my attire.


  I nodded, feeling afraid to say anything more, and sat where he directed.


  The meal passed peacefully. Sometimes the conversation was lively, at other times, the room was quiet, except for the sound of chopsticks clicking against china bowls. While I remained wary, there was no reason to be alarmed. Occasionally, Mr. Sun would lean my way, and explain what I was eating, or make an aside comment to me in English about one of his dinner guests. I wasn’t sure if these men understood his casual asides. But I was sure, after the fact, that his kind familiarity was only one more way of putting me at ease, so that later I would be taken off guard when the man was ready to reveal his scheme.


  The meal ended, and a number of toasts commenced.


  The air was cheerful, respectful…some laughs, but mostly the men maintained that restrained courtesy customary in the Oriental culture. I was lulled into believing that my purpose was simply to be Mr. Sun’s dinner companion. But then I learned otherwise. As planned, Sun finally showed his hand.


  “Miss Kettering,” he spoke to me more formally than he previously had, and so that everyone noticed him address me. A tickle of precognition made my nerve endings snap to. “Stand up.”


  He looked toward his friends as I struggled to my feet.


  “Yes, put on your high heels, for me,” he added sharply.


  I’d removed them, as was the habit before dinner. I’d been so calm, so reasonably self-assured, but now my fear reduced me to a mess of trembling bones and throbbing flesh as I stood towering above the men at the table below.


  “A proud woman you are, is that not so, Miss Kettering?” Sun looked up at me waiting for an answer.


  “Yes, sir.” I spoke with a degree of submissiveness that wasn’t owed him—at least not in my estimation. I still despised him; I had to. After all, he had taken me against my will—for a second time. And yet, the aura of these surroundings threw me back to my humble behavior on the ship, or better still, elicited a behavior of respect so inbred in me over many years that it took just these clothes and the subtle cues of refinement to recall the woman I always thought I was. Yes, I was forgetting Hong Kong at that moment. The Hong Kong whore was so far from me that those days nightclubbing with Lena were no more than a dream in my mind. I couldn’t remember that slut. Sun’s renovation of my personality couldn’t have been more complete as I stood with my back straight and my head slightly bowed, primly holding my hands in front of me.


  “But proud women fall,” the man continued, as he looked from me to his guests. His voice became raspy and cruel. “Insults to me do not go unpunished. I spared her life once, and when I asked for a simple payback in return, she rebuked me—attacked me physically. Now, it’s time to pay.” He stared at me with a vile gleam in his black eyes.


  “But I owe you nothing,” I gasped, almost surprised to hear the sound of my voice.


  Sun remained smug.


  I knew it was a mistake to speak, but there was a venomous fire in me growing strong with indignation, righteous anger, spite, and loathing.


  “Look at her,” Sun scowled. “See how her breast puffs up. See how she seethes. How her rancor is laced with lust. You play with her cunt now, she’ll climax for you in seconds.”


  “I will not!”


  “Shut up,” he ordered as he sprang to his feet, “or would you rather I gag you?”


  I shook my head no, vehemently, being afraid to utter another sound.


  “This little slut is aptly named. She falls for a weak sycophant husband, who she despises with one breath and lusts for with the next. She’s too pure to behave like a normal woman, so she puts on an elaborate show of betraying her principles…her fine Christian virtue. You should have seen her when my friends plucked her cherry. Protest? Whine? Cry? Beg? You’d think the good woman would have been devastated, but what did my friends find under all that prissiness but a salacious libertine? An alley cat slut, who couldn’t get enough cock if I’d had her fucked for three months—not three days.”


  He moved around me, watching me from every angle as he gave his speech.


  “All I asked for was just a simple act of kindness in return for my generosity. After all, I did spare her more humiliation.”


  He moved to my side, speaking to me directly, while I quaked in fright with each new word.


  “You ever wonder how it was that you left my ship unscathed after you were used?”


  He’d taken my chin in his hand and forced me to see the fury in his eyes.


  “Not all the whores who cross my path are so lucky as you. But I took a liking to that spunky fire you have; that spirit, in spite of the way your pansy-ass husband set you up. You pleased me, using that pretty body of yours like you’d been fornicating for centuries. You performed so well that I let you go free.” His eyes turned cold, and so did I looking into them. “But when I come for a few favors, my generosity goes unappreciated—” I was totally baffled by what he was saying. “Oh? Did you think your freedom came with no prices? Surely George warned you?”


  Again, I shook my head no; George never mentioned that the man would be back for me.


  “Ah! So, that’s it. We can blame Mr. Gettys,” he shook his head in amazement. “No, I suppose he was too much a coward to tell you the truth. But that is no excuse for you. No reason for you to be so ungracious with my offer, or attack me like I was a demon. I showed you nothing but courtesy during your difficult moments facing the duties you agreed to on my ship—you do remember that you agreed? And then, you attack me. I told you then that you’d regret your rash behavior. Well the time has come for you to pay up, Miss Kettering. I’m seeking retribution, and I’ll have it, my little white slave.” He strode around me again, as if he were binding me with rope as he moved. “Undress yourself,” he ordered next.


  I stood before those searing eyes, feeling them burn right through my clothes to my bare flesh. Something in me quickened, more than fear. It was a familiar rush of pleasure seeking its own ends; that thing I’d come to despise for the way it ripped the decency from me and tossed it off in tatters.


  I began to disrobe, pulling at the pretty virginal clothes—I understood them then, the way Sun had played on irony to remind me of my tainted virtue. He was the consummate master of schemes. Once down to the pretty, yellow bra and the matching garter belt and stockings, he told me to stop. “Your under things will be the perfect frame for your punishment.”


  One of the geishas stood to the side of the room, operating a crank that lowered a bar above my head. Mr. Sun quickly grabbed my hands, locked cuffs around my wrists and attached them to the far sides of the hanging restraint. Then his hand reached in between my legs, searching for my love hole. He batted my legs apart when I tried to hold them tight together, then shoved his fingers in the canal, finding it squishy, my nectar gushing like a river it was so aroused.


  “And she denies me this,” he commented, as he withdrew his wet fingers. He made me lick the juices off his hand before he stepped away. The taste was sour, but not offensive. I’d tasted myself before. “But she won’t deny me again, my friends.” He spoke directly in my ear, but loud enough so his guests could hear. “Before we’re through with each other, Miss Kettering, you will confess your desire to have me. You may not feel it now.


  You may despise me, in fact. You may never grow to love me, but you will choose me and you will not turn away.”


  My body shuddered, feeling his threat work its way inside me, startling me, teasing my sex as much as his fingers had.


  He took a braided leather whip in his hand, one with ten small braided talons that leapt on my body like flames and wrapped my sides like snakes. I jerked in a feverish dance, as I instinctively attempted to escape the painful blows. Yet, at the same time, my sex became heavy as blood flowed into my groin, distending the tissue and turning the flesh sensitive to even the smallest draft of air. The cut of the whip against that flesh, I gasped in awe, wanting more.


  Oh! How I’d missed this torture since I left Malbry! How alive! How free! I ached for that hot caress of leather snapping on my skin. My voice rose in ecstasy, as I couldn’t stop myself from turning pain to bliss. I was screaming in terror through joyful tears, becoming the same contradiction I’d always been to myself. Mr. Sun was just one more man, among many, who understood the paradox and preyed upon it.


  When he moved to my front, the agony increased in intensity. He marked my breasts with blows until they were a bright rash of red welts. Then he moved to my thighs, where he played out the same scheme, and then my belly and pubic mound, which made me scream the most, as this sensitive skin took the terrifying beating.


  When he dropped the whip, he took up a flat wooden slat to spank me between my thighs, directly on my sex-swollen labia. I was in no space to orgasm; the sensations were much too intense to bring me that kind of pleasured response. But I knew when this was finished, that my body would roar with a thirst only a climax could quench.


  I was not allowed to feel that outcome, however. Sun preferred to bring me close to the edge of orgasm with his fingers, two, three, four times, only to back away leaving me breathlessly panting as he denied me. I thought surely, I’d just accidentally careen over that steamy edge into climax. But when he knew the finish was imminent, he stopped altogether, and addressed his geishas, saying: “Take her down.”


  I fell in a heap on the floor, with exhaustion and physical denial sweeping through me as painfully as the blows to my body had been. If only I could touch myself, just once, but I didn’t dare.


  Mr. Sun ringed my throat with a metal choke chain and dragged me toward his table of guests. On his command, I went from one to the next, sucking at their erections, until each one, each of ten men ejaculated in my mouth. I was too numb to feel much of anything as I made my rounds and finally arrived at the head of the table again where the master sat waiting. My journey had taken almost two hours to complete, but no one had left, and no one was bored. They drank from an expensive bottle of Du Kang, an ancient Chinese liquor, smoked their pipes till the room was a hazy grey fog, and chattered in their unintelligible language. I was little more to them than another after dinner pastime, as easily consumed as the others were. I suspect that their indifference to me—except at the moment of ejaculation—was one more way for Mr. Sun to demean me. But when I reached for the crotch of his pants, he pushed my hands away.


  “I don’t need you fulfilling your duty with me,” he said tersely. “I have my geishas for that.”


  I was exhausted by then, and almost glad I didn’t have to satisfy him too. And yet, my task felt strangely incomplete. His rejection of me was a deliberate insult.


  “Get dressed,” he ordered.


  I’m not sure what was more demeaning—disrobing before these men, or putting my clothes back on in front of their impassive gazes. As I slowly dressed myself, pulling the slim, yellow skirt up over my hips, then covering my breasts with the embroidered white organza, a curious feeling of shame made me almost cry. I had just performed as a whore for the man’s houseguests, and had the audacity now to re-clothe myself in the trappings of a respectable woman? My embarrassment made me blush, though it did little to suppress the sexual excitement that still went unsatisfied in my heightened state of arousal. That had not abated in the least over the last two hours.


  I suspect that Mr. Sun understood how sexual arousal and humiliation visibly complement each other in a submissive woman. I was the perfect demonstration of that fact.


  I would have thought that my evening was over after I dressed. But Mr. Sun required that I stay, sitting beside him in my elegant clothes. Did I look as mussed as I felt? Was the evidence of my night’s work written on my face, in my expression, on my mouth, which had been so well used? I had plenty of time to consider these questions, as the night labored on, while I listened to the banter of Chinese conversation and waited to be dismissed.


  I kissed the shoes of the master’s guests as they were exiting his front door. Then I returned to my cell, where, according to Mr. Sun’s instructions, I left my clothes on a chair by the door. I slept naked on the cot until long past dawn the next morning.




  


  


  CHAPTER NINE


   PARADOX


  My wardrobe came from the finest designer boutiques in London, New York, San Francisco, and Honolulu. I imagined Mr. Sun’s hand in picking each outfit as he carefully nurtured the look he demanded I assume my every waking hour. My attire was strictly Western in design, feminine and reasonably modest, but always with a suggestive hint of sexuality—a daringly slit skirt, a low cut neckline, and a transparent blouse. I wore the finest French silk underwear, tailored to my body’s measurements so that everything fit like a glove. There were several corsets—Sun would lace these himself, drawing them tight until I could hardly breathe. I wore them for hours under my clothes, cinched so that my posture took on an elegant Victorian respectability that looked demure and passively restrained. He wanted to accentuate the appearance of virginal elegance, and his taking pains to do so, I believe he achieved his goal.


  The master kept me like a figurine, a toy to play with, mold and shape, subtly of course. Since his stern rebuke the night he outlined his complaint with me in front of this dinner guests, his methods were commonly more subtle. I’d tend to fall into them without objection, only to realize later how he manipulated my mind to his advantage.


  I couldn’t help but don prissy Victorian behaviors when I donned the exquisite clothes: my posture, my voice, the way I carried myself, how I bowed timidly, even how I smiled—never broadly, but much like the shy geishas who also served him. Like that first evening with his houseguests, he was often casual with me, as if I were a trusted friend, or a wife. He’d ask my advice on flower arrangements, the food and wine he should serve at his dinner parties, or even the look of his own clothes. He touched my body with familiarity and gentleness that bordered on affection—although I could never believe it was honest. I had to stay sharp and focused or these subtleties would suddenly catch me with my guard down just when it was most dangerous. His world was a minefield.


  Just as Sun took pains to produce a concubine who exhibited genteel poise and refined grace, he also, with startling regularly reinforced the paradox of my circumstances. I spent my days living quietly in the pristine surroundings of his lovely home, sometimes walking the grounds, or working in the kitchens, or reading, or keeping him company. And then every night, once I was dismissed, I was escorted by one of the master’s aides down the long corridor to my cell. In a regularly repeated ceremony, I stripped away my clothes until I was naked, and left the garments lying on a chair by the door. I was locked in for the night, left to sleep on the bare cot and forced to use a bucket in the corner as my toilet.


  Every morning, the same ritual repeated. I was awakened, taken to the shower and dressed in the clothes that had been laid out for me. Sometimes Mr. Sun was there to help. Sometimes, I performed the task alone or with one of the geishas assisting me dress. Sometimes Mr. Sun would just watch the ritual.


  Days passed following my initiation, and my purpose in his home blurred. Was I to be no more than an ornament, imprisoned here like a girl in a gilded cage? It would be a strange life. Although it was less threatening than I would have guessed it would be that day I first woke in my dank cell.


  It was nearly a week before other duties were demanded of me. Mr. Sun was having an afternoon business meeting with three other men—again Chinese. The day was sunny and warm, and I served them lunch on the patio.


  I was offering tea from a carved wooden tray, when the master’s comment in English almost made me drop the thing, “Have I mentioned to you, gentlemen, how efficient Miss Kettering is at satisfying cock?”


  After the men finished their tea, I finished them with my mouth, taking each swollen organ between my lips and fellating it until the spunk covered my mouth. I wondered how it must look to see a woman, in a high-necked, see-through blouse, with a lacy corset underneath, her perfectly coiffed head bobbing up and down on the erection between her lips. How did it look as she daintily moved from man to man on her knees and humbly kissed their feet as she’d been directed, before she proceeded to blow each one off?


  The sexual arousal that had been simmering inside me, suddenly soared like a bird. I grew hot, slutty in my passion for the taste of cock—despite the confining attire.


  Paradox be damned, my body yelled to me as it yielded to my desire.


  And still, my own desire went unsatisfied. I serviced three men and got nothing for myself. I took my raw need back to my cell that night and masturbated to the thought of being satisfied by long-lasting erections.


  After that occasion, my sexual services were called on several times a week. One afternoon, I took one of Mr. Sun’s friends to a private room where I stripped away my pink sheath dress before the man’s intent gaze. By then, my physical need was so insistent that I wanted to rip the fancy clothes from my body and move for him like an erotic dancer, letting the physical abandonment I felt in the nightclubs turn me into the seductive whore of those carefree days. But like the muted sensualist Sun made of me, my tentative striptease looked more like a schoolgirl shedding her clothes for a lover, the first time.


  I batted my eyes coyly, blushed when I exposed my breasts, and finally stood before him naked and trembling with a look of fear in my eyes. I was afraid. I didn’t trust any man in the master’s house.


  “Squeeze your nipples for me,” the horny man purred as his voice took on that guttural quality of a man ready to screw. While I obeyed his wishes, he rubbed his crotch through his pants. I watched his eyes float back as the arousal washed through his body. His sigh reverberated through my hungering frame. I began to move like a whore, because that was what my body wanted.


  “No, stay still and pinch your nipples hard!” the man ordered. He’d come to quickly. I was disturbing his fantasy.


  Rather than suppress my driving urges completely, I poured them into my eyes, and let them speak through my fingers, as I did what he asked. Little spasms started to trigger in my belly. I breathed sex through every pore.


  “Down on me, here,” the man pointed to his crotch. He moved his hands away, opened his thighs and his arms as wide, and then watched me drop between his legs as he lounged back on the bed.


  The cock that pulsed beyond the zipper was a spear-like erection that I could easily pleasure. I drew it down my throat, while working the sucking action of my mouth.


  Forget demure, I used all the tricks of a well-trained lover, and he didn’t complain this time. I teased his penis until it was fully erect, then with rhythmic precision brought him to his climax.


  To my surprise, the man insisted on sucking my pussy afterwards, and of course, I received him, graciously smiling at my good fortune. Thank heaven for small favors!


  The energy that swelled in me stunned him, although I wasn’t surprised at all by my feral response. His tongue was like magic to a wasted, virginal woman. From the moment it batted my clitoris, my orgasm began, increasing, expanding, ballooning all about me, making me throw back my head and grab the sheets in my fists and try—unsuccessfully—to squelch, the great, “God yes, harder, harder,” that leapt from my mouth into the silent air. The master’s house must have rocked with my sex sounds at midday, and maybe the geishas snickered and the cook laughed and Mr. Sun, if he was there, scowled a bit. I was misbehaving. For the glorious feeling of physical pleasure that I vented on my new world, I’d have happily taken any punishment earned, although I couldn’t imagine I could be punished while in service to the master’s friend.


  I dressed that afternoon with my gentleman lover watching me. I could see the appreciation in his eyes, which made me wonder whose pleasure he enjoyed the most. I resumed my sedate behavior, like a butterfly returning to its cocoon. Wearing the winsome smile and the blush on my cheeks, I carefully adjusted my clothes so I was once again in perfect order. The episode ended the same way it began—premeditated and serene.


  No comment was made regarding my afternoon’s vocal exhibition. But the next day, there was a demand thrown my way that might well have been punishment—though Mr. Sun never said so, and I didn’t ask.


  I’d been working in the kitchen when the master called me into his formal office where he conducted important consultations. The air reeked with the stern formality of his delicate business deliberations.


  Sun had attended my dressing that morning, where he laced me into another of several corsets he ordered especially for me from Paris. This one was pink satin, with fine French lace trim in a pale grey. Unlike the strapless corsets that covered my entire torso, this one had shoulder straps to give it structure, while at the same time, it was cut out at the breasts, leaving them bare.


  The shape of the two plump rounds was accentuated by a design that both lifted and pulled them together, so they jutted out conspicuously. As I gazed in the mirror, my nipples stared out at me with daring boldness. A warm feeling teased my crotch as my body responded to the sexual statement. Grey stockings were attached to the corset’s garters and I wore no panties. Mr. Sun then chose a loose white blouse and skirt to wear over my underclothes. Though the material was filmy and soft, it was impossible to see through—at least by the light in my dressing room. Yet, as I moved, my clothes moved with me, clinging to my skin, allowing the shape of my body to appear from beneath, tricking the eye for a time, and then changing as I shifted and the alluring tease altered in a new way. I sensed there was some special event he was preparing me for.


  “Yes, sir?” I came into his office quietly, bowed my head to him and spoke—only because I thought it appropriate. I was learning the rules for speaking, catching on quickly—at least most of the time.


  “Raise your skirt, Miss Kettering, so you’re bottom is naked,” the man ordered me.


  To do this meant my bare ass would face the several other men in the room. I obeyed without question.


  “Choose your weapons, gentlemen,” Mr. Sun directed.


  “And have no fear, Miss Kettering has been trained to absorb the stringent discipline with stoic enthusiasm.”


  Of course, this was a calculated statement; I wasn’t to make a sound as I was punished.


  What followed then astounded me, as each man pulled from the master’s trunk of “weapons” their favorite tool of torture. The hem of my skirt was tucked into the waistband of the skirt, so I’d have my hands free to help me keep my balance as I bent over a chair and the blows rained down. I was caned. I was spanked with a paddle.


  I was flogged with leather. Then finally finished off with a bundle of stinging switches that tore into the scorched skin so that it was bleeding in places when the punishment was over.


  I’m not sure I understood “stoic enthusiasm” until those horrible minutes of restraint. I had to bite down hard on my lip in order to squelch the cry that threatened to break free. Even then, I couldn’t mask the reflexive grunts that made the master bellow, “Silence!” I closed my throat to the presence of any sound. I held my breath. I shut my eyes. I found a place in me to hide, where I felt the awful pain, the blow on blow that made by entire body shriek, but where I became to some degree detached from it, numb, perhaps.


  When the whipping was over, I remained where I was for sometime afraid to move. The weapons were put away, the trunk was locked, and the men returned to their chairs and their business matters, while my hot red ass continued to glare like a neon light in the midst of the formal proceedings. After a time, Mr. Sun addressed me, saying simply, “You may leave now. Ching Lee should attend to your wounds.”


  I stood up and backed my way out, while letting my skirt down over my ass. I blushed but I didn’t smile as every eye in the room followed me to the door.


  “Ooo, you pretty ass so badly burned,” Ching Lee observed. She nursed my wounds with cream and her soft hands. I squirmed feeling her tiny fingers caress with care and dignity. “I punished once, too. But not now.”


  Should that comfort me? I wondered. Would there be an end to my punishments, too?


  As her hands worked carefully, I felt the sexual desire in me well like a furnace suddenly coming to life with fire. I parted my legs, hoping the shy geisha would understand my message. She’d been trained in the ways of the flesh and responded with no comment other than her skillful massage.


  “Oh, my, yes,” I quietly murmured. While carefully raising my ass, she moved down on my bottom and explored with her lips to intensify my arousal. When she clamped her mouth on my labia and began to suck, I whimpered softly.


  Hearing my exclamation, I swallowed the rest of my erotic noises, afraid that the master would hear me through the thin walls. But my enthusiasm still burgeoned in the quiet hush of Ching Lee’s sexual giving. I don’t know how she worked me so efficiently from behind—I should have just flopped over and let her go down between my legs—but she was in charge and I did submit. Her scheme became more obvious, as her teasing tongue moved from my cunt to my anus where she rimmed the sensitive flesh with a proficiency born of practice. While stimulating these baser desires with her mouth, she buried her fingers into my wet love hole and thrummed my clit softly. The orgasm began with small spasms, mounting rapidly into bigger ones, which made me press my sex hard into her mouth and hands.


  “Yeeeeesss, do it!” I seethed to myself, though not making an audible sound. Ching understood my need, responding as if she were inside my body feeling every sensation as her own. While she increased the intensity of her mouth play, she did so with a delicacy that let the orgasm continue building over many minutes.


  There wasn’t one crashing blow, but a series of crescendos, and then a time when the sensations waned only to build again.


  I wondered how we must have looked, a red-assed white woman dressed in fancy clothes, burrowing her naked bottom into the face of a pretty geisha dressed in a colorful kimono. Even in Sun’s house this had to be an unusual scene.


  My body seemed to melt into Ching Lee as the orgasm continued. I couldn’t stop, even though I knew there was something improper about these stolen moments outside Mr. Sun’s watchful eye. With that in mind, I only flaunted myself more ungracefully, grinding my ass into the geisha’s good, graceful face, feeling another orgasm rip through my groin. Intense to the point of being vicious! My desire was angry, unrelenting, even cruel. Oh!


  How I’d been holding back these six weeks captive in the master’s world!


  When Ching Lee stuck her tongue beyond the tight barrier of my back channel, she did so with a relish I’d never possessed, working her way around my insides lavishly. Even the smuttiest acts were wondrous in her eyes. When I responded to the anal play, she changed her aim, centering on these fresher sensations, working both fingers and mouth on the portal, and beyond toward that exquisite darkness. She was no longer as careful or as gentle, but became as possessed as any man sexually possessed.


  But what was in it for her? What did she gain? Or had she been so schooled in service that serving alone was her reward?


  Would she expect me to reciprocate? I would have, although I knew that wouldn’t be necessary.


  The anal manipulation continued with my orgasming body bursting from spasm to spasm, until, at last, the activity wore me down. I collapsed in an exhausted heap, and Ching Lee pulled away.


  Within seconds, her dainty hand returned to my wounded bottom where she continued as she’d started, working her cool cream into the fragile surface. Welcome as cool breezes, puffs of wind, brief moments of pleasure gusted through my body, but the hard-hitting, driving force of cumming was over, and I was almost glad. I don’t think my wasted body could have taken anymore.


  “You dress now, Miss Kettering,” she finally said. She withdrew her hand and stood up. “You no tell master, he kill us both,” she added. Her big black eyes were wide with concern, as if she actually worried I’d confess.


  Was ‘he kill us both’ just a euphemism? I wondered. She sounded sincere and respectfully afraid.


  “No, no, of course I won’t tell him,” I assured her.


  She nodded, and backed her way out of the room, leaving me to recuperate alone.


  I was ecstatic that my painful afternoon could end so jubilantly, and feeling grateful for Ching Lee. I never would have expected her to break the strict protocol of Mr. Sun’s house with a scene abandoned to female eroticism. And yet, I would always wonder, if, like everything else that happened in this house, the master had set up the scene himself. But if he did, why? To placate me?


  He’d never do that. Because he had a softer side to his nature and my sexual desperation touched a more merciful man? That seemed just as improbable. I could only conclude that this unexpected interlude was for a purpose known only to him.


  Of course, it’s possible that Ching Lee acted on her own, which would make me consider her submissiveness in a new light.




  


  


  CHAPTER TEN


   REVELATIONS


  My life of paradox and contradiction continued for several months. I slept in a dingy cell, then dressed in expensive clothes and lived the life of a lady—except for those regular occasions when I was cruelly whipped or given to Mr. Sun’s guests for their sexual gratification.


  Regardless of how my day had gone or how I was treated, I returned to my cell each night, stripped of the finery, as a stark reminder of my captivity. I bowed my head humbly, as I entered the cold, cement room barefoot and naked. Then I peed in the galvanized bucket and let my privates air dry. There was no toilet paper to wipe myself. My sweat-sticky skin would cling to the bamboo mat by morning, when I’d peel it away as I moved to my feet.


  Strangely, the simple serenity of my cell was often welcome. No one bothered me there. There was no one to perform for, no need to be watchful or suspicious, no conniving Mr. Sun to answer to or figure out.


  I realized that I could sustain this lifestyle for a long time—if that were necessary. My longing for freedom would sometimes disappear for hours at a time. At other times, my resignation angered me, and I’d want to fight it. I would face Mr. Sun with a scowl, not a smile, with fuming, not tranquil eyes. I learned to count on the whippings, which would predictably follow these tiny, silent rebellions—always with the same ritual, always dressed in my elegant clothes, always before the company of strangers. He’d beat me back into submission, reminding me clearly of the woman he expected me to be in his world. I was never completely numbed by his abuse no matter how cruelly he punished me. Sometimes, I’d abandoned my body in hopes of transcending the pain. But my mind stayed clear—as long as I was sober. I returned with my spirit intact.


  The master admired my stubborn spirit. I don’t know how I knew that—intuition, I suppose. My new life gave me plenty of chance to practice.


  ***


  I was in the grand courtyard pruning an azalea one afternoon. Ching Lee said it had great pink blossoms in the spring. I imagined I’d get my chance to see them, since there was little hope that I’d escape Mr. Sun’s grip any time soon, if ever. In four months, I’d learned a degree of patience—perhaps just resignation—and a fondness for simplicity: my cell, the blue sky, the stoic lines of the estate, its tiled roof and elegant gardens. I was showy and distinct in my Western clothes, like a flower inside his world—like bright azaleas are as summer nears.


  Looking toward the far end of the courtyard, I saw Mr. Sun with a small group of men strolling toward me.


  They were enjoying their day and their conversation, drinking Western beer from tall long-necked bottles. As they approached me, only the master seemed to know the real purpose for their visit to the gardens that afternoon.


  They stopped abruptly a few paces away. “This is the woman I told you of,” Mr. Sun announced to them all in English. Halting their previous conversation, their eyes lit on me. Having spoken in English was an obvious clue that he wanted me to understand what he said. “Her body has been trained for your entertainment.”


  “And we can take her here?” one of the men asked him.


  “Of course, but perhaps you’d find the gazebo more comfortable.” He pointed to the far end of the courtyard where the seasonal flowers were finally fading as autumn approached. The master nodded for me to follow him, so I left my pruning shears on the brick planter and walked beside him to the gazebo, my high heels clicking on the tile walk.


  The gazebo was one of my favorite places on the estate.


  A cool, loamy soil was home for dozens of perennial flowers, lilies around its lacy foundation, and vines that in the summer covered the open gazebo shell with a richly textured canopy.


  There were patches of green grass and stone benches to sit on, but my newest patrons pushed me to the ground with little fanfare, which immediately soiled the creamy, light wool skirt I wore. One man then ripped open my blue silk blouse and stared at my uplifted breasts, held firm but completely exposed by the lacy corset Mr. Sun had chosen for me that morning.


  My tight pink nipples accentuated the pale allure of my white skin. But their natural beauty was not enough for these men. With cruel smiles on their faces, they conversed in their native language briefly, then took sticks from the ground and slashed at the tender skin with malicious blows until my breasts were streaked with red welts. They smiled even more seeing how I suffered, how my eyes lit with pain, how I bit my lip to keep from screaming, and how even then, a soft cry managed to escape despite my efforts. Sun stood off to the side, watching impassively. I didn’t dare look his way, being afraid I’d see a disapproving look in reply to my less than passive reaction to the beating.


  I returned my focus to the men above me, watching them rub their crotches through their pants. I knew I’d likely service each one before this session ended. But to my surprise, they didn’t want my mouth, but what lay between my legs.


  “Say you want me to fuck you,” a particularly belligerent man stared down at me, scowling. “Say it!”


  I looked at him baffled, unable to speak.


  “Say it!” he reared back, threatening to strike my face.


  “Yes…yes, I want you to fuck me,” I haltingly spit out.


  He didn’t like my hesitation, and slapped my face anyway. “Say it like you mean it!” he scowled more cruelly as I covered the stinging cheek with my hand. His brutal slap was enough to awaken me to my obligation. At the same time, it stirred in me the crude lust I wanted to express.


  I bowed my head just slightly in the submissive way I’d learned, then looked up at the man with a wanting glimmer in my eye. I could feel that desire grab hold of my loins. How long had it been since my cunt had been taken by a man’s cock? I couldn’t remember when. I couldn’t remember when I hadn’t used my mouth to give Mr. Sun’s friends their pleasure. It startled me how strong my physical reaction was to the idea of real fucking. And I think the man understood that by the way he gloated back at me.


  “Oh, yeah, you want this, don’t you, bitch?” he taunted me as he rubbed himself more vigorously. “Get on your hands and knees.”


  I quickly obeyed him, dropping down on my hands and turning in the dirt so my ass faced him. Without having to be prompted, I raised my skirt to uncover my naked behind.


  “So, tell me where you want it, slut,” he ordered me again.


  “In my cunt,” I quickly replied.


  “In your cunt what?”


  “Fuck me in my cunt.”


  “Yeah, that’s good, beg me more.”


  “Fuck my cunt, yes, please,” I said what he wanted to hear. And I wasn’t faking; I meant every word.


  As his hand began to tease the wet folds around my vagina, I waved my ass his way. “God, yes, put it in,” I seethed. The desire for this satisfaction turned me back into the slut I loved.


  “In here?” he poked a finger inside, and caught my “G” spot for a minute.


  “Ooo, yes. God, yes, yes, do it!”


  He tapped his erection on my ass. How hard! How hot!


  “You want it bad, don’t you?”


  “Yes, I want it bad,” I repeated back. I was almost breathless with anticipation.


  The head of his erection grazed the moist exterior of my pussy, and I pushed back against it, thinking I’d help him shove it in. Instead, the man slapped my rump several times. Apparently liking the effect, he slapped both cheeks vigorously, first the left then the right, then the left again, until both were ablaze with warmth that spread over my entire backside. My cunt was only more aroused by his efforts.


  “Say it for me, slut,” he started in again. “Tell me how much you want it!”


  “God yes, I want it! I want your cock in me! I want you in me.”


  “That’s it, slut,” he moved toward my ass again with his ready spear. Just the feel of his erection against my skin started spasms in my belly. When he’d finally had enough teasing, he lunged inside, and I cried tears, real tears.


  My ecstatic love hole pulsed around his fat organ; I wanted to draw him deep inside me and keep him there.


  I grabbed for him with my inner muscles and squeezed down, while he worked me with the same fervor I was giving back. The first orgasm was quick, enough to take the edge off my ravenous need. But that was only the start.


  When he was finished, he left me with another man poised to take me in the same rough way. This second one hammered me hard, while his hands reached around, mauling my breasts. His fingers tightened on my nipples until I shrieked. Like arrows flung from a bow, the energy from that red-hot pain shot downward, landing with a sudden jolt in my greedy pussy.


  “You like this, bitch,” the fellow grunted as his hips pounded into my thighs and ass. “Tell me!”


  “Yes, yes hard harder!” my exclamation lifted skyward, rocking the master’s tranquil realm. I looked to my right, expecting to see him still standing there, but he was gone, or had moved elsewhere to watch. I imagine he actually left scene, since it had become a regular ritual for him to leave me with the men I served.


  The third man dragged my body to a patch of grass where he lay on his back and I straddled his hips. I must have looked rather strange with my finery still clinging to my body, my skirt hiked to my waist, the torn silk blouse loosely hanging off my shoulders, the corset loosened, leaving my tits to thrash nakedly back and forth above the top. I bounced on the new lover’s prick, wiggling myself into his groin, trying to take all of it that I could. He held my breasts for a time, while alternately tweaking the nipples and slapping the sides with his palms. I looked down to see my tits bright pink, and fell in love with the look. I wanted him to strike me more, but someone was pushing me down to his chest from behind, while reaching low and taking excess juice from my cunt and smearing it over my asshole.


  “Oh, god yes!” I cried out, realizing what was about to happen. I flashed back to Dac and Mr. Sands, remembering fondly that double penetration.


  Should I have been more reserved with my enthusiasm, less aggressive? Let them think I was being taken by force? Would that have satisfied them more?


  By the time I remembered my training—the cool calm of a subtler tease—I was too far into my sluttish self to change my sexual mood. Would Mr. Sun be pissed, or was this what he expected of me, a raw, feral beast with no restraint?


  The fourth man rimmed my ass for a while, then opened the hole with his hand. He kept shoving more fingers into my back door until I was afraid he’d force his whole hand inside. When the stretch became too extreme, I tried to shake him off, “No, no, please don’t!”


  “Oh, yes, bitch,” the man insisted as he widened the opening more, demanding it take his hand. When that wasn’t enough, he grabbed a half empty bottle of beer and pressed the open end into my ass. The liquid jostled at the doorway, some of it forced inside. The cold chill was like a slap in the face. A deeper spasm began to roar through me as the pressure built. He fucked me with it until I screamed.


  When he finally exchanged his cock for the bottle, I thought I might actually survive the fucking. But it wasn’t easy. My ass felt like a dam about to burst. It never did get used to the liquid that filled my insides, or the persistent jabbing by the hefty organ pressed inside.


  Forget pleasure! It was all I could do to keep from bursting apart at the seams. On top of that, I needed to pee and there was no relief, at least not until both men shot their cream into me, and at last withdrew. I lay afterwards in a battered heap on the grass, gazing up at the men milling about above me, some adjusting their clothes, the lot of them fusing together, a blur of grinning faces that leered at me and laughed as if I were the butt of their joke. I suppose I was.


  Though some of the physical pressure receded when the two men withdrew, it grew more intense every minute I rested on the grass. I was all askew, my breasts bare to the sky, my skirt only half covering my pubic mound. I could feel the co-mingled remains of sexual culmination running from my cunt and ass, soiling the fabric of my skirt, which was caught underneath my hip.


  Suddenly, the master moved into my field of vision and stared down at me.


  “I’m cramping, sir, from the beer.”


  “Then use the bushes,” he nodded that way.


  Of course, heap on the humiliation. Like I needed more!


  “But I could made it to the house,” I suggested as I tried sitting up.


  “No,” he shook his head. “No, you can crawl to the bushes like a good pet.”


  While his friends chattered, I moved away, struggling with my clothes, but finally making it to the corner of the garden where I let the roar of liquid free. I felt the humiliation of this lowly act without the blushing embarrassment it might have caused me on another day.


   Right as rain. The perfect expression of the secret me that the clothes and coy behavior could not hide. The crude reality of my darker self had its chance to speak again and there was no denying it. I actually felt freer than I had in a long while.


  I finished the task quickly and crawled back to the master’s feet, where I bowed humbly. I was suddenly overcome by the desire to grab his legs and hold on to him, but I controlled the urge.


  Oh, my! Where had that longing come from? What would move me to even think of a thing so degrading?


  And yet, it seemed so natural. This sudden quandary was quickly cut short, however.


  “Return to the house, to your cell, and stay there for the night,” the master ordered.


  “Yes, sir,” I answered him quietly as I had seen his geishas do.


  Scrambling to my feet, I backed out of his presence for a few steps, then turned and padded off to the house at a slow trot, barefoot, with my high heels in my hand.


  ***


  The afternoon at the gazebo was the latest of my sexual initiations. Not that I hadn’t already conquered the gang-rape months before on Mr. Sun’s ship, there was something more methodical about the progress of my sexual activities at the estate. Unlike the swift forty-eight hour bludgeoning, I was being trained to perform in ways that would become regular practices in the master’s house, with the master’s guests. He demanded perfection. Since he took nothing lightly, I could only assume that he would not take lightly the approach to teaching me to sexually please.


  His methods and his plan for me became more obvious, when my life took a clear shift once both my cunt and ass were penetrated. In the months that followed, similar sexual events occurred nearly every week.


  Nothing changed otherwise. The elements of my lifestyle seemed written in granite—from my cell at night, to my dress during the day, to the paradox of virtuous maid and slut that the master seemed pleased to point out to me on every occasion.


  At least I was more physically satisfied. My body no longer cried for cock to fill the emptiness. It didn’t need to desperately get off with my fingers when I returned to my cell at the end of the day. By breaking this new barrier, I had a degree of comfort I hadn’t had in some time. I had to admit—though only to myself—that my mind and body were more at peace now than they’d been since Mr. Sun first had me raped. Perhaps this was his gift to me, penance for his miserable crime.


  Oh, I’m sure he didn’t think of it that way! I’m sure my imprisonment, and the forced abuse and the sexual training were still the product of his revenge, and that everyday in private with his geishas, he’d feel the satisfaction himself at having conquered the impudent white Western slut, who’d had the audacity to insult him.


  Secretly—a secret so deep I often didn’t admit it to myself—I wished the revenge would go away, so that Mr. Sun and I could have a less distant relationship. I wondered why he didn’t take me for himself. Was I unattractive to him? Did he despise me so? Was my humiliation an end in itself—did he want nothing more from me than that? The thought of that made my belly ache from the emptiness it felt, as though it would never be fed enough.


  ***


  The morning was a particularly quiet one. I’d been doing needlework with Ching Lee and Ten Lu in the sunny sitting room as I looked out on the ornamental maples turning color.


  Tuan—Sun’s primary housekeeper—came to the door and in her typically brisk manner grunted for me to follow her.


  I put down my needlework and smiled at the other women, trying to prepare myself for what I expected would be another sexual assignment. My body never seemed to have a problem getting excited, but sometimes my mind lagged far behind. Regardless of any mental efforts I made, there was no way I could prepare myself for what I faced as I entered the master’s receiving room.


  I could feel the blood drain from my face as I gazed at the sight before me. I almost thought I was going to faint. And then, suddenly, I was overcome by gladness, the spirit returned to my body and I raced to the man sitting in the chair by the window. He’d been staring out at the gardens, and then turned and stared at me. I fell to my knees in front of him, crying. “You’re here to rescue me!” I whispered loudly as I finally looked up into Tony Gale’s blue eyes.


  He put his hand on my hair.


  “You’re looking well,” he said.


  “Thank you.” I sat back on my legs. “But you are here to take me home?”


  “Home? And where would that be?”


  “Hong Kong, of course.”


  “Your apartment has been leased, Sally. I replaced you at my office. I doubt anyone would remember you. I hear that Lena, the little slut you ran with, took off with an American sailor for Honolulu. You call Hong Kong home?” His words were clipped, his message as curt.


  “Why are you so cold?”


  “Why should I be anything else? I was never anything to you.”


  “But you’re my friend!”


  He shrugged. I’d never seen this side of him. I was scared, as if I was seeing a demon in place of the tender-hearted man who employed me, listened to my woes, advised me—even if I didn’t take his advice.


  “What’s wrong?” I asked.


  “Nothing’s wrong. In fact, everything is right with me.”


  I couldn’t make sense of him. Moving from the floor into the chair beside him, where we could talk as equals, I leaned forward and reached for his hand in a gesture of concerned affection. He withdrew it coolly.


  “Aren’t you going to take me with you?”


  “Good heavens no!”


  “No?”


  “Why would you want that anyway? You get everything you need here.”


  “What are you thinking?” I looked at him, totally baffled. “I’m regularly beaten. I’m sexually abused. I live here as Mr. Sun’s slave—spending my nights in a filthy cell, so he can clean me up like a doll in the morning and then humiliate me to suit his perverse sense of pleasure.”


  “Yes, I know all that.”


  “You do?”


  “Of course. How do you think you got here in the first place?”


  “Mr. Sun kidnapped me—or had it done by one of his thugs. He’s never quite explained that.”


  “Yes, well, then let me explain. Your master, Mr. Sun, has been a friend of mine for sometime. When you were working for me, you were safe. He’d have never acted out his revenge while I wanted you in my employ. He does have some scruples. But once I decided you were a liability, he moved in.”


  “What are saying, Tony? We were friends.”


  “That was your definition. Mine was very different. I was the chump. I was there to make you happy, ready and waiting, loving your beautiful face, and gorgeous body and your quirky mind. But you rather run around Hong Kong looking everywhere but toward me in order to get your cunt fucked.” His spite hurt like razor blades on a tender wrist. “You cared more about that than a decent, loving man, who would have kept you safe. You signed on for the danger so that’s exactly that you got. You should be happy.”


  “And you knew Mr. Sun wanted to take me?”


  “I knew he would once I gave up my claim on you. You were a marked woman, Sally Kettering. There was only one way you could have gone to prevent your present situation.”


  “But how could you give me up knowing what I faced?”


  “It wasn’t so hard,” he looked as weary as his words. “I got tired of seeing you everyday, tired of your ignoring my feelings. I couldn’t stand that saccharine sympathy you dispensed the day I made my move. I’d rather you had slapped my face and walked off. I might have even told you the truth and helped you get back to the States before Sun took you—not that he wouldn’t have eventually reached you there, too. But, no, you stayed, so I’d have to look at you waste your life as a cheap party girl, while my heart bled. But it’s done bleeding now.”


  “Well then, why are you here?” I sat back in my chair, feeling almost as light-headed as I’d been when I entered the room—though the reasons were far different now.


  “To enjoy myself at your expense.”


  I searched his face carefully, looking for some crack in the stony façade, but there was none.


  “You really mean that, don’t you?” My voice was a breathless whisper.


  “Oh, my, yes. I’ve taken pleasure knowing how you’ve suffered every day, knowing how your master has humiliated and used you. At night, I’ve laid in bed and jerked off to the pictures of you that flood into my brain, of you being beaten, your silent cries heard only by the ghosts that haunt this palace. I know he won’t let you scream for mercy. I know he makes you keep your distress inside, where you suffer even more. I’ve walked Hong Kong streets smiling, a hard-on throbbing in my pants, as I think of you being kidnapped from one of your sleazy nightclubs and reduced to the pathetic creature you are.”


  His eyes were strange to me as if a crazy dementia had taken his sanity.


  “I’m an extremely happy man,” he said, meaning his words to cut like a knife twisting inside my heart.


  “I can’t believe that’s true!” I started to cry.


  “Ah! I see you’ve found her,” another voice suddenly chimed in. “I trust your reunion has been pleasant.” Mr. Sun moved swiftly into the room. At that moment, he seemed far less threatening than the man beside me.


  “Oh, it’s everything I’ve wanted it to be,” Tony smiled at his host pleasantly. He looked more normal now, but I couldn’t forget those horrible eyes. My whole body was shaking, with anger welling up from a deep space in me I’d never tapped. The heat was volcanic and suddenly seemed to explode all around me.


  “You bastards, both of you!” I shouted at them as I rose to my feet. I intended to leave.


  “Humm, I would have thought you were further along by now, Miss Kettering,” Mr. Sun observed in his typically cool reserve.


  “NO! I’m no further along,” I snapped, hardly able to keep my hands from clawing him as I’d done before. But no, I was respectful of his power over me and restrained myself. That much I had learned.


  “I suggest you see Tuan. You have duties to perform tonight, and you will not disappointment me.”


  I couldn’t move. For several seconds my feet seemed glued to the floor. My body pulsed with sexual heat; my crotch itched, as if it begged to be fondled. My insides ached to be filled. Afraid of all I felt, my desire to flee the room abruptly returned, and I swiftly made my exit, though I was unable to tear my eyes away from the master. Had he charmed me so that I’d forgotten how I hated him? Or was I just momentarily stunned?


  ***


  That evening Tony joined Mr. Sun and his other guests in the formal dining room. I sat at the master’s right hand wearing a see-through pink organza blouse over an open-breasted corset, and a tight cream-colored knee-length skirt that hugged the curves of my hips and thighs. The garters of the corset held up lacy cream-colored stockings, and my feet were tucked into a pair of four-inch high-heeled sandals in the same shade. Earlier Tuan had given me a pedicure and painted my toenails a soft rosy pink. I looked like a confection with my ass resting primly on the pillow beside Mr. Sun, my legs tucked to my side, the position awkward but manageable.


  Before the meal, before the pedicure, before I dressed that night, when I had obediently left Tony and Mr. Sun in his receiving room and sought out Tuan, my ass was beaten. It would seem that the punishment was in response to my outburst—although I have no idea how Tuan would have known about that unfortunate mistake. Whether it had been a pre-planned beating, or the result of my slip-up, the effect was the same. I found Tuan in her room by the kitchens. She ordered me to strip off my clothes, and reach for a hoop embedded high on the wall, which was all I had to cling to as she paddled my behind with her thick wooden slat. The beating was as harsh as any given me by the men who’d taken pleasure in abusing me.


  I’m sure Tuan was ecstatic as she watched my lily white behind turned scarlet, as she saw the bruises form and blotch the surface until my entire ass looked like it had been ripped to shreds. She didn’t care how much I cried, and how the cries turned into screams. I didn’t care either; we were well out of the master’s hearing—if he was still in his receiving room.


  Afterwards, she bathed my ass with medicinal vinegar, which was designed to sting the roughed up skin. Then she bathed the rest of me with soap in the shower room and creamed my entire body with a soothing cold cream.


  By the time she got to the pedicure, it was hardly the subservient gesture the act implied. I could see her inner smile, although her face remained grim as usual. My ass still smarted, and given the enormity of the punishment, it would continue to smart for the rest of the evening—as intended.


  To the picture of my demure pose on the floor pillow, add to that my wounded ass, which was still quite warm and throbbing. Every time I moved, I could feel it remind me of the submission I should not take lightly.


  I didn’t eat on my own that night. Instead, I watched a table of hungry men devour a meal of spiced shrimp, vegetables, rice and Du Kang. Sparingly, Mr. Sun fed me bits of food from his hand in an almost affectionate, but certainly condescending gesture. I don’t know if it was my punished behind that made it so, but all my senses seemed heightened as if I were existing on a plane of untainted perfection. I experienced everything deeply. My stomach twinged with wanting as I smelled the aroma of the succulent food. The brief tastes of it lingered on my tongue. I desired more. The music was sweetly sad in that Oriental tonality of stillness and harmony, which sets the mind at ease. Even the pores of my skin responded to the delicate vibrations, absorbing them like I would the touch of gentle fingers.


  The meal ended with a deep yearning for more—more that would come soon, that would be sexual, and not nearly as pleasantly experienced as the meal.


  “Miss Kettering, show my friends your ass.”


  I was in an unthinking place when he spoke, disconnected from the conversation as I usually was during these gatherings. But when the command in English registered, I jumped quickly to my feet, steadied myself on my high-heeled sandals and bent over, tugging at the tight skirt, and wincing as I did when the material grazed the sore flesh.


  “Anyone wish to expand on her hurt?” Mr. Sun asked the room.


  I quaked then, knowing how another round of punishment would be nearly impossible to withstand. Yet, seconds later, a man on either side of me pulled me toward a waist-high table and pushed me over the top. A third man fell upon my ass with a leather strap, which was followed by the stinging blows of a cane that ripped me from the back of my thighs to high up on my ass. I sobbed quietly; there was no way I could keep completely quiet.


  I imagined that Tony was one of my assailants—he would be happy to see me suffer, and perhaps assuage his anger. But I didn’t give myself the liberty of knowing who punished me. My eyes were closed, and stayed tightly closed until I felt the men trade places with Mr. Sun, and the familiar energy of my master close in around me again.


  He squeezed my tight, marred flesh with a firm grip, as if he would hurt me. But his touch was soothing and I wished for more when his hand withdrew.


  “You make my haughty bitch slave serve you as you wish. She thrives on being demeaned, requires it even if she fights it, gentlemen. And even if she didn’t crave it, I want her demeaned and ravaged because it pleases me to see her suffer.”


  These were awful words, but for the first time since he’d captured me, I felt a ripple of anguish rooted in his cruelty. His malice was far beyond my power as a lowly white woman to create. This revelation stunned me to the point of compassion, although I had no time to consider these new feelings.


  We adjourned to one of the rooms that were designed for sexual parties.


  I was placed in the center of the large space where the men came to fondle me, some of them grabbing roughly, others gently caressing me as if they were nurturing the erotic desire that quickly bloomed in their company. I gave myself to them because they demanded I do, but also because I wanted the pleasure for myself. The stimulation of the day that had built in me strongly crescendoed like a great tidal wave.


  I was the lady of tainted virtue, the finely dressed slut.


  My skirt was bunched at my hips, leaving my cunt and ass free for their hands to explore. My blouse was opened and my bare tits took the biting attentions of their aggressive mouths. All the while, Mr. Sun and Tony Gale watched from outside the circle. The master was typically impassive; and tonight Tony Gale appeared to be the dispassionate and distant voyeur. But I could tell with my extra-heightened perceptions that my former friend was agitated and uncomfortable. I couldn’t be sure why, whether the men toying with me bothered him or aroused him. Or whether he wanted to be in their place.


  They purposely brought me to the edge of orgasm and stopped, leaving me gasping for more. I feared that an orgasm would elude me the entire night. I could already see myself in my cell, masturbating. When the men finally moved away, my eyes lit on Tony Gale. I couldn’t deflect his intense gaze. This was his night.


  Mr. Sun stood up and with a kindly deferential smile, saying, “She is yours.” He bowed politely and left the room followed by the other men. Tony and I were left alone.


  We stared at each other for a long time. He still despised me, but it was evident that whatever agitated him still was brewing beneath that indifferent facade.


  “I can’t beat you, even though I love the look of your ass and your bruises,” he said. “Your pain excites me.”


  I thought I’d just let him speak, but then found myself saying, “It excites me, too.”


  “Then you’ve come to terms with yourself here?”


  I hadn’t thought of my resignation that way. “I wouldn’t say that’s so, because although I’ve learned something about myself, I do want my freedom.”


  “Are you so sure?”


  For a minute, Tony Gale appraised me like the friend he’d been. Then he jumped in, “No, don’t answer that! I don’t want to know you. I don’t want to advise you, I don’t to get inside that demented mind of yours again. I don’t want to be there. I don’t want anything to do with you because you’re poison to me.”


  “Then why be here at all?”


  “To see you suffer in the flesh, just once. After tonight, you won’t see me again, Sally Kettering. I’ll leave you to your fate with Mr. Sun and pray that he’ll hurt you every day.”


  “I don’t believe you really feel that.”


  “Oh, trust me, I do.” His rage was deep—but then it dawned on me that I wasn’t the cause of it. I wasn’t the first woman who refused him, though I was getting the blame because I was here and now.


  “Then how can I serve you if you don’t want anything to do with me?”


  He thought a moment. “You can crawl to me and give my body the satisfaction of your mouth and your ass.”


  I nodded submissively and dropped to my knees, crawling as he’d asked for. I reached for the cock inside his pants once I was between his knees.


  “Suck it, bitch,” he seethed as his fingers grabbed for my hair. He jerked my head down hard.


  I unzipped his pants and snaked my hand inside to bring out the merely average cock. It was fully aroused and quite hard. My mouth swallowed him deep, while his hand held my head and wouldn’t release. I gagged until I forced my throat to open, getting beyond the annoying tickle at the back of my mouth. When he allowed me to pull away, I ran my tongue around the shaft, and danced it down the underside below the head. He gasped and was out of it for a time. I thought he was about to come. But then, he suddenly yanked my hair and pulled me off.


  He slapped my face abusively, stinging it but not hard enough to do damage. This was the punishment he wanted most. Humiliating. Unsettling. Degrading.


  “Lap my ass like a dog would,” he said. He shoved me away and moved to the bed behind us, a simple rattan mat by the windows. After stripping off his clothes, he went down on hands and knees and offered me his ass. I crawled to him and fondled the two tight cheeks, then pulled them apart so I could rim his asshole.


  “Tell me how much you love this,” he ordered.


  “I do love this,” I said. My face burrowed back into the musty crevice. I wasn’t lying. I rimmed him, poked my tongue into his anus, then swathed his prostate to the base of his erection. I detected the scent of men’s cologne in his pubic hair, which left me to wonder if he’d done that for me. Had he known when he dressed that day that he’d be taking pleasure from his enemy? Did he want to please me, too?


  My mouth was on him avidly. Then he moved from his knees to his back, so I could go at him from another direction. He was lost, as was I. Our bodies spoke with eloquent force. There was anger in us both washing away, renewing and then receding.


  “I’m going to fuck your ass,” he said. “Tell me how much you want me there. Beg me.”


  “Tony, please,” I tried to discourage him.


  “Beg me!”


  “Please, Tony, fuck my ass,” I quickly answered, realizing that he would not be reasoned with.


  We were doggy-style, his prick shoved deep, Tony pounding my behind as if he wished his dick were bigger, much bigger, so as to be painful—even cruel. But he didn’t have the cock for that kind of abuse, or the temperament for cruelty to turn this into rape. Besides, I was liking it too much, even if it was a ‘revenge’ fuck. He came at me with a good deal of force, which I could feel extend beyond the cum he deposited in my ass. His energy swooped around me like a big winter blanket.


  But it was smothering. Tony was smothering. By the time he pulled out of my ass, dripping his juices and making me lick his cock clean—an exclamation point in my debasement—I wanted him out. I wanted it over.


  Even if I thought he would find a way to free me from Sun’s hold, I wouldn’t ask him to.


  I lay on the bed, nearly nude by then. Somewhere in the skirmish, he’d removed my skirt and blouse, so I lay there in nothing but the twisted corset and a pair of ripped stockings. My breasts beamed up at him, wet juice clung to my pussy hairs.


  “I’m going to take off now, Sally,” he said as he dressed himself.


  “Okay.”


  “I won’t need to return. I have all I want.” He seemed pretty nervous for a man who’d just had sex.


  “I guess that’s good,” I said.


  “It is what it is.” He was cold again.


  I don’t think I’d ever felt as empty in Mr. Sun’s house as I felt then. Tony was forcing something that couldn’t be forced. Ours had been the perfect set-up when we met and I worked for him. The love affair should have worked. Maybe on another timeline, in another plane of reality it would have. Just not this one.




  


  


  CHAPTER ELEVEN


   UNFINISHED


   BUSINESS


  “Your boyfriend is gone, Sally Kettering,” Mr. Sun announced to me when he saw me next.


  “He was never a boyfriend,” I returned looking up at him.


  It was two days after Tony left. I was sitting in the sunshine by the window, embroidering a handkerchief, mindlessly engaged in my work.


  “And how was his time with you?” he asked me.


  I put my handwork down, taking a deep breath as the thought came to me. “I don’t think his revenge was as good as he expected it would be.”


  The master nodded. “It rarely is.”


  I was struck by his comment, reminded that my presence in his house was the product of his revenge. “And is your revenge satisfying?” I asked.


  “I think of your stay with me as appropriate, not revenge at all.”


  “And if I disagree?”


  “You keep it to yourself,” he said, making sure that I acknowledged his dominion over me, although he did look oddly amused. “And do you still want the man, this Tony Gale?”


  “No, I never wanted him.”


  “But you would use him to gain your freedom?”


  I thought a moment. “I don’t know what I’d do, especially if I had to reciprocate feelings of affection that I don’t share.”


  “That is good to acknowledge.”


  Perhaps I imagined it so, but it seemed as if Mr. Sun was kinder to me and less remote. He still took pleasure in seeing me beaten in front of his guests, but I wasn’t given to them as often for sex, not even once a week.


  Although I wanted to believe that his appetite for revenge was weakening, and that was a good thing, I became a bit raw because of the decreased sexual demands. The debaucheries took away my anxiety, they satisfied me physically, if not emotionally. I needed them, and when there were fewer occasions too expel my pent-up energy, I became agitated, inwardly of course. I wanted to speak to Mr. Sun about my feelings, but what exactly would I say that would move him? If he wanted to torture me, he considered it his right, if he wanted to use me, that was his right, and if he wanted to ignore me, that was his right, too. I did my best to adjust.


  A month passed and he had given me to no one, though he did step up the whippings and the paddlings, as if that would take away the edge. I suppose it did. But it seemed my ass was constantly raw, my shoulders ached from being flogged and my breasts, even my belly constantly revealed the recent markings in various stages of healing. Yes, I suppose the physical punishment took away the sexual edge, but I lived as if simmering slowly on a burner, ready to turn hot at any moment and boil over.


  Privately, Mr. Sun was kinder to me. At times, he would touch me and the touch was affectionate. But in public settings, he was as ruthless, condescending and controlling as ever. I felt my need for answers to these changes building, just as my desire for sexual satisfaction was building. I went to him, something that had never been forbidden me specifically, though it was always implied that he would not entertain the questions of the females who served him. In his house, it was clearly a daring act to voluntarily seek him out. I went anyway. In the middle of one Thursday afternoon I knocked on his office door, and hearing the faint sound of his voice on the other side, opened it.


  “May I speak with you, sir?” I ventured, rushing forward and bowing respectfully.


  “You come to me uninvited.”


  “I do, sir, but I have questions I must ask.”


  “There is nothing you need to ask me. I’m disappointed that you haven’t learned that yet.”


  “Yes, I understand, sir, everything you’ve taught me about how to behave here. But if you would be so kind…” I trailed off there, letting my eyes plead for a little mercy.


  “Speak then,” he motioned me forward.


  I took a deep breath, not realizing how frightened I was.


  My emotions billowed forth. And there were other feelings that drove me, which were clearly sexual, though I didn’t want to admit that then. “Please, Mr. Sun, tell me, what is it that you’re doing to me now.”


  He looked slightly befuddled. “Explain what you mean?”


  “What is it you’re doing? I don’t understand the punishments…and the deprivation…”


  “As if you understand anything I’ve done to you?”


  “Yes, I did understand your purpose. It was clear that you were training me in sexual service to men. Am I wrong?”


  “You’re very astute, Miss Kettering. But then that is what I expect of you. But now you’re not clear?”


  “You deprive me of the very thing you trained me for, and replace it with senseless beatings.”


  “Ah, but they are not senseless beatings. Does not your body calm after the beating is over?”


  “Of course. But why deprive it of the more natural solution?”


  “Then you count on the sexual pleasure?”


  “Oh, you know I’ve grown to love it.”


  “Indeed. As I expected you would.”


  I sighed discontentedly. I was afraid to argue more, but the questions still nagged. I’d solved nothing so far.


  Thankfully, the master saved me from my next questions.


  “Too bad you couldn’t have seen the progression yourself, but then that is something I would not expect of you—since you still despise me.”


  I found the word ‘despise’ to oddly overstate the truth.


  Maybe I did once. Maybe I still should have despised him, but I know that wasn’t what I felt now…a year after my capture.


  “But I do want to understand.”


  He appraised me as he often did, with eyes that were unreachable. “You’ve been systematically trained to perform as the talented concubine. You’ve learned to understand the human sexual body, your own body and the male sexual need. You know how to serve, when to give, how to please and take pleasure for yourself. But to be ready to serve me personally, I want your purity returned to you, that virginal quality of restrained longing to be present at the time I take you. I’m beginning to see it in your eyes now.”


  He wanted me? That seemed impossible after a year under his asexual control. Earlier in my captivity I’d wondered if the man was sexual at all. But then one day, I glimpsed a steamy session with Ching Lee. The two were naked in the baths, their golden bodies gleaming with sweat. Sun dove into the pool, and on rising to his feet, rivers of water streamed from his loins and legs, matting his black hair against his skin. Ching Lee, with passion pouring from her lips, worked her tongue over his body as if she meant to lap him dry. But then he pushed her down into the water and drew her up, so that she was dripping too, with the soft liquid bath falling from her nipples in two small streams. I had rarely been the one to voyeur sex as I did that afternoon. Their tenderness thrilled me. His power made my body quake with hunger. But that was when I still despised him and long before I’d become accustomed to my life.


  “You have the power to take me any time you choose,” I said.


  “You tell me what I already know,” he crisply returned.


  “I’m sorry. I suppose I’m not yet ready, not pure and restrained enough?”


  “Oh, but I think you are,” he objected—to my great surprise. “Your body screams with readiness; it is your mind I wait on. But, perhaps I can help that along.” His eyes gleamed brightly with a passion I’d rarely seen in him. The coldness was gone.


  Yet, I was baffled by his oblique suggestion. He went on.


  “I give you a choice. Your freedom is yours, Miss Kettering. I no long have use for you here in the present arrangement. If you wish to stay here as my personal concubine, you may. But I will not take you with force. You will come to me and beg to serve me because your heart and body desire it so. Otherwise, you will leave my house.”


  I was instantly overcome with fear that destroyed my poise. I must have appeared panicked, because he asked, rather kindly, “Would you like to sit?”


  “I…uh…yes.” I plunked my bottom on the seat of the closest chair, immediately recording the feeling of soreness there, finding it quite sexual. Beg him? He wanted me to beg? Freedom? What choice was this? I’d been praying for freedom since the day of my capture. But how empty that thought seemed. My mind ran hastily through the pictures of my days, from abuse to the tranquility of embroidering handkerchiefs by the window; from the cruel demands for anal sex, the whipping and the forced cock-sucking, to the peaceful routine pruning garden flowers; from paradox to paradox that set every hour of my life on edge and filled every moment with the possibility for wild abandon in the arms of sexual pleasure, sexual pain and release.


  “You don’t have to make your decision right this instant…” He filled the silence with that reminder.


  “But I don’t want to leave here with…with things unfinished…”


  “You stay or you go. You cannot have both. You don’t try me on, decide I don’t fit and then leave. That is not my offer.”


  Of course. Here I thought he’d given me the power to choose my fate, but that was very little power. His manipulation was complete. I believe he knew what my choice would be.




  


  


  CHAPTER TWELVE


   JOURNEY


   TO


   SUNRISE


  I never realized that the eyebolts in the wall of my cell were made to be used, or, if they were intended for something specific, that it wasn’t some long ago design, now forgotten. My reasoning was in error.


  The eyebolts attached to heavy chains, those heavy chains were secured around my wrists, and I was fixed to the wall. It was the master’s hands at the task. We were alone in the lonely cell, my naked body feeling glorious with expectation, even though I knew he would be brutal.


  Before he began the beating, he hung weights on my labia with biting clamps, so that with every move, no matter how small, the weights would tug, pulling the skin lower and inviting more distress. It felt as if someone was clawing my insides out, but it wasn’t a pain to despise. I reserved that for the braided flogger that he worked up and down my backside until my restraint failed, and I screamed.


  He stopped then, and with a touch as delicate as a peacock feather tenderly caressed the painful welts he’d left.


  “A whipped woman arouses me,” he intoned in a low drone.


  I wanted that. I liked the sound of his voice when he admitted that.


  What remained in me after the pain was pure sensation.


  Juices from my cunt flowed onto his hand as he worked his fingers into the grasping space, smeared the thick nectar about my anus. I wondered how he’d take me, or if he’d even have me yet.


  “I want to please you, sir.” Was this my voice, my will, my desire?


  “Oh, you shall.”


  He returned to the whipping with my body more aroused. This time I didn’t scream for mercy, but moaned with pleasure as if I were inviting the forceful strikes. He gave me more. In a syncopated rhythm, the beating continued, driving us urgently to an end we both felt with our bodies—at least, I believe he felt as I did mine.


  I cried when he left me bound to the wall. When he locked my cell, letting me think he’d never come for me.


  Tuan let me down sometime later, and I slept on my cot, exhausted, but the hunger had only begun.


  A day later, Mr. Sun bound me to the wall again, this time facing out so I could see his face and the blows coming toward me. I watched his expression in wonder, as the strange mutations of emotion crossed his brow and curled his lips, and appeared in the haunting glimmer inside his stark eyes.


  I heard a drum beat in the distance, coming from outside my open cell door, music he was playing to inspire him, while it drove my consciousness into my crotch.


  There was where I, Sally Kettering, began and ended, where all my crimes, all my passions, all my joy and sorrow took place. Perhaps it had been wise to guard the treasure well when I was young, and be the unsullied virgin when I arrived in the land of grown-ups.


  He loved to see me hurt, to see the fire flash in my eyes and the weariness that followed each stroke of his lash laid across my breasts and belly. I began to buck with an orgasmic fervor…Oh, but that went unsatisfied, too!


  I was left again to hang, brutalized, waiting for another day, another night, until Mr. Sun was ready to shine on me more kindly.


  A day later, I dressed in the pretty clothes again, and was shown scoffingly to a party of Chinese executives.


  Someone wanted to buy me. He made his offer in English, and I watched worriedly as the master considered the huge sum carefully.


  “Maybe another day,” Mr. Sun finally said.


  That night I went to his room late, although I was still dressed—this time in a lavender silk dress. Something for summer, airy and pure and teasing. It skimmed my calves but caressed my thighs, and got caught in my crotch where it tickled my gaping pussy. The dress draped low, sometimes exposing my naked tits, sometimes not. That depended on when and how I moved. It was all I wore, except for a pair of gold high-heeled sandals, strappy things I hated walking in. I wished I were barefoot. Then in that lavender dress I might float away.


  I didn’t care that the signs of the body abuse were visible. I wore them gratefully, and let them stir everything sexual in me.


  When the master pushed me to the floor, my knees sank into thick carpet. The room was plush, a feast for my eyes, though I had no opportunity to take in its many treasures. I was focused on one thing alone, the master’s fine organ, presented to my mouth for me to please.


  My body went wild with lust surging free, giving uninhibitedly. My mouth did the moment justice with a flicking tongue and softly biting teeth and the urge to suck hard and draw his life into mine. He made me the perfect instrument of pleasure.


  Was I better than his geishas? Stiff competition for a white woman, newly initiated into the requirements of great sex.


  At the point when pleasure reaches its crest, just before the hot spasmodic rush when the orgasm bites hard, he stopped me. He lifted me to the bed where he entered my ass in one swift penetration, without a hint where he’d strike first, with no prior lubrication—I was thankfully damp there with my juices having seeped into the crevice. Nonetheless, I exploded in pain. He stayed with me until my muscles relaxed and I finally felt my desire take over.


  The fucking began in my ass, and ended in my cunt—only after I meticulously cleaned his erection when he’d had enough of my backdoor.


  He wouldn’t soil me, he said later. He honored his geishas and his concubine this way.


  He then tied me to his bed with my legs spread wide and my arms above me, and mounted me to take my cunt.


  The force of him aroused the deepest of my desires and built them to a radical edge.


  “Cum, slut,” he said as our chests collided and he ran his hands through my hair, suddenly pulling it taut. I plummeted into the climax that started a moment later.


  It continued on as I thrashed back and forth under him, as he kissed my neck, as his head dropped down and his teeth sank into my nipples, and as I screamed when his organ exploded in a climax prolonged by a strength of will I found amazing. But why should that be amazing; he was the master of control.


  I couldn’t stop cumming even when he withdrew his spent member. He toyed with me, using his fingers.


  Then Ching Lee was there, licking his juices from my cunt. I was still cumming on her skilled tongue. Then it was too much. When she sucked my clitoris, I screamed, “No more, please!”


  She disappeared after that, and the master and I were alone again. Alone again. In the stillness.


  “My poor, betrayed virgin bride, what have you become?” he said to me as he returned to the bed and closed in on my bound body with his. He was still naked, and I was still aroused. I imagined that we weren’t finished yet. But we did take a moment to rest.


  “Your concubine, sir,” I answered, “if you’ll have me. Perhaps your favorite, if I am perfected enough to share your bed.”


  I heard myself speak so humbly—and with such sincerity. What had become of me, the self-righteous virgin, that I would gladly offer myself to the man who’d forcefully shaped my life into the image he desired? What had become of me that I’d be his captive concubine forever, and pledge myself as a bound servant to his whims and depraved needs?


  ***


  Considering where I am now, I must be grateful for my bad luck, my twisted fate, my horrifying destiny…because it led me to Mr. Sun, and to myself, to a woman fulfilled, self-knowing and content. I’ve had many opportunities to leave the master, to run from the burden of his often brutal, sometimes tender needs, but I choose to stay that I may satisfy mine as I satisfy his.


  That night was my first night in the master’s house that I did not spend in my cell. I was in bed with him until morning sneaked inside the room and shined on us, creeping up the bed slowly, warming our feet as we awakened on another day.
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