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  Chapter One - Logan Dunn


  His face is his most remarkable feature. At once, deep, threatening, evasive and direct. He has a square jaw, high cheekbones, and dark hair combed back from his face so that all of his intensity assaults you from the start. Sometimes he wears a pencil-thin mustache and a day’s growth of beard along his chin line. For a time he’ll keep the beard and trim it close, defining the lines and the swatch of hair at the cleft of his chin. Some days he’s clean-shaven. Everything depends on his mood—or what he needs in order to do his job. 


  It’s safe to say that he is a paradox. His eyes draw you in and send you away at the same time, making him uncomfortable to be around…until he smiles. Then the lights go on and the charm weaves its magic and sucks you in for good.  You have the feeling that it might be impossible to get away. 


  He startles you; fools you into thinking that he’s naturally good-natured, the nice boy down the street, with a smile and a merry twinkle in his eye for every girl he meets. Other days, he fools you into thinking that he has no heart. He’s just that cold. 


  One morning not too long ago, he walked into a Houston high-rise, looking casually chic, not like the men in suits that darted through the halls like dark bugs in a maze. For that reason he stood out from the rest of the working crowd, and drew the eye of nearly every woman who passed. His jet-black pants had pressed pleats; his shirt was a crisp white, open at the neck, and the leather bomber jacket had a worn, elegant look. Despite his casual air, he was on serious business.


  He took the stairs rather than the elevator since he was only going up four stories. He needed the exercise after so many days driving—from Seattle to Houston this time. 


  He fingered his business card as he leaned into the counter above the receptionist’s desk.


  “Mr. Arthur Riggins, please?”


  “May I tell him who’s here?” the pretty redhead asked. Her cheeks looked a little rosier for having been drawn inside this visitor’s aura.


  “Logan Dunn. You can give him my card.” He tossed it to her and stepped back from the counter, gazing around at the executive offices of Riggins & Worthy. Blue. There was a lot of blue and teak-colored woodwork: desks, chairs, paneling. Nicely done, he thought. 


  The pretty receptionist should have asked him for more information, but what was written on his business card was enough to get her attention and send her scooting toward an office in the back. 


  Moments later, a balding man about fifty-five appeared, walking his way. He’d removed his coat earlier in the day, and loosened his tie as if he were hard at work. He stopped twice on the way to talk with his employees, then greeted his visitor with an amiable handshake. “May I help you, Mr. Dunn?”


  “I think we should probably talk in private,” Logan told him. 


  “Yes, certainly.” Mr. Riggins nodded, his demeanor suddenly nervous and suspicious. 


  Behind the closed door of Riggins’ office at the far end of the fourth floor, Logan Dunn went directly to the point. He was detached, cool and somber enough to make the dead quake. “You have a Marcia Rayburn working here?” he asked. 


  “Yes. Yes, we do. Marcia, yes. She started here about, hum…seven months ago, January. Yes, it was January. I remember now, right after the first of the year. She’s a very good employee. Lovely, girl. Keeps to herself, but pleasant enough.  Why?”


  Logan Dunn didn’t seem to care about his opinion of the woman, he moved on quickly. “Mr. Riggins, I have reason to believe that your Marcia Rayburn is not who she says she is. She’s wanted in Seattle on several outstanding felony warrants. It’s my job to arrest her and bring her back to stand trial.”


  Arthur Riggins stared at him, eyes bugged out. “You have a warrant for her arrest?”


  “I have the documents right here if you’d like to see them, but I really need to present them to Marcia Rayburn and determine if she’s the woman I think she is. May I see her?”


  “Yes, of course.” The man hustled from the room, while Logan Dunn indulged in a private smile. It didn’t take much to have powerful men jumping in fear.  And that made him as powerful as they were.


  Minutes later, Arthur Riggins returned with a studious looking woman of perhaps twenty-nine or thirty years. “This is Marcia Rayburn,” he introduced her to Logan.  


  Logan gave the woman a quick once-over. “No, this is Mary Stein, Mr. Riggins,” he said, feeling sure that he had the woman he’d been looking for. If it weren’t enough that she matched the description and the picture in his files, upon pronouncement of the name, he saw her squirm like a snake caught by the tail. Even if he hadn’t had her face indelibly etched in his mind, he knew, simply by the way her scared body vibrated, that she was guilty of everything she’d be charged with. Logan raised his eyebrows. “You going to deny that you’re Mary Stein?” he asked.


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Marcia returned too quickly, as if she had something to hide. Even Mr. Riggins could hear her voice about to crack.


  “You’re telling me you’re not Mary Ellen Stein from Seattle?”


  “I’m Marcia Rayburn,” she spat out through gritted teeth.


  Logan’s somewhat pouty mouth turned into a pleasant snicker, as a bit of boyish charm leaked out from his otherwise grim façade. 


  “There are identifying marks,” he said, turning to Arthur Riggins. “If they check out, then I’ll have to take her into custody.” He took a folded paper from his pocket and handed it to the curious executive. He didn’t know a damn thing about the legal process, but he had no reason to doubt the man. 


  Riggins nodded. He looked almost as anxious as the woman who stood between them. 


  “Marcia?” Arthur made her look his way. “You need to cooperate with this man.”


  Marcia Rayburn was a soft-spoken woman of impeccable deportment, who impressed her associates at Riggins & Worthy as a thoughtful, kind and efficient worker. She wasn’t the type to make waves; it wouldn’t have been in her nature. She avoided gossip, smiled regularly and simply wanted to fit in. And she did. If she was sometimes guarded, that was taken as a sign of her cautious temperament.


  She blushed upon hearing her boss’s directive. 


  “We can get this matter cleared up quickly,” Logan Dunn said succinctly. “Raise your skirt for me, Mary.”


  “Raise her skirt! Is that really necessary?” Arthur jumped in, visibly shocked.


  “There are identifying marks,” Logan repeated. 


  Arthur eyed the young man suspiciously, but then turned to the woman. “Go ahead,” he nodded.


  Marcia clutched the sides of her blue suit skirt. The style was simple, business-like, in a shade of powder blue that looked especially lovely with her blue eyes and the pale blonde hair, which fell to her shoulders in a gentle wave. Knowing that she had little choice in the matter, she inched the knee-length hemline up her thighs until it was possible to see an odd impression on her leg through her pantyhose, appearing about midway between knee and hip. 


  “What is that, Marcia?” Arthur asked her as he tried to make sense of what he saw from several feet away. He was dying for a closer look but afraid to step any closer. 


  “XT. It’s a brand,” Logan answered for her. 


  “That right?” Arthur inched just a tad bit closer, squinting. 


  Marcia shivered and closed her eyes, the only way she could fend off her embarrassment. 


  “Good enough,” Logan told her. “But I’ll have to see the one on your breast, too.”


  The woman looked at him pleadingly. “Oh, please. Haven’t you seen enough?” 


  “Tremaine made it clear that I need to be absolutely sure,” he answered coldly. “If you’ll just unbutton your blouse, it won’t take a minute.”


  “Mr. Dunn, is this really necessary?” Arthur backed off in a bewildered, indignant huff. 


  Unfazed, the implacable Logan answered, “She’s a felon, Mr. Riggins. I don’t make the rules; I just enforce them.”


  “But wouldn’t that mark on her leg tell you what you want to know?” he pointed to Marcia’s now covered thigh. 


  “Maybe, maybe not. Branding is not as unusual as you may think in certain sub-cultures of our society. You wouldn’t want me to have the wrong woman, would you?” He turned to Marcia again. “Your blouse.”


  “But what if I just admitted who I was and got this over with?” she implored him. Her face was ashen; her eyes pooling with tears.


  “Oh? So you admit that you’re Mary Stein?”


  “If that’s what I have to do.”


  “Makes no difference who you claim you are. Your body has all the answers I need.”


  She sighed heavily, as if the burden of the world were on her shoulders. Of course, he’d insist, she thought. He acted on behalf of Mr. Tremaine, which meant that there was nothing to be gained from resisting. She was a submissive woman at heart, and even now, months away from her obligations, some well-remembered drum beat in her with resounding clarity. Her body enlivened in strange ways because of what this man instructed her to do. Some would say that on an elemental level, she enjoyed the horror and the humiliation. 


  Marcia had been dressing conservatively since she started working at Riggins & Worthy. And, oddly, with the button at her neck undone, a feeling of relief washed through her. Arthur Riggins would never notice, but Logan Dunn could feel the change as a subtle shiver that rattled his bones. As her trembling hand continued its slow decent from one button to the next and her blouse opened further, the meticulous Marcia Rayburn became Mary Ellen Stein again. With her blouse undone to her waist, she reached inside under her white slip and pulled her left bra cup up over the soft white flesh, exposing for the waiting audience a perfectly-shaped breast, full and round, with a pale areole and a darker mauve-colored nipple. Although Logan inwardly admired the woman’s attractive body, he had to ignore his physical response at times like this one. Inspections were business, nothing more. Arthur Riggins, on the other hand, felt his crotch leap viciously as the lovely secretary exposed herself. He managed to contain his physical excitement by gripping the desk with white knuckles, however, enough to register the appropriate awe seeing the curious tattoo on the side of Marcia’s—rather Mary Stein’s—breast: the word ‘slave’ in neat black lettering. 


  “My God!” Arthur gasped. 


  “You’ll be coming with me, Mary,” Logan said.


  “Yes, sir,” she quietly acknowledged.


  “And if you don’t mind, Mr. Riggins, I need a few minutes with Mary alone,” Logan informed the shocked executive. 


  He was flustered, flushed and anxious to escape the room. “Yes. Sure,” he said shaking his head. “Damn, I can’t believe it.”


  “Would you like to study the entire warrant?” Logan offered again.


  “No, that won’t be necessary. I’ve read enough.” He couldn’t stop shaking his head in amazement, and with the awkward scene too uncomfortable to bear any longer, Arthur left the room. 


  “Well, you looked relieved, Mary Stein,” Logan said once they were alone. His head was slightly cocked as his one eye zeroed in on her coolly. 


  “I’m not,” she said. “I’m not guilty of any crime except loving a man too much. I can’t love him back any more and he knows that. Why does he have to press the matter?”


  “Because he owns you.”


  “He can’t own me!” she tried with him desperately. 


  “In his world, he can, Mary Stein, you know that as well as I do. By his rules, you don’t back out once you have given your word.”


  She sighed quietly; it was no use arguing. Tremaine had won, just as he always did. With that fact clear, the longing in her heart expanded, as if this was what she’d wanted all along, to be captured and returned. But that couldn’t be possible!


  “Can we get this over with quickly? Please?”


  “We can get it done the way it needs to be done,” Logan answered her grimly.


  “But, surely, these good people don’t need to be exposed to my trials, or the world you must return me to.”


  “I’m afraid that Mr. Tremaine really doesn’t care about that ‘these good people’. My instructions are to see that ‘the real woman is bared for all eyes to see. Let them snicker at her shame’ I believe that’s what he said.” Pulling something shiny from his pocket, Logan moved on her as she shrunk back in fear. She watched in wonder as with one flick of his wrist, a long, sharp blade popped out of its metal case. “And I do my job well.”


  Cornering her by the wall, he calmly reached inside her open blouse at her left shoulder, and with one swift jerk cut through the strap of her slip and the strap of her bra. He did the same at her right shoulder. A third slash split her brassiere in two, and he quickly snatched the ripped fabric and pulled it out.


  “Take the slip off from underneath,” he ordered.


  Her heart started to pound as she realized what he had in mind. “No, please. You can’t. Not here.”


  He shook his head. “You wonder why I came for you here? I could have quietly taken you from your apartment, but you chose an enemy who wants to see you shamed. Now, how you behave in the next few minutes is your choice. You can hang your head in disgrace, or walk out proudly. I’m just doing what I was generously paid to do.” He paused and when she failed to answer, he repeated himself again, “Take off your slip.”


  Mary’s wide eyes were glued to the man. Her breathing was labored and her heart beating unnaturally fast. With trembling hands, she reached underneath her skirt and tugged at the thin nylon material of her slip until it was free of the waistband and slid off her hips. Jerked free, it lay as a silky pool at her feet. She stepped out of it gingerly so her sensible heels wouldn’t get tangled in the torn straps. 


  “The shoes and the panty hose, too,” Logan instructed.


  Her eyes returned to him, woefully frightened. Her face was as white as a sheet. “You’re not going to make me go out there naked, are you?”


  His smirk was momentarily playful before it disappeared. “If it were up to Tremaine, I would, but since that would rock the bounds of common decency in this place, he’ll have to settle with a less provocative display. You can button your blouse, but the shoes and pantyhose have to go. Might as well get this with over as fight me.” 


  While she considered her bleak alternatives, Logan began fishing through a black leather bag he’d brought with him. 


  Hearing the rattle of chains, Mary shivered deeply, noticing certain physical responses in her body that were as predictable as the rising sun. There was no mistaking what she felt;  her groin was warm and fluid, as if she’d just made love. She hated that physical response and how it betrayed her lust to any man astute enough to understand. All she could think of now was the horrendously embarrassing thought of being marched half-dressed through the office where she’d been working the last seven months. She walked in the door that morning as the dignified, diligent secretary she’d been during her exile from Mr. Tremaine, and would walk out just two hours later, a prisoner in chains. Her body would be paraded through the office, as the bounty hunter exposed the flipside of the flawless, carefully constructed persona. She’d come to relish her freedom since she walked way from Mr. Tremaine in a Seattle department store, even if her new life seemed dry and uninspiring compared to her former one.


  She saw no way out. She could bolt for the door, but he’d move fast and bring her back. And what if she did flee into the outer office? Did she want the scene that would result, the eyes staring at her in wonder as she struggled against this brute? No. There was no way out and she would not exacerbate a regrettable situation. 


  Reluctantly, she responded to his orders. She flipped off her shoes and tugged her pantyhose down to her ankles. 


  “And your underwear,” he added, without bothering to look up. 


  She obliged him and with that done, stood helplessly in the middle of her boss’s office submitting to the final humiliation. A metal band went around her waist, and second ringed her red, flushed throat. And chains that attached the two behind her, also threaded through her crotch high enough to raise her skirt well above her knees. Unhappy with the look of the material bunched together between her thighs, Logan ripped the four-inch slit in the side of her skirt so it was three times as long. As if he knew exactly what effect that would have, he exposed the brand XT on her thigh. 


  Gathering her wrists together at the small of her back, he locked them in cuffs that attached to the waistband behind her. HerHerH


  Her strained posture thrust out her chest, the way a common prostitute does when plying her trade. Her thin blouse pulled tight against her breasts, making them vulnerable to even the most casual glance; even the pale pink aureoles could be detected with a careful gaze, not to mention the tattoo that had been permanently etched into her skin. 


  “You take me through the office like this, you might as well strip me naked!” she cried despairingly, as tears of fear and anger gathered in her eyes. 


  “Ah, Mary Stein, what’s to get so upset about?   If you lived with Mr. Xavier Tremaine for ten years, you’ve been through worse.”


  “And that’s why I left him!” she announced defiantly. 


  He laughed. “Oh, no! I know why you left him.” He stood eye to eye with her, a scoundrel’s rude jeer breaking out against the backdrop of his stolid features. “You were green with envy over his latest conquest. Don’t do yourself the injustice of denying it.”


  Her eyes fired nails of hateful thoughts at him—which he easily fended off—but her heart ached, knowing that he spoke the truth. 


  “Oh, how can you do this!” she spat out at him. 


  “Because I get paid in cash, and I have no shame.”


  Mary watched as her captor sauntered away and rifled through Arthur Riggins’s top desk drawer. Finding what he was looking for, he pushed the drawer shut with a firm shove, and walked back to her with a pair of scissors in his hand. 


  “Now, if it were my call, I wouldn’t do this,” he said a bit sadly. “It may be brutally demeaning, but it seems a shame to see this lovely hair trashed.”


  “Good God, no!” She shrank back, those gathered tears rolling en masse down her pink blushing cheeks, streaking her makeup with lines of black mascara.


  She pulled away, but even now she didn’t try to bolt. What was the use? She closed her eyes and held her breath, while Logan Dunn grabbed fistfuls of her hair and cut away the long blonde tresses, until there was nothing left but irregular tufts of hair sticking out from her pink scalp.


  Her sobbing almost wrenched his heart. This was one thing he truly didn’t like, especially when the man he worked for had a slave as lovely as Mary Stein was. Why deny Mary her beauty, when it would be just as easy to treasure it in the captivity of chains, and experience its lush quality as it emerged in her surrendered state? 


  But the nasty deed was quickly done and the transformation complete according to plan.


  “It will seem like an eternity but it will only be a few tough minutes. I wouldn’t get upset, you’ll never see these people again.” Brutal, but true, he thought. 


  Mary wasn’t listening anymore. Her mind had turned away from him. She’d backed herself into the cocoon of submission, where she might thoughtlessly, mindlessly survive the long journey down the halls of Riggins & Worthy and out the door. She’d turn her eyes away from the shocked faces and curious stares of her coworkers. She’d pretend she was on another planet, in another dimension, on a different time line, and nothing that she’d done for the last eight months meant anything. It wasn’t even real, but a dream that never was.


  For the bounty hunter, Logan Dunn, the woman he led from the offices of Riggins & Worthy, was just another of the many runaway slaves that he brought back to the unique justice of his clients. They were often like Mary Stein: pretty, naïve, perfect candidates for the unusual lifestyle they once embraced with passion. Several others like Mary had bolted from the rigorous life for the same reason that Mary did. That old green-eyed demon cast a terrible shadow over a vulnerable woman, a slave used to having the undivided attention of her dominant master. There were problems when the competition arrived. Often, their complaints were justified, except that there was no complaining allowed in the master’s domain. If a master tired of his old slave and wanted a new one, then the old one graciously stepped aside. She could hope that her beloved would tire of this new toy and return his affections where they belonged. But too often, the discarded slave would remain second place in a world where she had no rights and no power. The bitterness that resulted ended in a rash move, a break for freedom that was sometimes successful, but just as often a disaster, as it would be for Mary Stein.


  Logan Dunn opened Arthur Riggins’s office door, and with a hand firmly gripping Mary’s upper arm, he led her into a sea of astonished eyes. Moving slowly down the hallway, the pair passed two-dozen men and women who had been the former Marcia Rayburn’s friends. Just as she expected, they stared at her in shocked wonder with mouths agape. Although she looked at them from the corner of her eye, from the detached safety of her manufactured fantasy, her imagination was not enough of a shield to protect her from the judgment and the snickers that naturally arose from her curious audience. It penetrated beyond the shield and inside her skin, taking up space inside her grinding, anxious belly. Humiliation. Shame. Disgrace. Was there a name for it equal to the feeling inside? Likely not.


  The pair walked past the water cooler where she’d joked with her best friend, Angela, that morning—they were going shopping at lunch that noon to buy Marcia Rayburn a dress for her date with Thomas Autry that night. Marcia wouldn’t be keeping the date, and she wondered what Thomas would say when Angela whispered to him the awful details about her real identity and her capture. Thank God that she’d never have to explain herself to these people. 


  Logan Dunn mercifully used the elevator to transport them to the parking garage underneath the building. He could have made her walk down the stairs and through the lobby. He could have taken her out on the street in front of a hundred pedestrians, but he decided that the leering Mary suffered under the scrutiny of her friends would have to be enough for Xavier Tremaine. And if it wasn’t enough to please him? Well, he’d never really know, would he? If the man had any balls at all, he’d have done the dirty deed himself. 


  This was all that Mary Stein would receive in compassion from Logan Dunn, and frankly, it was more than she had a right to expect. 


  Outside of the Riggins & Worthy office, several more curious business types stared in amazement as they walked by the strange pair waiting at the elevator. The shocked faces threw a few more painful knives at Mary’s gut. One man was bold enough to join them in the elevator to the basement, and then a few more wide-eyed on-lookers stopped to stare as Logan led Mary to his van. Once inside the close quarters of the vehicle, the worst was over. After securing his prisoner in the back of the van, Logan took his seat, started the engine, and moved quickly into the midday Houston traffic, heading toward the Interstate for the trip north. 


  


  “A cigar, Mr. Dunn?” Xavier Tremiane asked. 


  The balding gentleman was aptly dressed for this kind of celebration, in a velvet smoking jacket and leather slippers. The several rings on his left hand gleamed in the room’s mellow light. He was casually dressed down from his usual business attire, and at the same time prepared for the evening ahead, which he awaited with eager anticipation. 


  “Sure,” the younger man accepted the Cuban import and allowed his host to light it with a silver cigarette lighter. “And maybe that scotch you promised?”


  “Oh, my, yes,” the man suddenly remembered.


  Xavier went to the bar at the side of the room, while Logan stared out of the enormous bank of windows toward the water on the far side of the woods. There couldn’t have been a more beautiful place to live than Vashon Island in Puget Sound. Lush. Peaceful. It reminded him a little of the place where his cabin was in Northern Michigan. Too bad this place was overrun with people—in his estimation. It would take a lot of hearty souls willing to brave frigid winters before his home in the Michigan’s wilds would become as popular a place as this one, thankfully so. There were no big cities near his cabin, just forest, trees, endless lakes and a few dirt roads. All the privacy a man could want. He’d be spending the fall there; glad to kick back, watch the leaves turn colors and fish… at least until another assignment came his way. 


  “Mr. Dunn?” Xavier interrupted Logan’s reverie, handing him a glass of scotch. “You seem pensive?”


  “It was a long trip, not easy finding Mary. I’m tired and want to go home for awhile.”


  “I understand. You don’t know how much I appreciate your services. From what you’ve told me about the arrest, I couldn’t have arranged it better. The slut certainly deserved the humiliation, after all the aggravation she’s caused me. But she’ll pay, and pay some more. She may never stop paying.” His eyes alone were enough to send a cold shiver through any sentient being. 


  “What I don’t understand, sir…” Logan’s gaze narrowed on the man, “what’s the point? If she doesn’t want to be with you anymore, why keep her? Why bother going after her? You’ve obviously gone on to some other girl.”


  “Why keep her? She’s my property. I wouldn’t give up on a valuable car, or a jewel, or stolen money. I’m certainly not going to give up on a runaway slave. If I set her free, that is my prerogative, but she’s not free to leave on her own, and she knows that.”


  “And what will become of her when she’s finally finished paying?”


  “Not sure yet. I have worldwide contacts, men in a dozen foreign countries who would be more than delighted to have her. In those places, there’s no question of running away; it’s impossible. I’d sell her off just for spite.”


  Logan sipped his drink as he slowly strolled about the room. “It always amazes me how you can get judges in your back pocket to put out these fake warrants.”


  The man smiled unctuously. “They get their piece, if you know what I mean,” he replied. “Although in this case, there weren’t any trumped up charges. Mary not only and reneged on our contractual agreement, she damaged valuable property. She could be in jail now. But,” he sighed, “I’d rather use her for my own benefit than have her waste away useless to me in the county jail.”


  “Obviously,” Logan raised his drink, as if toasting the man’s ingenuity. 


  “You’re not having a crisis of conscience now, are you?” Xavier asked, looking just a little worried about the pensive bounty hunter.


  “No, not really. I just sometimes wonder.”


  “Well, that’s good that your sentiments haven’t changed. I’d like to recommend you, should one of my acquaintances need your services.”


  “By all means, do.”


  “So,” he was ready to move on with his evening’s plans, “now that my Mary is safely where she belongs, maybe you’d like to enjoy her punishment yourself. She’s been bound for whipping. Would you care to indulge? I understand that you’re a man of such passions yourself?”


  “Hum, I’ve been known to dabble, yes. But that’s usually toward a specific end,” Logan answered vaguely. He wasn’t particularly interested in giving away his secrets.


  “Oh? A specific end being a sexual one?”


  “Perhaps,” he said guardedly. 


  “But then you didn’t take advantage of my offer while you were driving from Houston. Mary tells me that you didn’t touch her.”


  “That’s my policy with runaways. Less entanglements that way. Besides, I’d rather have the women I associate with free to choose what they want. Taking them merely because they are obliging subjects of a master isn’t much fun. Takes away the conquest.”


  “Hum. A different point view,” Xavier noted. “Well then,” he put down his drink glass and removed his smoking jacket. After rolling up the sleeves of his crisp white shirt, he moved toward the far wall of the room, saying, “Why don’t you join me for a little old-fashioned discipline?”


  Through a secret door in the paneled living room, the two entered into a bleak, bare room, where Mary Stein hung naked and bound, ready for her master’s retribution. Her feet were already spread wide and tightly tethered to metal eyebolts in the cement floor. In the same manner, her arms were secured high above her head and toward the side of the rectangular room, fixed to eyebolts in the open rafters of the ceiling. Spread-eagle and bound—the classic position for sadomasochistic punishment, Logan noted. His crotch replied to the visual stimulation with a significant and pleasurable jolt. Sadly, he had little control over this physical response. 


  There wasn’t an inch of Mary’s pretty pale body that was not available for the punishment Xavier Tremaine would give her. Sticking out chaotically from her scalp, her crudely cut hair made her look like a madwoman. Her molten eyes only enhanced the crazed image. She’d been hanging in this position for nearly an hour and the strain must have been nearly impossible to bear by now. But that was Xavier’s point—to make her suffer. 


  “Why don’t you start?” Xavier suggested, offering Logan a braided cat o’ nine tails. 


  “No, thank you. It’s really not in me to punish the women I recover, unless they rebel against me personally. Then I can be quick to take them down. But your Mary was a perfect prisoner. Your quarrel with her is yours not mine.”


  Tremaine looked a bit surprised. “I see, but you do punish your slaves?”


  “Humm. I don’t actually think of the women I abuse as slaves in the sense that you do. I’m looking for a different type of relationship. Not that I’m judging yours, my personal tastes are just different.”


  “Each to his own,” he nodded, although he found Logan’s comment a bit odd coming from a man who supposedly shared the same sadistic urges that he did. His body and soul were poised for action as he turned his attention to Mary… Oh! poor, sweet Mary Stein, who was just a little too open with her new life in Houston. Most runaways were never caught, but then again, most didn’t have Logan Dunn going after them like a Pinkerton detective. 


  Satisfied that he’d given the bounty hunter every chance to wreak havoc on his most recent capture, Xavier Tremaine took up the punishment himself. He began with the cat o’ nine tails laid on Mary’s front side, where her flawless skin cut easily and any strike was painful. Unlike her back, her shoulder and her ass, which relished the harsh sensations, and where in sadomasochistic scenes a good master normally began his work, her breast, her belly and the sensuous mound of pleasure between her legs would instantly revolt as the braided leather struck her skin. After all, this was punishment for the crime of turning her back on him, denying him, rejecting him. He did not take rejection well. 


  Furious with purpose, Tremaine reared back and then brought the cat forward, lacing Mary’s firm round breasts with a hard hot strike of the unforgiving leather. The blows were relentless and erratically applied, so there was little chance that she could absorb, let alone transform, the pain before the next landed. The only relief came when her master changed his aim and abraded her belly, her thighs and the luxuriant flesh beneath her pale pubic curls. She jerked like a puppet and cried, and gritted her teeth, and swore under her breath to no avail.


  Mary knew that her master would show her no mercy, for she’d endured as much from him before, when she was smitten, in love and blinded by physical lust. 


  Once her body was striped with cutting red marks from her breasts to her thighs, Tremaine moved behind her and continued with the punishment on her back, upping the intensity with blows that made her scream for mercy. But the act inspired the act. The flagellation inspired the flagellation. And her screams only renewed his resolve. The fire in the man’s belly roared like thunder, and leapt out with more cruel, biting punishment. 


  While Mary Stein and her avenging master faced off in the unequal battle, Logan Dunn watched, seeing if he could still recognize the beauty in her face. He wanted to know in his gut, if this treatment was what she most desired. Was she getting the payoff she wanted, or was she beyond that now, incapable of ever wanting this rough treatment again? For a long while, there was nothing but emptiness in her eyes, and pain, and fear. When Xavier moved to her backside, the same emptiness, pain and fear registered in her eyes. Her screams were angry and bitter. 


  When Tremaine returned to Mary’s red streaked front side to inflict more damage, Logan, for the first time in his long career of bringing runaways to justice, almost stopped him. He’d never even considered doing that before. But now, despite the way the brutal punishment stirred his sadistic desires, the temptation to interfere was nearly as strong.


  Then, just as he was about to interject himself into the cruel clash of master and slave, he saw what he’d been looking for in Mary Stein. It came on him like a wave off the ocean, crashing erratically through his energized body. He saw it in her eyes where she recorded that strange satisfaction that comes to submissive women when they are beyond the pain and inside that private space where their bliss is finally worth what it takes to get there. Her could see her in that private place now; where she would likely stay for as long as Xavier Tremaine chose to beat her. 


  During an unusually long pause, as Xavier caught his breath and refreshed himself with a drink of water, Logan moved to his side and whispered to him privately: 


  “Man, I’ve gotta take off. Thanks for the cigar and the scotch and my next month’s rent.” He patted his chest where he’s zipped the thick wad of hundred dollar bills into the lining of his bomber jacket. 


  “Hopefully, I won’t need you again,” Tremaine replied. “And I’m sorry you didn’t want to stay longer; we could have enjoyed ourselves tonight.”


  “Thanks, but there’s a little bar across the Sound with a waitress I hope will remember me.” 


  “Good luck, then. You can show yourself out?”


  “Of course.” 


  The pair shook hands. And with no further ceremony, Xavier Tremaine returned to his task while Logan Dunn slipped back through the panel door and left the house. The night refreshed his spirit further. He took a deep breath of clear cool air, hopped into the rented Jeep and sped off toward the ferry. 




  Chapter Two - Scenes from a life…


  Caught In the Corridor…


  Jillian Ingalls polished the silver lamp in the parlor, pleased to see her face in the flat surface shine back at her. Good enough, she decided. She wanted to spend the afternoon reading, if she could escape from Christopher’s endless demands. She wanted some time to herself, but time to herself was becoming rarer by the week. She heard the man—her absent mother’s husband—talking to someone in his office across the hall, so slipping into the foyer, she tiptoed noiselessly along the slick marble floor toward the back corridor. Almost free, she thought gleefully as she remembered the hot romantic novel waiting in her room. But then the door behind her opened suddenly. 


  Her body cringed reflexively, but she kept going. 


  “Jillian,” she heard him speak. Did she dare ignore him, just this once? “A word with you.”


  He was already on his way. What happened to his guest? she wondered.


  “In here.” At her side with his hand closing around her upper arm, he moved her into the small anteroom between the dining room and kitchen. She’d never understood the real purpose for this tiny alcove, except as a convenient hiding place, where she’d be furtively taken in a sexual manner whenever Christopher wanted quick relief. “Bend over, darling,” he said, as if trying to be kind. This was the only time he called her ‘darling,’ and that was fine with her. Moved solely by his physical passions on these occasions, he was hardly kind. But he always started out as if she willingly, wantingly participated in the swift rapes. Having become accustomed to the demand, Jillian bent over as he raised her white straight skirt above her hips and wiggled his hand between her upper thighs in search of her wet channel. She even assisted him by moving her legs a little further apart to allow him easier access. It didn’t pay to fight him anymore. A moment later, he impaled her on his cock and he furiously rutted her from behind, until with a low rumbling groan, he jerked hard once and rammed his erection deep, depositing his ejaculate neatly inside her. For several seconds afterward, he caressed her naked thighs above her stockings, which seemed like an affectionate gesture, but she knew it was only a brief segue between the consensual rape and whatever he planned to do next. 


  “You’re not gaining weight, are you?” he said, as he removed himself from between her legs and wiped his cock on a handkerchief. 


  “No. Why would you say that?” she asked annoyed. She stood up abruptly and turned around. 


  “You just look a little… ah… plumper these days.”


  “Then you’re seeing things,” she said tersely. 


  “What’s with the contempt all of a sudden?” he wondered. 


  “You know that I find these little escapades with you demeaning. I don’t know why I give in.”


  “Because you’re obliged to, Jillian,” he stroked the side of her face tenderly, but that only mocked her. “I take care of you and you can’t live without that.” His syrupy voice belittled her. “Besides, you’ll get what you’re really after from me in due time. Just be patient.”


  She hated that he knew her sexual longings and spoke so bluntly of them. Even more, she hated that on other occasions he did in fact do things to her that satisfied her deeply. That was the only reason she stayed. On days like this she wanted to leave him, walk out the door without packing a bag. Everything she had belonged to him and she wished she had the courage to throw it in his face. But she never had the guts to act when her terrible secret drew her back to him again and again. 


  Monsieur LeBec…


  “Jillian! Jillian!


  She was upstairs in her room reading a juicy mystery story, fast reaching the thrilling climax. This one even had her sex juices flowing—of course, she was on her period, and always more receptive to sexual stimulation on days like this. Even the slightest provocation made her quiver between her thighs. She was damned horny!


  “Jillian!”


  She heard Christopher’s voice become more shrill each time he called and she refused to answer. 


  “Jill, you’d better skedaddle down there,” hissed the maid, Marie, popping her head in the door. “Ignoring him ain’t going to make him go away. He’ll only get madder, especially in front of his company.”


  “I know, I know.” She put down her book. Might as well, the spell of mystery had already been broken. She’d get no peace until she answered the man’s call. How many times had she reached that conclusion? And still, she continued to ignore him, avoid him and with every bit of determination she had, put off the inevitable. He never changed his mind and she always gave in. Putting her book on the table beside her, she rose and followed Marie out of the room.


  “Christopher, you called?” Jillian appeared in the man’s office doorway, speaking pleasantly, as if she’d promptly responded to his call. 


  “Where have you been?”


  “Upstairs in my room.”


  “You didn’t hear me call you?”


  “No. Not until Marie told me so,” she lied. “I must have had the water running or something.”


  He inspected her carefully, his eyes running over her body beginning with her brown eyes and the auburn, chin-length hair that framed her face in soft curls. Her hair was full and thick; how he loved to run his fingers through its silky texture. Her lips were blushed with red lipstick—not a glaring color, but something as sensuous as she was. Her throat always beckoned him to explore deeper, to travel to the musky cleavage between her breasts and bury his head, taking in the aromatic scent of her vibrant body. But he’d never done that. Just as he’d never made love to her. His desires for her always expressed themselves in cruder ways. And it was too late now to attempt a different, more wholesome relationship with his stepdaughter. Too late. She was only twenty-three and he was not yet forty. They certainly had time, but not in this lifetime. Their relationship had been etched in stone. Remembering that, his desire disappeared like the sudden whiff of spring on a late winter day. And he wouldn’t bother to revive that pleasant, fleeting urge because the effort would be a waste of time. 


  “You lied. You always do,” he accused her.


  “You can’t really prove that, Christopher,” she said, as her body trembled uneasily. She was not a good liar. 


  “You know what lying gets you in this house?”


  “You’re going to punish me over such a small matter?”


  “I punish you whenever I want to, Jillian, and yet you continue to resist the power I wield.” 


  She decided not to answer. He resented her, and she never knew why. Arguing only made things ugly. Maybe he was right, she shouldn’t resist. 


  “If you don’t like the arrangement, you’re free to leave,” he added with disdain.


  “Well, not exactly,” she reminded him. 


  His smile alarmed her, containing within it the truth they both understood about their unusual relationship. 


  “Well, that is a problem for you, isn’t it? Her eyes smoldered like a demonic furnace of heated coals. “Yes, I would cane you, if I had the time. But I have a business appointment in the city in a half hour. I’m already late because you’ve dawdled so much. But I need your body for the afternoon. Monsieur LeBec is in the blue room. He’ll be expecting you to open your pretty thighs for him and let him in the door for a little thrill.” Christopher moved from his chair and strolled her way, as his strange, powerful aura began to blanket her with expectation.  


  “Christopher, I’m on the rag, I can’t very well have any man screw me.” 


  “Well then, show him the door to your ass.”


  “Oh, please, no!” she droned unhappily. 


  “Don’t be difficult, Jillian,” he said. He was just a foot from her face, close enough for her to feel his hot breath on her cheek. “You’ll get your fun later. Promise. Just treat the man nice. He’s tired of whores and the thought of fucking a pretty innocent has him really horny.”


  “I suppose you owe him this?”


  “My business with Monsieur LeBec is private. You just take care of him.”


  Hearing the spiteful threat in his voice, she shuddered head to toe, and sighing, renounced her personal desires for the next hour. “I suppose I can give him a quickie with my ass.”


  “Oh, he’ll want more than that. You stay until he’s satisfied, or so exhausted that he passes out.”


  Jillian cringed in disgust, wondering as she always did why he made her do these demeaning things and why she so readily submitted.


  Christopher ran his hand across her curls with an air of adoration. And for that brief moment, his eyes transported her back to those precious intimate moments when he had taken her to the extremes of physical pleasure. 


  “You’ll be a good girl for me, won’t you? No complaints from my friend?”


  “Oh, of course not,” she told him.”


  “Yes, that’s my girl.” He patted her on the butt as he left the room. 


  Jillian gave the door to the blue room a gentle tap, then opened it slowly, peeking in, her mind racing. If only he were decent looking—reasonably attractive, so that she could imagine that this was her choice and she wasn’t being used like a whore. She looked toward the bed and he wasn’t there… the windows, the closet… still no sign of him. She moved inside the room and closed the door behind her. 


  “Monsieur LeBec?” she quietly called for him. “Monsieur LeBec?”


  A moment later, a gray haired gentleman moved through the doorway of the connecting bath. He wore a short silk robe, loosely tied to cover his genitals, but not his chest. For a man pushing sixty, he was fit and handsome, sporting a rich tan, looking the way she pictured aging playboys. 


  “I’m Jillian,” she told him. 


  “Yes, I’ve been told. And pretty. You’ll certainly do for an afternoon.” His eyes lit excitedly. “Why don’t you come here and fluff this up a bit?” He pulled the sides of his robe apart, revealing his limp penis hanging inside a nest of curly gray pubic hair. She watched it pulse in response to her presence. 


  “I’m afraid you won’t be able to take me vaginally, I’m menstruating,” she said.


  “And that’s a problem for me?”


  “It’s a problem for Christopher. I’m to offer you my ass instead.”


  “Well, perfect. I’m sure your ass will do the trick as well as your pussy. Now, how about the blow job?” He pointed to his exposed groin and the already expanding penis. “You call me Monsieur; I’ll call you whore.”


  As she moved toward him, she took on the role she’d been trained to play over the last two years. The habit was second nature now. For an hour or even half a day, on Christopher’s instructions, she’d click into ‘sexual robot mode’ and perform whatever sex act demanded from her. She assumed Christopher was paying off business debts, which turned her into a sexual commodity. Her payoff was what Christopher did for her in return… and some curious, unexplained satisfaction that occurred when she gave her sexual treasures for men like this one to use.


  Dropping to her knees before Monsieur LeBec, Jillian reached for the half-flaccid erection with one hand, his package of balls with the other and began working them both. Leaning in to his crotch, she took his member into her mouth, with her lips and tongue taunting and teasing the swelling organ to its full firmness. The organ seemed to billow like a sail inside her mouth, becoming an erection was as large as any man’s she’d fucked. To think, on a man his age! Maybe he’d just downed a handful of Viagra. As he insistently lunged into her mouth, she felt the head tickle the back of her throat and she almost choked. Afraid of offending him, she drew him out and worked him hard with her hands and lips, slurping the stalk with a vigorous action so he’d forget about forcing the thing deep. She tasted his pre-cum oozing from the tiny opening and remembered with horror that he expected to use more than just her mouth. 


  Was she insane? Fit this in her ass? How? she wondered. A sharp chill raced down her spine as the thought of her ass widening to take this hefty thing made her quake in fear. 


  “Ooo, you’re good as promised, whore,” the man purred with delight. He clutched her hair in his hand and jerked his penis in and out of her mouth with ever more vigorous strokes. He thrust deeper and deeper, demanding her ready submission. She almost gagged and spit him out, but just before that regrettable act, Monsieur pulled the organ from her mouth and dragged her to her feet. He then pushed her to the bed, saying: “Oh, your knees, putain! Kneel with your ass to me!”  


  Her knees sank into the soft blue silk coverlet and she fell forward on her arms, which only made her ass stick out as if she were begging him to use her—which she wasn’t really trying to do; she was simply playing her role. The fabric of her pale green skirt stretched tightly across her ass cheeks, clearly slowing the demarcation of her anal cleft. It had been some time since she’d worn panties. Christopher had banned them in his house. She wore nothing under her clothes but her stockings and garters—occasionally an actual garter belt to hold her nylons, when Christopher wanted that particular look.


  “Ooo, oui, oui!” Monsieur murmured with a guttural quality to his rich baritone. 


  Thankfully, she could close her eyes and think romantically about this man; his voice resonated with a sexual timbre that made her shudder. 


  When he raked his eager nails across the back of her skirt, her pussy lips could feel the vibration teasing her skin. Despite his impatience, he had so much more finesse than Christopher. His urgency sparked her own desire, as his fingers moved underneath her skirt, exploring her bare skin carefully, while leaving a trail of sensation to further warm her pulsing crotch. She felt the heaviness of her period weighing her down, making the ache in her lower regions brutally claw her insides. When he raised her skirt above her ass, the air felt cold against her hot skin. And when he traced his finger down the crack of ass, and her whole body shuddered from the added pleasure. She instantly caught herself about to convey her arousal in a tiny, gasping moan. But she stopped short, as she always did. This was one thing Christopher and his friends would never get from her. They might see her body respond sexually, but there would be no verbal clue to encourage their erotic advances. 


  Monsieur’s fingers probed deep, running delicately along her labial lips with one finger pressing its way toward the bloody opening. She worried that he’d tug the string of her tampon, and force his way into her vagina. “Too bad my little whore can’t satisfy me here,” he said despairingly. 


  Yes, too bad, she thought. 


  “Next time,” he added, as that investigating finger moved slowly upward where he found the taut, rosy entrance to her rectum. She jerked, wincing, as he poked his finger into her anus and she felt his fingernail snag the tender flesh. Finding the opening in need of lubrication, he quickly grabbed for a jar of cold cream on the nightstand nearby. She looked back watching with some relief, as he smeared the slick substance into her crack and began an earnest massage of her ass with several fingers preparing the entrance for his enormous erection. 


  Scared as she was of what his prick would do to her, the pleasure was an indescribable joy. She seethed silently to herself, acknowledging how long it had been since any man, including Christopher, had taken the time to nurture her arousal. Of course, Monsieur was a Frenchman. He understood the nature of female arousal. This knowledge was as natural to him as Jillian’s submissive response was to her. Why not take pleasure in this man? 


  Jillian became so lost in the feel of his exquisitely probing fingers that she forgot about the end he aimed for. Even when she awakened enough to realize that he was about exchange his fingers for his erection, she played along, believing he couldn’t possibly hurt her now. But when the head of his cock pushed against her rectum door and began the slow, deliberate entry, her body clenched hard, stunned by the extremes that fat prick required.


  Every muscle in her body tensed. “Oh, no! I can’t,” she gasped. 


  “You’re too much a virgin,” the man complained. But he didn’t stop. Instead, he fondled her with his hands, through her clothes above and along her naked skin below as he eased even deeper inside the widening channel. She feared her body would rip apart, that he’d leave her ass as bloody as her vagina. But his attentive caress soon vanquished her concerns, her body opened wider still, and the whole of his erection was driven to the hilt where he nestled deep. 


  Jillian muffled the sounds of her distress as the fucking commenced in earnest. Monsieur had done enough to soothe this whore; she was on her own from there. Grabbing her hips and squeezing tightly, the Frenchman rammed her asshole hard. The fast thrusts made her insides howl, but at the same time, her submissive soul hung on, acknowledging the bliss in being so cruelly taken. She consciously squelched any overt signs of pleasure and groaned with disapproval the more the man’s big prick wrenched into her ass. Clutching the silk coverlet in her fists, her mouth opened in a silent scream. 


  Suddenly seizing her hair in his fist, Monsieur jerked her head back so he could see her face. He liked the look of her in desperation, and yet, he sensed that there was more behind her expression—pleasure, perhaps? He wanted to see a sign of that, too, although he knew she’d tried to hide the truth from him. There was a touch of regal arrogance about this one, which even Christopher’s heavy-handed training methods could not crush.


  The thrill that passed through Jillian when their eyes suddenly locked was enough to ignite her clenching groin and set free an orgasmic blast that had been threatening since this started. 


  He was cumming; she was cumming. Their bodies tensed in unison, and for a brief moment, they froze with his cock lodged deep and Jillian waiting. Then Monsieur’s cry rang out loudly, a deep, powerful cry of tortured pleasure that vibrating through Jillian’s every nerve. For her, anal sex was never the same, never quite as satisfying as a pussy fuck, but with Monsieur, the act was far better than sex of any kind with the man she served. 


  “Ahhh! Tres bien,” Monsieur sighed as he fell to the bed beside her and she collapsed against the mattress exhausted. 


  Jillian waited, wondering if he was the sexual athlete Christopher led her to believe?


  Her eyes opened on him, questioning if he’d insist she submit again. Yes, she’d taken him once, but another in her ass in a single night? She’d barely survived the first assault. Maybe he’d be satisfied with a blowjob, she prayed silently. 


  She watched him for a moment, as he lay motionless beside her. He lay so still, so silently. She couldn’t even see him breathe. Good god! Has he passed out? Worse yet, died? 


  She waited, too afraid to shake him. Maybe he was just sleeping. 


  Then he snorted. He’s been sleeping. Thank God!


  “Ah, my Cherie,” he said, as finally he turned on his side and petted her face with his hand. “You go do what you do now. I need to rest.”


  She was greatly relieved. 


  “Anything else you need?” she asked. 


  “No. I shall sleep like a baby until morning.”


  And she was sure he would. 


  Bound…


  Christopher never lived up to his promises. She should have known not to count on him to keep his word, especially when it came to her own sexual satisfaction. But Jillian could never understand why he was so reluctant. Maybe he was more aroused denying her than giving her the promised reward—even when that reward allowed him to exercise his sadistic bent with little restraint. 


  She knew he was not much for intimacy. But what kind of intimacy did it require to please her? Little, really. She was never in a position to give back when they engaged in a scene for mutual pleasure, so he wouldn’t have to embarrass himself with the uncomfortable possibility of relating on a level deeper than sex. It seemed her sexual desires should be perfectly safe for him. But maybe the intimacy wasn’t the problem. Maybe something caused him to avoid her, deny her, evade the subject for so many days until she practically forced the issue and he had little choice but to give her what she desired most. 


  Almost a week passed following her afternoon with Monsieur before Christopher finally made good on his promise. Jillian had almost given up, although the frustration in her body was becoming difficult to handle. One day she actually dragged her stash of rope from where she’d buried in the closet. The little inanimate friend had given her so much joy when she was a teenager, long before Christopher discovered her fetish. 


  She stood before her bathroom mirror and tied the clothesline around her waist, shuddering deeply as she tightened the cord so tight that it cut into her skin. She threaded the long loose end through her crotch, between her labia, to the right side of her clitoris, which made the little bud expand with blood and bulge luridly. Drawing the rope up the crack of her ass, she looped it over the rope band around her waist twice to secure it and tugged tight. She gasped longingly as a vile sensation of lust swelled inside her belly. 


  Threading the rope back down the crack and through her pussy on the other side of her clitoris, she pulled hard before she tied the end off at her waist. The crude look of self-imposed bondage inflamed her desire. She wanted to delve into her crotch, play with herself until she came. But instead, she decided to let her arousal build. She remembered well how it would swell at a feverish, unbearable pace before forcing her to answer its urgent demand. Tossing her blue pleated skirt over her hips, she secured the snap and zipper and then finished dressing, turning herself into the respectable looking young woman that she presented to the outside world. If they only knew what she wore under her clothes!


  Jillian went about her day, working with the cook in the kitchen; answering Christopher’s office mail and typing several letters, while the effect of the tight rope worked its magic. She could feel the heat in her soar, as with every move she made, the bindings rubbed against her skin and against her sensitive clit. It soon felt as if the desiring bud would explode, but she resisted the urgings, loving every small sensation that flooded through her lower body. For a time, she closed her eyes, breathed deep and allowed the tingling feelings to rise in her even further. While typing the letters, she lifted her skirt above her hips and sat with her bare, roped ass on the leather seat of Christopher’s office chair. She wiggled about erotically so that her clit would rub against the leather. If he’d been there, would she have been bold enough to show him what she’d done? Likely not, but the thought still passed through her mind to tantalize her hungering body more. 


  After three hours in bondage, her mind could hardly focus on her work. Once she even reached under her skirt and clutched the clothesline, tugging hard to make it tighten further. The deeper it cut into her flesh, the greater the pain. And how that pain washed through her in a beautiful shower of sensation! The damnable fact of the bondage was that the rope would eventually give, stretching over time; an annoying fact when all she wanted was to feel it cutting ever deeper into her skin, calling to that place in her psyche where the desire was born. In turn, her desperate, yearning psyche whispered back to her compliant body, ‘More Jillian more… harder, tighter, firmer, Jillian. Don’t stop.’


  With her efforts at concentration failing, Jillian finally pushed the papers to one side of the desk, rose from her chair and made for the alcove room where Christopher liked to rape her cunt. She’d never used the alcove for masturbating, preferring the safety of her bedroom. This was a risky choice since the door didn’t lock, no telling who might discover her there. But this time, even that prospect naughtily appealed to her sex-starved mind. Leaning back against the paneled wall, she undid her skirt and let it drop to the floor, while her hands snaked wildly over her tantalized skin. The fingers of her right hand flew for her clit, while her other hand tugged the rope hard and made her skin burn underneath. Within seconds, her crotch exploded in orgasm, her head fell back and she softly moaned as the spasming desire skirted her groin, brightening every atom and leaving her physically spent, if not completely satisfied. Afterwards, her fingers slowly roamed her sopping crotch, eking every restless sensation from her agitated body. She tugged a little more at the rope and sighing, began to emerge from the moment of splendor. 


  Finally, feeling quite sheepish, she wiped her hands on the Kleenex she’d brought with her, quickly untied the rope and pulled her skirt back over her naked crotch. When she exited the alcove room, she scooted up the stairs and hid the soiled rope in the back of her closet until she had time to wash it. 


  The sad truth came to her just a day later. Getting off by her own hand, pleasant as it was, was not a substitute for the yearning that constantly nagged at her now. It had been nearly two months since Christopher had given her the kind of sexual satisfaction that made their bizarre relationship work. Maybe he didn’t want her any more; maybe it was time for a change. 


  Jillian was pruning roses in the garden, absorbed in the lovely sensations of heady fragrances, warm sun and cool air. It was supposed to be a tonic to ward off the dangerous ache in her belly and what regrettable choices it might lead to. And yet, nature was a worthy conspirator that day. Everything she touched, every smell, every sound, the feel the air, the look of the earth and sky, set her body off on an erotic flight. She wanted to roll in the cool, rich dirt naked and get off. The image startled her so much that she had to physically shake it off. Doing so, her fingers slipped and she pricked her thumb on a thorn. “Ouch!” she murmured as she sucked the tip where a tiny bit of blood oozed. 


  “You looked too tempting to ignore, Jillian.” Christopher’s voice rose above the din of sounds in the open air and the whir of thoughts that filled her mind. As she turned around to face the man, her mind quickly emptied. Her heart beat a little faster, and her body quickened with hope. 


  “I was watching you from my reading room…” He stopped talking, as he saw her eyes light on the items he carried: the black rope, the gag and the cuffs. “Yes, it has been a while, hasn’t it?”


  “It has,” she answered, trying not to sound anxious when her entire body thrilled to the wickedness that swept her. 


  He viewed her for several seconds more, and having finally made up his mind, whisked past her saying: “Come with me.”


  Jillian wordlessly followed the man into the trees and then deeper into the wild woods where she’d never gone. He never allowed her to venture into the unmarked places of his property alone, claiming that there were no safe paths through the dense part of the forest. And yet now, they easily negotiated a well-traveled path that Christopher had obviously taken before, without her. 


  He stopped in a small clearing where a heavy oak branch hung like a mighty arm ready to scoop her in its grasp. 


  “Take off your clothes,” he ordered.


  Unlike the many times she was ordered to service him or his friends, there was no quarrel, no question of obedience in a scene like this. This was what she’d been waiting for and thus she quickly disrobed, leaving her clothes on a nearby stump. The cool air hardly mattered; her body was flushed with desire and growing hotter by the second. 


  Christopher began dressing her in a harness of black rope, weaving a familiar diamond pattern across her chest, through the crack of her ass, up through her crotch, on either side of her open labia lips and then along her back as well. When he finished, she looked as though she was wearing an elaborate body harness. The feel of the rope closing in around her body gave her chills of pleasure, making her lightheaded with joy. 


  Pleased with his work, he then ran a second slightly thinner black rope around her upper torso above her breasts first, then beneath them. He pulled it tight and connected the ropes above and below at the center between her tits, and on either side so that the fleshy orbs were oddly stretched, looking like two fat missiles projecting from her chest. He pinched her puckering nipples with metal clover clamps; the effect sending biting ribbons of pain on a journey through her roused nerves as she tried to absorb the pain. Her breathing became more labored before it settled again. She could feel her heavy crotch turn liquid, and her juices ooze from the opening between her legs. 


  Inspired by his feeling of control, he bound her wrists behind her and strung them up to the sagging oak branch above, so she was awkwardly posed. The position would eventually cause havoc to her shoulders, but that was not his concern; she’d learn to live with the discomfort. Finally, he forced her legs apart and bound her ankles to either end of a bare, straight branch that had fallen to the ground some time ago—he loved to improvise. 


  Her body was left vulnerable to the elements of nature, to the sun that occasionally peeked through the leafy canopy above, the air with its infernal, buzzing insects and the eventual chill as the day slid slowly toward evening. 


  Forcing a thick rubber ballgag into her mouth, he effectively gagged her speech. Her eyes were open wide in wonder. He’d never bound her in the out-of-doors. Would he leave her here alone? Let the forest ravage her? Let her mind torment her with fear? As much as she worried over the possibilities, the awful prospects were pure pleasure to a mind engaged in sexual submission. 


  Still, Christopher wasn’t yet finished; there was more in his devious mind, like his hand at her ass, forcing its way into her cleft where her anus puckered tight. He fished his fingers toward the doorway, thrusting beyond it and demanding that she relax. 


  “The more you clench, the worse it gets,” he warned.


  She tried to calm to herself, but that was useless, with her excitement and her fear billowing freely. 


  Christopher smiled, loving the way she suffered for him. 


  She twisted awkwardly in her bondage to get a better glimpse of what he’d effected, and then watched as he methodically worked a thick wooden shaft into her ass. He had to pull the rope aside, which chaffed the skin inside her groin. 


  “Humgh, umgh.” She grunted from behind her gag, and winced with pain when he shoved the projectile hard. But she finally relaxed, her body eased and the hefty thing slid all the way inside. 


  “There. Was that so bad?” he inquired in his mocking singsong. 


  “Un uh,” she groaned and shook her head ‘no’. Yes, the shaft was bearable, but its size would not let her forget that it was there. 


  “Good. Then you’re ready for the rest, I think.” 


  She had no idea what extremes he had in mind that day because he’d never done anything like this before. Her heart beat with excitement; her fear turned her on and the pressing eroticism made every nerve, every skin cell burn. 


  Christopher set several hooks along the sides of her rope-dress, which in turn, were snapped to rings at the ends of ropes he hung over the tree branch. Her torso was lifted upward so that her feet and the branch that bound them no longer touched the ground. Before the strain on her body became too great, just several seconds later, he lifted her legs upward and attached the spreader bar to a thick hook that dangled from the hefty branch. To help bear the weight of her legs, he wrapped ropes around her thighs and attached them to the branch as well. 


  Knowing that her neck and head could withstand the physical stress for more than a few minutes, Christopher attached a pre-made cradle of rope about a foot and a half square to the ropes at her shoulders, attaching the opposite end to the tree. With that in place, she’d been effectively hung in bondage from the huge oak, her pussy splayed and like the rest of her free-swinging in a prison of rope.


  With the bondage finished, and satisfied that her body was adequately supported, Christopher stepped back and admired his work. A thrill of satisfaction moved through him quickly—if only he had another submissive at his knees to satisfy his aching cock, he’d come. That climax would be worth the many hours of mental foreplay. But for the moment, it was enough just seeing the object of his skewed lust dangling before his eyes, immobile, confined and looking like a high-tech spider wrapped in a web of rope. The clamps on her nipples hung down, tempting him to tug them further, which would send throbbing twinges through her awakened body. But he contained the desire, forcing himself to relish the slow, difficult torture she was obliged to endure. This was all he’d hoped for and more. After weeks of fantasy and careful planning, he felt that he had created the perfectly bound woman. 


  He loved the way the rope held her pussy open wide, and how it was further widened by the position of her body. Her wet cunt glistened in the muted sunlight, while the tiny hole between her inner labia lips seemed to pulse with anticipation. 


  Taking a stick from the ground, he nudged the end of it just inside her juicy opening. 


  She gasped behind her gag. 


  “You like this, don’t you?”


  She could only shake her head in reply. 


  “Good, because I like it, too.” He fucked her with the stick for several seconds, sadistically watching her squirm. 


  The strain in Jillian’s muscles was like nothing she’d ever felt before. It was only mildly painful, and nothing was initially too agonizing to endure. And how beautifully her lust feasted on the texture of the rope while her body moved inside its stringent form.


  “How about these?” he asked, as he showed her another pair of glimmering clamps. “For your pussy lips. They look naked, don’t you think?”


  She stared at him blankly. 


  “Oh, of course, you can’t see yourself. Too bad. But take my word for it…” His hands moved under her as he attached the clamps to the plump flesh of her sex lips. “… And don’t worry; I have a plan for that, too.” He was about to move away, but he’d thought of something else. “One more thing, just one and you’ll be ready.”


  Ready for what? She asked herself. 


  He pulled something else from his pocket, which she couldn’t see, although it was painfully obvious a moment later when the hood her clitoris felt the biting pinch of something metal clamped over the sensitive slip of skin. 


  “I won’t crank it up too hard just yet. I want you reasonably cognizant for a while.”


  It took a couple of minutes for the effect of the last clamp to ease, and yet, that one and the other clamps tugged firmly on her privates in a way she’d find difficult to ignore. It was hard to ignore any one of the many tortures—and perhaps ignoring them is the wrong way to describe the bizarre experience. Together, the compounding sensations fueled her pressing hunger. No specific one annoyed her more than the others, and there wasn’t one she wished weren’t there. 


  “I had in mind, Jillian,” her tormentor strolled in front of her, gazing into her eyes, through the web of rope across her face, “that this scene is much too extraordinary not to share. What do you think?”


  Of course, she couldn’t answer his question. 


  Smiling deviously, he disappeared from view for a couple of minutes, and when he returned, he held his digital camera pointed in her direction. 


  “I found a website on the Internet where I think you should be immortalized.” He clicked off shot after shot as he informed her of his plan, working his way from one end of her body to the other, and then continuing his trip down her other side, taking her picture from every possible angle. “I wish I had someone here to work the camera while I work you over, but I imagine we can do just as well on our own,” he continued, as if she were an active participant in this scene. “I want to be sure that we have a good shot of your pussy.” He moved to the ground beneath her and began taking pictures from that direction. “Ah, beautiful! I’d like to capture how your pretty cunt glistens.” He laughed. “But you know, you’re leaking so much, I’d better move away, or I’ll drown in your juices.”


  Her arousal and the deep humiliation soared, as she realized what the man was scheming to do. He’d always threatened to expose her bondage fetish on the Internet—claiming that there was so much porn on the Net that no one she knew would ever find her. She never believed he’d actually do it. Obviously, she’d been wrong!


  “Here, why don’t you look?” 


  Christopher pointed the digital camera screen toward her amazed eyes, so she could see the images he’d taken. She would have dropped her jaw in awe if it had been possible. Instead, her heart beat a little more frantically and the muscles in her cunt tightened as she saw the color pictures of herself crudely bound to the tree. Her crotch throbbed wantingly, feeling desperate for something to fill the awful emptiness that clawed at her insides, tormenting her with the hoped-for orgasm Christopher was sure to withhold. She’d never been one to spontaneously erupt without the direct stimulation of her clitoris, and he knew that. It only added to his satisfaction watching her body squirm in desperation.


  As soon as Christopher finished taking pictures, he laid the camera down and took off into the woods, leaving Jillian alone. There was always a period of time during her bondage sessions when he left her by herself. She marked the time by the beats of her heart—although she’d always lose count, as the sensation of restraint took over. This time, her mind was gone the moment the forest stopped rustling from his footsteps. Her thoughts drifted as she swung a bit on the breeze that began to rise around her. She felt like one of the fluttering leaves or the insects drifting in the air.


  The gentle tug of the ropes made her skin burn hotter and her nerves became more sensitive, so that she could hardly stand to feel herself—especially where it was worst, in her lower belly. The strain on her muscles added to her arousal. She’d always loved it when Christopher forced her arms and shoulders back and tethered them firmly. Though it made no sense to her why she would find so much satisfaction in the cumbersome pose, it did, regardless.


  Minutes passed, too many to count. She lost track of time and then worried because he hadn’t returned. 


  Her helplessness overwhelmed her mind. And thoughts of abandonment turned her pleasure into mortal fright. Her sudden panic made her fidget, as if she could find a way out of the ropes. What if Christopher didn’t return? What if he were suddenly stricken and no one knew that she was here? She would die in bondage, tied to this magnificent tree? Tears welled freely in her eyes, as the awful possibilities paraded through her scared mind.


  Then something changed, abruptly, unexpectedly. Her panic disappeared. The tree from where she hung, with its powerful roots lodged deep in the earth, began to beat inside her, as if she’d become one with it. She calmed, and let that influence soothe her. Her teary eyes closed, she breathed deep and almost believed she slept for several seconds, maybe longer in the comfort of her rough cocoon.


  The way she returned to consciousness was much like waking up. 


  She smelled smoke. 


  Cigar smoke, familiar and welcome. 


  Opening her eyes, she spotted Christopher moving along the path toward her, puffing on his Cuban import, smirking. He did that so well—smirk. 


  “Hum, my pet.” He ran his fingers along her side and her body immediately reacted. The sensation was almost too torturous to bear. 


  “You want to come, don’t you?”


  She nodded. 


  “And you were worried that I wouldn’t come back.”


  She nodded again. 


  “You always worry. No faith in me at all.” He shook his head sadly. Too bad I’m in a particularly sadistic mood tonight. It wasn’t a very good day and I need to take my aggressions out on you, so you’ll have to bear with me for a while yet.”


  This was not uncommon. At least half of their sessions were punctuated by the hard pain. However, a good beating wasn’t easy to accomplish with Jillian’s body strung up in a way that made it difficult to strike the fleshier, more satisfying parts. Strutting around her, he noticed his dilemma, feeling a bit annoyed by what he saw. Just causing her nipples, labia and clit more hurt might be good for her, but it wasn’t active, or forceful enough for him. 


  Time to take her down, at least in part. 


  He worked fast now, since the hunger in his groin was beginning to overwhelm him. While jawing on his cigar, he quickly untied the ropes that cradled her head and neck, and those that held the spreader bar, her legs and her torso. Releasing her that much, she was back on her feet again, although a bit shaky, her thighs weak and her knees threatening to buckle. 


  Jillian could hardly stand, but fought to withstand giving into the feeling, realizing the danger if her legs buckled and her entire weight hung on her strained shoulders and arms.


  Christopher might have given her some assistance, but since she looked reasonably steady on her trembling legs, he continued with his plan, using a bundle of switches he’d collected in the woods to flail her body. He came at her from all sides as she twisted inside her ropes. But she quickly found that there was no better place to be hit. Perhaps her back and ass, but she couldn’t predict where he’d strike. If she turned to avoid a strike there, her tender sides might be painfully cut. The effect of the clamps on her cunt and breasts only amplified her distress with every move. They tugged hard. She finally gave up her fight, letting him have her ass and shoulders without any attempt to avoid the strikes. She hardly resisted when he moved to flail her front side, her clamped breasts and grinding belly. Her body quickly streaked from the intensity of the blows; some slashed her skin enough to cut, but the desire in her body soared. She had to come. She needed to come. God, if she could only release the burden without her needing him to manipulate her clit, she would be happy. But since that was not possible, she waited until he was finished beating her. 


  Knowing exactly what she was waiting for, he moved in close with a twisted grin passing over his lips. “This is what you want, isn’t it?” he said. His fingers lightly grazed across her pussy lips. 


  “Humgh, uh uh.” She could only groan. 


  She choked as his cigar smoke got inside her nostrils. 


  “Oh, I’m sorry,” he said, mockingly as he took the burning cigar from his mouth. “Hard to breathe?”


  He then squashed the lit end against her left ass cheek. 


  “Eeeeeeeeeeeiimmmmmmm.” She cried from behind the gag. 


  He only smirked more meanly as her body jerked from the scorching burn.


  Untying her legs from the spreader bar signaled the end. Oh! Yes, this she could handle, and she could imagine the end… the final climax of his brutality. Seconds later, he jerked the pussy clamps from her labia and the pain careened through her body as he held her steady. She still hadn’t come. 


  Then the nipple clamps were loosened and the roaring pain made her legs buckle.


  “Easy, girl,” he said, as kept her from falling to the ground. “Don’t give out on me now.”


  He saw her despair and the pained expression her face. Perhaps he worried that he’d taken her too far this time. 


  But that wasn’t the case. When he removed the clit clamp, he did so gently and the sudden flood of blood to the place had the exact effect he wanted. A few flicks of his fingers on the re-energized skin and she would be cumming.


   Feeling his desire as urgently as she felt hers, Christopher set her arms free and pushed her toward the trunk of the big oak. While smashing her front side against the rough bark, he lifted her ass, pulled the ropes from her crotch and plunged himself into a pussy so steamy and wet that it came on his dick with the very first thrust. He forced her against the tree, rutting hard with powerful strokes. Minutes into the reckless screwing, he stopped and pulled the wooden shaft from her ass—too much to contend with and have what he wanted. Freed of that, she was wilder still, coming hard again and again, unaware that the way the tree abused her as badly as Christopher’s stinging birches. He came, too, grunting the way he always did, and done, the pair collapsed to the ground; Jillian too weakened to stand and Christopher feeling almost as depleted as she was. 


  Every muscle in Jillian’s body ached for days. Her neck had been badly twisted and the birching left places on her skin streaked with scars that would take several weeks to fade. The initial impact of the session frightened her, as much for the pleasure she realized as the lingering pain—and the fear that they had finally gone as far as they could go before the damage would be too great to risk. Why had he waited so long this time? If only he’d come to her sooner, perhaps the ravaging would have been less ruthless. But the wait was too long, the build-up too great and the scene too close to negligent to relish without also hearing the warning whisper, cautioning her to be careful. For days after, she was afraid to be with him again. And her nagging fears would take a long time to subside. 


  She loved it so and wanted more. But how was that possible when they’d gone this far and there was no more safe territory to explore? 




  Chapter Three - Johnny Gold


  For several weeks following her session in the woods, Jillian was content with her body. Her intense need for being tightly bound seemed to subside. Whether she feared going further, or had simply had enough to keep her happy for a long while, it didn’t matter. She wasn’t obsessing on the feelings as she once did, or surreptitiously binding herself, or daydreaming awful sexual extremes. And thankfully, Christopher demanded little of her sexually. He hadn’t used her ‘on the fly’ since the incident, or given her away. Maybe their afternoon in the woods scared him too. 


  A little over a month after that awesome day, Christopher finally broke the tenuous impasse—just as she was starting to get used to their new routine. He was agitated and very cross. Looking up from his morning paper at the breakfast table, he scowled at her. 


  “Get over here,” he ordered. 


  The unexpected order surprised her and she hesitated, finally asking, “Whatever for?”


  “Whatever for? Because I said so.”


  There was something lethal in his voice, as though he was spitting daggers. Her bones shook ominously and she moved quickly. 


  She stood to his left, while he placed a hand on her ass and squeezed hard. She winced, but stayed quiet, concluding that the stalemate between them had finally been broken. She expected him to rise from his chair and push her into the alcove where he’d take the pressure off his over-agitated body. But he wasn’t even that decent this time. 


  Unconcerned with who might find them, he turned in his chair, pulled his fully erect organ from his pants and ordered: “Sit on it!”


  “What?”


  “You heard me.”


  “Here?”


  “Yes, here.”


  “But what if…”


  “It’s my house, Jillian. You and everyone else around here should remember that. I’ll do what I want with you, anywhere I choose.”


  She could feel her cheeks begin to burn hot. But her pussy was suddenly swimming in her juices. Apparently, his ignoring her did matter and now her betraying body was happily replying. 


  “Sit on it!” he spit out with scorn dripping heavily from the clipped command. “With your asshole,” he then added. 


  By that time, she was resigned to being fucked—but in her dry ass?


  “You’re going to have to grease me,” she said, as she raised her skirt. 


  “Well, that’s a problem, isn’t it?” he said mockingly, since he rather liked the idea of reaming her dry. 


  “Please, Christopher!” she pleaded. 


  “Not to worry,” he said. “I’ll just butter you up a bit.” 


  He dipped his fingers in the butter dish at his side, reached under her skirt and smeared the greasy stuff around and inside her anus. 


  “That’s good enough,” he decided. He grabbed her by the waist and turned her around, then sat her bared bottom down on his lap. His spear hit its mark with little exploration. As if it were a heat-seeking missile, he quickly nestled his member deep. Thankfully, her body expanded readily, even though she found the act disgusting. When he began to pump her hard, she bore down on him with as much force as she could manage, hoping that he’d get off quick. 


  “Play with your pussy,” he ordered her as his cruel desire swooned around her. He then reached around and grabbed for the breasts, tugging at her blouse so that he could have her naked skin. Once he found it, he viciously pinched her nipples and listened to her shriek. “Play with your pussy!” he demanded again. 


  Oddly, her sexual arousal failed to engage. While the crudity of his manner had jump-started her sexual engines in seconds, it didn’t have any lasting effect after that first instantaneous reaction. Her body bristled with anger as she realized how much she really hated this awful scene. If only he’d tie her, bind her tight, abuse her the way she loved it best, she’d be too weak to object and her body would respond willingly. But not this time, this way.


  Despite her objections, Jillian knew that Christopher would only hammer her harder if she didn’t obey him; so complying became the lesser evil. Pulling her dress up over her thighs, she found her clit and began rubbing it, as if she might actually get off. Thankfully, he came just minutes later and she didn’t need to bother finishing. He didn’t care if she came. Once he was finished, he pushed her off his lap and handed her his napkin, which he made her use to wipe him clean. 


  “I think you’d better use that tonic of yours to cleanse this,” she said. 


  “You just do your job.”


  He was hardly less agitated than when he started. Something was wrong, she suspected, but of course, he wouldn’t be telling her what that was. He did, however, inform her of an important business later in the day. 


  “I have a gentleman coming this afternoon. Make sure I’m not disturbed.”


  “Of course. I’ll tell the servants.”


  “Good.”


  He directly rose from his seat, zipped his fly and left the room. 


  


  Jillian didn’t see Christopher’s visitor, but she heard him. She heard the arguments from the foyer as she was passing through. And for a several minutes, she even stood under the stairway, hidden, trying to get an idea of what the heated quarrel was about. To her dismay, the angry voices calmed enough so that she could hear only a murmur of sounds coming from the office. At least she knew why Christopher had been so agitated that morning. Obviously, his appointment wasn’t a pleasant one and he suspected that going in. Shrugging it off, she moved on to the downstairs den where she planned to exercise.


  A half hour later, Jillian returned to the main floor and was crossing through the foyer again, this time moving quickly to make sure that she wasn’t caught in the crossfire. The hair on the back of her neck stood on end—a premonition. Any second, she expected someone to burst through Christopher’s office door. 


  Sure enough, just as she was starting up the staircase, Christopher flung the office doors wide open. 


  “Jillian!” His biting voice stopped her cold. 


  “Yes?” She turned. 


  “Where have you been?”


  She moved off the stairs, trying to remain calm in the face of his accusing tone.


  “Exercising?” she said, being bit flippant. “What do you think?” She hadn’t planned to sound so sarcastic.


  She suddenly felt a stinging blow to her right cheek as the palm of Christopher’s hand connected with her face.


  “What the hell did you do that for?” she backed away, and up the stairs. 


  He shook his finger at her. “I’ll deal with you later.”


  “Later about what?” She suddenly stared beyond him to the man standing at the office door. 


  “You’re a stupid, little bitch girl, you know that?”


  “Leave her alone!” the stranger jumped in.


  Christopher whirled around. “This is my business, boy!”


  Bewildered, Jillian continued cautiously up the stairs while watching the two men face off. Nothing came of the brief showdown and Christopher turned back to her, leveling his next order as if it were a matter of life and death, “Get to your room, now.”


  He hadn’t called her ‘girl’ in years, and it brought back a memory of the past that she just as soon not recall. “But I thought you wanted something from me?” she retorted as sassily as she’d spoken before. Halfway up the stairs, she considered herself a safe distance away.


  “Yes, you’re supposed to be here when I need you, and you’re just gallivanting like the silly, witless tramp you are.”


  None of this made sense. But her cheeks burned hot hearing his scathing rebuke. 


  “Well, I really think I will retire to my room and let you cool off,” she said coldly. 


  “Jillian!” he called to her.


  She could feel his steely eyes boring into her back as she made her way to the top of the stairs. But she refused to answer him.


  Trying to forget the awful scene and her present anger, she put on clothes for working in the garden. She couldn’t stay in the house a moment longer. Certainly, the comfort of the serene outside, and the cool air to clear her head would put her mood back where it belonged—as if she knew what that was anymore. 


  Ten minutes later, she could still hear heated voices as she opened her bedroom door. Not wanting to get in the middle of the battle again, she moved quickly through the servant’s quarters to the back stairs and down to the garden door. She stood in the back hallway outside the kitchen poised to leave, when she heard the sound of the office door opening. Her curiosity piqued, she turned toward the front of the house, surprised to see that Christopher’s guest was making his way toward her, apparently on his way out. 


  Why not the front door? she wondered to herself. 


  “Excuse me,” he said as he grabbed his jacket from the hall-tree and put it on.


  “Of course,” she replied, looking at him puzzled. 


  He opened the door and was about to walk out, his retreat hasty, his emotions still on edge, when he suddenly, deliberately turned back. 


  “Hey, you want to come with me?”


  “Do what?”


  “Come with me?”


  Her heart leapt with a strange surge of excitement. 


  “You don’t belong in this house any more than I do.”


  “You want me to go with you? I don’t understand.” She was tempted to smile at the rash invitation, but she had the feeling he was serious. Handsome guy, she thought as her eyes searched his face.


  “How about we talk outside,” she whispered, while giving him a gentle shove. Once outside, she added, “I don’t even know you. Why would you ask me to go with you?” She was as amused by the invitation as she was curious. 


  “And I don’t know you either, but I can see that you’re caught in the man’s trap. I’m taking off for LA on my bike. I could use the company. Why not?”


  “You’re serious?”


  He had to think a minute. “Yeah, I am.”


  Jillian felt strange with this guy—he was definitely a ‘guy’, not a boy or a man. And she loved his look, like a sexy, restless wanderer—unruly hair, a ruddy face, broad shoulders. Something about him was familiar, like she’d seen him before. In her daydreams a hundred times, maybe. And he was really serious. Her inner dialogue battled back and forth as she actually considered the absurd invitation. She wasn’t a rash woman. She’d never done anything spontaneous in her entire life. Why was she even speaking to him now, let alone considering his stunning proposal? 


  “Well, thanks for the offer, it’s just that…” she stopped because she couldn’t come up with a decent explanation for why she shouldn’t leave that sounded as if she believed it. 


  “It’s just that you haven’t been given a chance to leave that man’s clutches. You don’t have to go, hon, but I’ll be happy to take you with me.” 


  She liked his cocky smirk.


  “But I don’t even know you!”


  “Hey, that’s what the trip is for, getting to know me.”


  “But…” she shook her head, smiling, feeling a little afraid that the man would suddenly be gone and she’d never see him again and regret that her entire life. 


  “I’m Christopher’s bastard son. Does that help?”


  “Oh, my god!” She felt as if she’d just been punched in the stomach. 


  He smiled. “Hey, it was just a weird thought, probably just revenge. But I’m staying in town for the night, if you change your mind.”


  “Yeah, sure. It was just a silly thought, huh?” she said, dazed. 


  He shrugged as he hopped on his motorcycle. 


  “What’s your name, anyway?” she asked as he started the bike. 


  “Johnny Gold,” he said, still smiling as he gunned the engine and took off. 


  


  Jillian worked in the garden for nearly an hour before she had the courage to venture back inside the house. All she could think of as she weeded the peony bed was Johnny Gold, Christopher Hurst’s bastard son. That’s what he called himself with a chip-on- the-shoulder attitude. Who considered him a bastard, she wondered? Christopher Hurst or Johnny Gold himself? With little thought, she could make up a whole history for the guy… raised by a single mom, a hard luck story, probably moving from place to place, and every so often his mama asked for a handout from his absent, wealthy father. But there’d been an agreement between them long before, and a tough as nails Christopher Hurst wouldn’t budge. The resentment poured from the young man’s eyes like steel blades. Maybe his mama was dead now, or just missing, along with Jillian’s mother, both casualties of Christopher Hurst’s unforgiving heart… maybe that’s how his life had unfolded. Or maybe he was just a swindling conman trying to take what he could from a wealthy man. 


  When the cold wind of the afternoon finally forced her back inside the house, Jillian discovered that Christopher wasn’t there. 


  “He left shortly after the boy did,” Marie told her. 


  “You know the boy?” she asked the maid. “Johnny Gold?”


  “Never seen him before,” she replied. “Nice looking guy, though. Little rough, but that don’t hurt nothing.”


  “No, it doesn’t,” Jillian agreed. 


  She went to her room to change her clothes, mulling over the odd conversation with Johnny, and finding that her physical response was something akin to the sexual anticipation she felt before a bondage session with Christopher. 


  “Oh, I’m just horny,” she finally announced aloud to no one but herself. She immediately dismissed the silly idea of taking off on a foolish—not to mention dangerous—journey with a total stranger.


  She busied herself for several minutes folding her laundry, but despite her attempts to think of something other than Johnny, her mind kept returning to the image of tearing down the Interstate on the back of his bike, the wind in her hair, her face flushed, her heart finally free. 


  The more the minutes passed, the more the swell of excitement built inside her. She was quaking, one moment scared, the next certain that Johnny Gold was an angel sent to rescue her life from impending disaster. 


  She stared out the window trying to blank her mind, put her thoughts at rest, but it didn’t work. It all came back to her. Leave Christopher. If nothing else, just leave! 


  Why not leave? Why stay? Maybe that was Johnny’s purpose, to get her moving, thinking toward the future that she wanted, not the one she was afraid of. Yes, that’s a reasonable idea, she thought.


  But it wasn’t enough to plan her departure. She had to leave now!


  Calling down to the kitchen, she excused herself from dinner—she had a headache, she explained drowsily. Then she moved fast. She dressed warmly, threw a few essentials into her college book bag and left her room. After a quick detour into Christopher’s bedroom for one last item to add to her bag, she fled down the back stairs for the second time that day. When she reached the hallway, she heard the front door open at the other end of the house. Christopher was back; she had to go now or she’d never leave. Slipping out without being seen by either the cook or Marie, she darted through the evening shadows to the garage where Christopher stored his old Mercedes. Though it hadn’t been driven in months, it started on the first turn of the key, as if had been ready and waiting for this very moment. It only had to get her into town. 


  


  Jillian spotted Johnny Gold’s Harley parked in front of the Nick’s Tavern & Grill, just where she expected he’d be on a Thursday night in Cold River Falls. Driving three blocks past the place, she parked the Mercedes in an isolated corner of the library parking lot, left the keys under the mat and locked the door behind her, hoping that no one had seen her, or recognized Christopher’s car.  


  Drawing in a deep breath of air to clear away her nervous fear, she headed toward Nick’s with her backpack flung over her shoulder.  Relieved once more, she sighed again when the door of the smoky tavern closed behind her, as if it were shutting out an era that would not return. 


  Her heart still beat fast and she needed to calm, but she wanted to find Johnny first. Gazing around the unfamiliar tavern, she felt out of place in the rough surroundings. But she imagined that she’d have to get used to places like this one if she was planning to travel with Johnny. Yes, that’s what she planned to do. Something rash. A move so totally out of character that it would take Christopher days before he’d even consider it, if he ever did. That was what she was counting on: that he’d never link her disappearance to Johnny Gold. 


  Moving through the crowd, as if she knew exactly what she was doing, and wasn’t trembling head to toe, she made her way toward the back of the tavern where she finally spotted Johnny drinking a beer at the bar. He had his back to her. 


  “You said you were serious,” she announced in a cool, crisp voice. “Was I wrong?”


  The barstool creaked as Johnny slowly swiveled around. His gaze was level, interested, as his eyes moved from her face to her feet, taking in everything in-between. 


  He grinned with half his mouth, cockily. “Yeah.” Then he raised his eyebrows thoughtfully, ran his hand through his brown hair to smooth it off his face and said: “But we sure as hell don’t want to stay here the night.”


  “I agree.” She felt as if she was about to explode. Was she really running away?


  “You ever been on a motorcycle?” Johnny asked.


  “Never,” she answered.


  “Then you’re gonna learn real quick.”




  Chapter Four  - The Open Road


  “Oh, god yes!” She felt his cock crash inside her cunt until it hit her cervix with a painful bang. “More!” she shouted. “Yes, yes yes!” She was cumming, cumming hard, her belly grinding into his groin as if she could swallow the man whole inside her. When she felt his cock surge with climax and heard his steady, even groan fill the air, another series of spasms triggered deep inside her. She writhed against him hard, thinking that the sensation would never end. “Yes, dammit,” she seethed now under her breath. “Gawd yes!”


  Finally exhausted, Jillian collapsed against the lumpy mattress too tired for more. 


  Johnny pulled himself off the bed. “Damn, girl, what is it with you, anyway? You not had sex in year?” he asked. He lit a cigarette in celebration. 


  She smiled. “No, not exactly. But…” There was no way to explain. “Just feels that way, doesn’t it?”


  She was naked with a man she’d met just twelve hours before. And they were fucking—had been fucking for two of that twelve hours—holed up in a shabby nondescript motel somewhere in Upstate New York. That’s as far as they got before the vibrating ride on the Harley, compounded by the instant chemistry, sent them searching for a place to spend the remainder of the night. It was also damned cold that far north this time of year, and Jillian was nearly frozen by the time Johnny finally pulled in front of the Garden Rest motel with its green roof, faded shutters and weedy parking lot. 


  “Hell, girl, you should have said something,” he said, when he saw her shivering. “Let’s get you warmed up.” 


  He drew her a hot bath and she soaked for nearly an hour, until she was shriveled as a prune and so horny that she was playing with herself in the tub. 


  “You always do that?” Johnny asked. He’d been peeking in the door. 


  She’d nearly jumped from her skin, blushing with embarrassment.


  “Sorry. You’re just awfully pretty to watch.”


  “You bastard!” she shot back at him. “Oops, I didn’t mean to say that. I’m sorry.” She pulled out of the tub and grabbed a towel. 


  “Hey, don’t worry. I was the one looking.”


  They were awkwardly close in the tiny bathroom—she in just a towel, he shirtless. She kept thinking he’d move outside so she could dress. It was his idea to share a room to save expenses. Had he really counted on sex as part of the bargain? It wouldn’t have been all that bad if he had—she’d had far worse sex partners—but at least he could have told her in advance. 


  “Yes, you were looking.” He was really very sexy. A bare chest, rippling with tight muscles; she could sense his sexual power. A little drizzle of cum juice leaked from her cunt, mingling with the water dripping down between her thighs. When he reached out to her, she seemed to melt from his touch. Moving closer, he leaned in and kissed her lips. 


  “You always move so fast on a girl?” she whispered.


  “Just when I really like what I see.”


  “And you’re sure this is not revenge?”


  He pulled back. “What? Revenge against Hurst? No. I’d want you even without him in the picture.”


  He touched her face lightly, and the side of her wet arm, and then ran his fingers delicately down to her hip. He gently grabbed her and pulled her forward for a first, really genuine kiss. Their mouths opened and their tongues danced a for a time as they got used to the aroma of an unfamiliar body, and the taste and the feel and the way the passion began to build between them. 


  “Humm,” he quietly hummed as her inhibitions began to recede and he could feel her body respond.


  She liked the way he hummed and the way he pulled the towel away so their bare chests met and the liquid on her body fused them together.


  He placed his hand along her pubic mound, cupping his fingers against the silky hair, allowing one to snake its way between her labia until it found her clit. He wondered how much of the wetness there was bathwater, and how much was the product of her sexual arousal. 


  “You’re not gonna get weird if we fuck, are you?” he asked. 


  “Weird, how so?”


  “Indignant, angry, uptight. I don’t want to lose a friend if we make love.”


  “We’re already friends?”


  “You took off with me on my Harley for two hundred miles. We got to call it something.”


  “How about anonymous lovers,” she suggested. “I like the way that sounds.”


  “Okay, lover,” he said with a teasing smirk, “let’s live up to the name.”


  Johnny abruptly picked her up and carried her to the bed, where he filled her cunt with his pressing erection and they both came in hardly more than a minute. 


  She marveled at her exhilaration… so different from fucking one of Christopher’s friends. For the first time in a short life with a long sexual history, she was completely free to enjoy herself with a man.


  She wanted to explore him, every square inch of his flesh. His eyes, his throat, his armpits, his chest and sides and belly and the fragrant crotch that pulsed before her like a beckoning treasure. She poured herself on his body with kisses as if she’d never been with a man before, finding herself amazed by the way his weighty ball sac felt cupped in her hand, and the way his cock tasted with her cum juice coating the surface, and the way he could touch her gently and still transmit the masculine firmness she loved. She had his penis rising again in just fifteen minutes. When it came time to enter her again, she lay back against the mattress and raised her arms above her head. He got the message that she wanted to be held there; she had a fondness for a little restraint. As he grabbed her hands, she seemed to swoon under him. Sliding his erection into her again, Johnny Gold held himself above her and gazed down.


  “Don’t you want me to touch you?” she asked with a sheepish grin.


  “No. You look pretty this way with your tits all stretched out. He leaned down and plucked a nipple with his mouth and sucked for a while, then moved to the other where he did the same.  He could feel her pussy tighten against his cock the more he drew her sensitive nipples into his mouth and grazed his teeth against that swollen skin. As his organ responded to her clenching pussy, his desire magnified like a cloud of smoke billowing around them. This long slow tease evolved wordlessly, as they kissed, as they stared into each other’s eyes and wondered, as their bodies moved, his freewheeling, hers restrained.


  For the first time in her memory, Jillian’s body spiked with sensation and she didn’t come down from that high plateau. Waves of pleasure continued to surge through her belly and downward, as if they’d never stop. She fought against his confining hands for a time, desperate to touch him back, to run her palm across his face and her fingers along the firm muscles of his chest. She wanted to grab his round buns and squeeze them as his cock moved inside her and the spasms increased. The more he moved on her, kissed her, pinched her nipples and fed her lust, the more her longing increased. 


  Jillian could feel that longing in the way she strained against him, but he remained unyielding, holding her hands in place with an iron grip. 


  There’d be a time for touching him later, she was forced to conclude and forced to submit. 


  Her submission finally brought him to a crashing climax, and Jillian to the peak of pleasure. At the end, she never wanted to move again. She wanted to remain there forever and think of nothing but this present bliss.


  The spent lovers lay in a tranquil heap for a time, silent and thoughtless as their bodies recovered and their breath returned to normal. She didn’t want to think; that would only bring her mind back to reality and the fact of her unexpected rescue from Christopher’s grasp. If only this would last. If only Johnny Gold were this perfect forever. 


  Before they slept that night, he burrowed between her legs for oral sex. The instant he began there she was shocked—this was not supposed to happened, not the way it was between men and women. But he lapped at her pretty pink cunt as if he relished every drop of her sexual juices, as if he adored her responsive clit and wanted to see her come again—this time on his mouth and tongue. She’d never had oral sex performed on her, not ever in her sordid past. That thought chilled her to the bone. She didn’t deserve this much kindness, this much attention, this much care. Why? Why would Johnny Gold want to love her this way when he hardly knew her?


  In the morning, the sky was as blue as cornflowers, the sun a great yellow beast in the sky. Her hair flew wildly as they took off toward Chicago on his Harley, against the wind, against the tide of her life until then. Every minute was another revelation, another piece of heaven. 


  The trip was long but rarely tedious. They stopped once between Detroit and the Lake Michigan shoreline, fucking breezily for several hours before they exhaustedly fell asleep. She was getting used to coming with a man inside her. After spending a day of clinging to his back, vibrating against the seat with her crotch pressed tightly to his ass, this was the only logical result. This was heaven, too. 


  Once in Chicago, she traded for cash the small stash of valuables that she’d taken from the house, save one. That one she’d never sell. The rest yielded enough to buy her another pair of jeans, leather pants, a couple of T-shirts, a leather jacket and boots. She looked in the mirror of the leather shop and realized that Jillian Ingalls she knew had disappeared. She was just plain Jill, now, Johnny Gold’s girl. 


   They smoked weed with Johnny’s friends in a tiny walk-up near the El, where the sound of the trains laid low in the consciousness like a soothing song that never stops. They fucked there on a single mattress tossed in the corner of the living room. Jill was high for three days, too stoned to think of anything but food and sex. Sometime during the visit, she would remember later, Johnny fucked her mouth, his prick driving deep while one of his friends ate her pussy. When they exchanged places she fucked both their dicks simultaneously, a feat she smiled about then, and was in awe of later. Had that really happened? 


  “Who was that in bed with us in Tonto’s flat?” she asked Johnny when they stopped for dinner at a McDonald’s on their way to St. Louis. 


  “You don’t remember?”


  “No,” she grinned, beginning to blush. Her brown hair was longer now, and was never styled anymore. At first, she let the wind turn it into a tousled mess. Then in Chicago, Johnny bought her a helmet, which only messed it more. Though in this case, ‘messed’ was sexy, ‘messed’ was wild and unruly, ‘messed’ was looking like a trampy flirt when she got off the bike, pulled off the helmet and took her seat in a restaurant, shaking out her hair. 


  “You have any idea what a sexy babe you’ve become?”


  “Babe?” She blushed. 


  “Yeah, you’re quite the slut, and I mean that in a good way.”


  “Thanks. So, who was that at Tonto’s?”


  “You have a problem with it?”


  “No, not really.”


  “That’s good. He paid me enough to buy you the helmet.”


  “What?”


  “Why not?”


  “You sold me?”


  “Only sort of.”


  Her face paled. “What do you mean, sort of?”


  “You’re mad.”


  “I don’t know. I wish you’d said something, let it be my decision.”


  “Sorry. It just came up and you weren’t in any position to ask at that moment.”


  Old angers re-surfaced. She hadn’t felt the bite of it since they left New York.


  


  A day later, the scene had hardly changed. “So, what’s eating you… you’re not still pissed about the guy in Chicago, are you?”


  “Yeah, I am.” Jill looked around—it was another seedy restaurant. At least it wasn’t fast food. They might even get a decent hamburger. The booth in the back of the place was reasonably private, and at that hour, only a handful of tables were occupied. Her attention returned to Johnny.


  “Then why don’t you just say so?”


  “I figured you knew, since I’ve hardly spoken to you since McDonald’s last night.”


  “I’d rather have my women be more direct with me.”


  “We’ll I’m being direct now,” she sassed, her voice unusually shrill.


  “Whew! You got one hellava nasty streak, don’t you?”


  “You would too, if you’d been through what I’ve been through.” 


  “So? What? You’re blaming your life on what, Christopher Hurst?” he asked.


  “I’m not blaming my life on anyone, least of all Christopher Hurst. But you’re hardly one to talk. You never have explained yourself and why you were at his house that day.”


  “Anymore than you’ve explained why you were living with that jerk.”


  “I didn’t have much choice.”


  “You always have choice.”


  “Right.” The spiteful sarcasm of the last several years—what she thought she’d left behind with Christopher—seemed to have found another venue. 


  “You know, I’m a pretty good listener.”


  No, she wouldn’t have known. It was impossible to have a conversation on the bike. And when they weren’t fucking in the evening or grabbing a bite to eat, they were sleeping soundly. There hadn’t been much time for anything else, with the exception of the three stoned days in Chicago. They had to keep moving, something about getting to LA by the end of the month—not that Johnny was actually pushing that hard. Still, until now, her traveling companion just didn’t seem to be the kind of guy who really wanted to talk. 


  “So, you’re a good listener, huh?”


  “Sure. Why not? We have the time.” He looked out the rain-spattered window. 


  “I guess so,” she said, as she watched the light drizzle turn into a hard downpour. 


  “Lady at the counter says that it’s supposed to keep this up all night and all day. I guess we’ll crash in the motel next door.”


  “Oh, wow.” She considered this information a little scary. Maybe they would have to talk. Was that a good thing? She wasn’t sure. Somehow Johnny Gold hadn’t impressed her as a friend as much as he impressed her as a proficient lover.  


  “Hey, what’s the problem? Just satisfy my curiosity a little. Why did you hook up with Christopher Hurst?”


  “I ‘hooked up’ with Christopher because I really didn’t have anywhere else to go… and I didn’t have the guts to change things.”


  “Oh, I see.” He took a deep breath, thinking that she just wasn’t going to answer his questions no matter how he phrased them.


  He was rather cute when he pouted. “You really want the whole story? It’s long and twisted and you’re probably not going to believe half of it.”


  “Long? Heck, if I can handle what we did all night. Twisted? Sounds interesting to me. I’m sure I can handle whatever you have to confess. And believe you? Why don’t you try me?” His willingness warmed her, his wit was playfully gentle and she liked that, too.


  “Okay then…” she took a deep breath. “I was in boarding school, one of those fancy, hoity-toity places that teach young women virtue, good grooming and how to snag a rich husband. That wasn’t exactly what the curriculum stated, but that’s the essence of it. My father was very wealthy, but he died young and my mother just wasn’t cut out to be a mother; thus, the boarding school. I was there from the time I was twelve, while mother was out auditioning future husbands—although it was sort of like putting notches in a gun the way she moved from lover to lover. She was a better party girl than she’d ever be a wife. Her last lover was Christopher Hurst and for some reason, he seemed to stick. They got married. The only times I saw either of them was during the holidays, when I was put on the train to join them for these ‘lovely’ family gatherings. I didn’t like Christopher much and he didn’t like me, but we were stuck with each other. I moved on to college and the same pattern took place. If I’d had anywhere else to go, I would have, but being incredibly shy at the time, I didn’t make friends. I think everyone decided I was aloof and unreachable. I probably was. The Christmas of my junior year, I arrived at Christopher’s estate for the usual festivities, and he informed me that my mother was gone. Gone where? I asked. She just skipped out on him. We were two rather pathetic creatures. Disliking each other but stuck together for the holidays. However, by the time I was to go back to school, we’d called a truce. Nothing was actually said; we just stopped acting bitchy. I kept expecting my mother to resurface, but she never has. Not having anywhere else to go, I suppose out of habit, I returned regularly to Christopher’s estate for brief visits. He was in the audience when I graduated from college, and he invited me to live with him until I found a job that suited me. One thing led to another and I stayed until you took me away.”


  “You despised him, but you stayed?”


  “I had no idea what I really wanted to do with my life. Not a clue. I still don’t have a clue. After a few weeks the first summer, Christopher asked me if I would help him with some business projects and that seemed easy enough to do. I felt a little guilty for not having left the convenient situation by then, so I got involved with his projects and never left.”


  Johnny looked at her suspiciously, head cocked. “You’re not telling me everything. There had to have been something else,” he decided.


  “Yes, well…” she took a big bite of hamburger—which was really quite tasty. 


  “It was sex, wasn’t it?”


  Her eyes shot open wide.


  “There’s just some things you can tell,” he explained.


  “Yes, we had sex.”


  “Because that was convenient too?”


  “Humm. Sort of.” She sighed and put the hamburger back down on her plate. “Heck, I don’t know what good it does to keep it a secret…” she felt her face flush hot, “we had sex, really kinky sex.” Jill couldn’t ever recall having said the word kinky, and trying it out now, the sound of it sent a little thrill through her quavering body. Johnny seemed innocuous enough, safe, non-threatening, what did it hurt to confess this awful truth?


  “Kinky, huh? I might have guessed. You care to explain more?”


  She gazed around self-consciously, just to make sure no one was listening. “He liked to tie me up.”


  “Really? Heavy stuff?”


  “Yeah, pretty heavy stuff. I liked it heavy, everything bound, immobile, put at his mercy.”


  He looked confused. “So, how does something like this start?”


  “I don’t know, I guess some couples talk about it, but with Christopher it sort of happened accidentally.”


  “Like he accidentally tied you up?” He snickered amusedly. 


  “No, like I purposely tied myself up and he saw me.”


  “Ooo, that’s nasty.”


  “It was. And embarrassing. And a turn on.” She went on to explain. “Christopher Hurst has quite a sadistic streak. When he saw me in the bathroom with my crotch bound, I was so embarrassed that I was in tears. I tried slamming the door in his face, but he pushed right back and dragged me out. Then he held me. It was really strange. I sobbed in his arms, while he kept telling me that it was all right. For an entire sixty seconds, he was actually kind to me. And then, he took down the hall to his bedroom and hauled out more rope than I’d ever seen in one place. He put a blindfold over my eyes, told me to relax and started to bind me with his rope—my tits, my cunt, my arms behind me. He had me hog-tied and gagged, laid out on his bed, his prisoner. By the time he finished, all he had to do was finger my pussy for about ten seconds and I came.”


  Jill caught her breath and took a long drink of Coke. Just telling the tale, her body heat soared, and that junction between her legs was so wet that she could feel the moisture through her jeans. 


  “That’s how it started, huh?”


  “Yes, that’s how it started. For the first six months we had bondage sex at least twice a week. The craving in me was so strong, I never would have thought of leaving him. That’s all I cared about—at least for the first six months.” 


  “Until he turned into an ass.”


  “Oh, he was always an ass. But that was part of the allure. I like the mind game, him being the stern master and I the victim submissive. Of course, I do have other needs. I started to want more than bondage sex. I expected it. I wanted a little romance, which he was incapable of, and conversation. It didn’t take long before my infatuation ran its course. He wore especially thin when he started to use me other ways. And it was just that, being used. Little quickies whenever he was horny, like I was obligated to service him. And then he asked to me have some fun with his friends… you know, do him a few favors. The first couple of times the guys really were fun, but then it was anyone he knew that he wanted to impress. I became his whore. The pretty, respectable, gracious princess whore.”


  “You could have refused him.”


  “I didn’t see it that way.”


  “But you must have stayed because you liked it.”


  She was offended by his conclusion. 


  “I stayed because he kept putting me in bondage and turning me on with his ropes and those amazing scenes where my body had a life of its own.”


  “I’ll bet that obsession doesn’t end with him, does it?”


  “Not really. But I haven’t thought about it much with you.”


  “You don’t want to try it with me?”


  “I didn’t say that. It just never came up, except that first night.”


  “It’s got me turned on.”


  “Oh?” She softened a little; the raw edges of her anger faded away, even the anger crawled back in the hole where it safely hid. Raw desire replaced it. The thought of ropes and cuffs and gags and spreader bars… 


  “You want to get a room now, or finish that hamburger?”


  Her belly spasmed hard but not from hunger. “Get a room.”




  Chapter Five - Sex Under The Bridge


  Johnny Gold hadn’t a clue what he was doing. But obviously, he had a picture in his mind when he shoved Jill toward the bed and told her to undress. 


  “You know, you don’t have to be rough with me,” she said, feeling unsure if she liked him this way. It really wasn’t his style.


  “I wanna be rough with you,” he countered as if he really meant it.


  “But you don’t have to do this,” she begged off. 


  “Maybe you want that gag in your mouth, huh?”


  He acted strangely, which made her body react exactly as it always did at the thought of being restrained, but something wasn’t quite right. Regardless, she took off her clothes and lay down on her back with her legs spread and her arms above her head, the classic pose of surrender. He’d be able to fuck her in this position, and once he got off, maybe he’d forget the bondage and go back to screwing the way they had been screwing for the last ten days. 


  Seeing her laid out, Johnny seemed to gather momentum for an act he’d only dreamed of on rare occasions when some stupid slut pissed him off—was that what he was feeling now toward Jill? Pissed off? Or did she just represent a dozen women who’d slapped him with rejection? Not a man to waste time on personal debate, and realizing how it gave him a decent sexual thrill, he moved forward with his plan. 


  As if he’d been putting women in bondage for years, he tied Jill’s wrists and ankles to the bed frame with the duct tape he bought in a hardware store across the street. The gray tape looked crude against her pink skin, and oddly erotic in a rough sort of way. It certainly did the trick, binding her tight enough to keep her in the pose for as long as he desired. Adding to his vulgar creation, he stuffed her mouth with her day- old panties, which reeked of body secretions and the smell of stale sex. He slapped a short piece of duct tape over her mouth to hold the panties in. “You oughta like this,” he had said, as he took a whiff of the panties and pushed them into her mouth. 


  Pleased with himself, he strutted around the bed, deciding what to do next. The sight of her was enough to have his dick throbbing happily inside his pants. He knew he wasn’t patient enough for the kind of drawn out session she must have had with the fussy Christopher Hurst. 


  In one last inspired thought, he shoved a pillow under her hips to raise her ass. That done, he mounted her like a conquering warrior and fucked her hard for nearly a half-hour, celebrating her inability to move. He came the first time with a brutal lunge and a barbaric grunt of satisfaction. Then pulling out of her, he scowled darkly. “You know, there’s something really nice, really anonymous about screwing a broad who can’t move and can’t say a word. You like it, don’t you?” 


  She nodded her head. 


  He moved off the bed. “What about in your ass? I’ve always wanted to take a woman up the butt, and you have such a cute one. Whadya say?” He sneered like most men testing their power with a woman. Of course, she couldn’t reply. But her eyes lit with a beastly glimmer of consent. That’s all he needed to see. 


  “Yeah, right up the butt next time,” he decided.


  Not knowing what else to do until he was erect again, Johnny sat in a chair a few feet from the side of the bed and smoked three cigarettes while watching her watch him. The room was filled with blue smoke by the time he squashed the last butt in the ashtray. Wanting her ass now, his cock was in gear again, beginning to throb. How to do this? he wondered silently. He strolled around the bed deciding, then finally used his pocketknife to rip the duct tape holding her wrists and ankles. He tore it away with an angry tug and ordered her onto her belly. 


  Sensing his dark mood, Jill felt that funny tickle in her groin she loved so much. But oddly, the sensation was not the magnificent roar of excitement she normally felt in a scene like this. It wasn’t the duct tape, or the soiled panties in her mouth, or the shabby motel room that smelled like disinfectant—when it didn’t reek with cigarette smoke. In fact, all those things together could have tripped her sexual switches easily. Just not with Johnny Gold, not the way she liked it. The chemistry wasn’t there when it came to the bondage scene. And yet, he could have screwed her in the regular way and she would have been cumming by now in multiples. 


  Once she turned over, Johnny repeated the duct tape bondage as if he really knew what he was doing, making sure that her bottom was conveniently raised so he could take her doggy-style up the ass. Funny, he thought, he’d had an odd premonition when he saw her with Hurst. He’d wondered then if their relationship wasn’t sexual. He was right. Now, what he’d never had with a woman, he’d have courtesy of daddy, Christopher Hurst. How ironic. 


  With that deviant thought arousing him further, he climbed on the bed behind her and settled himself between her spread legs. Poised at the door of her anus, he looked down at the dry hole wondering what it took to get inside a woman’s backdoor. He felt her cunt, thinking that she might need some lubrication, and finding it wet, he mercifully smeared her juices over the higher opening and gently worked the little rosette for several seconds. Deciding that should be enough to soothe the passageway, he put the head of his circumcised cock at the doorway and lunged. 


  Jill emitted a garbled screech behind the panty-gag, wincing in pain, as Johnny forced his sizable erection to stretch wide her nearly dry channel and allow him inside. Thankfully, it didn’t take long before his throbbing member came in response to the violent contractions in her ass. Felt as she were squeezing his life away!


  While he came, Jill buried her head in the sheets sobbing, her body cringing as the last of his thrusts deposited his seed inside her channel. Lost in his blissful climax, he paid little attention to her distress, although when he came to, he saw Jill’s struggles. Her frantic twists were pleasingly erotic, giving his spent cock an extra bonus before he finally pulled out. Though she gave off mixed messages, he assumed that the pain was just part of her kink.


  Slumping to the bed beside her, Johnny caught his breath, while Jill continued to writhe, shaking her head back and forth, mumbling some unintelligible sounds. 


  Sensing that she wasn’t happy being bound, he began to cut away the tape at her feet and wrists. Finally, he grabbed the end of the duct tape that held her panties in her mouth, and with a quick jerk of his hand, he ripped the tape away. Jill sputtered and gasped, spitting out the soggy cloth. 


  “Dammit, you fucked me dry! You dumb ass!” she immediately blared.


  “Hey, I didn’t know,” Johnny shot back, stunned by her outburst. 


  “And what is it with ripping off that tape?” Her mouth felt six times its size. “You shouldn’t be doing what you don’t know anything about!” 


  He backed up seeing hell burning in her eyes. “Well, if I’m such a lousy fuck, maybe I should take you back to my daddy, so he can use the way you like.”


  “No!” she roared. 


  “Then don’t turn into a bitch, Jill.”


  Shaking with anger, he rose from the opposite side of the bed, pulled on his jeans, his shirt and a jacket. After sliding his feet into his boots, he left the room, slamming the door behind him. 


  


  Jill lay in the quiet of the motel room, letting the stormy mood slide slowly away. She thought if she remained still for the next half hour, the agitation in her would die away. Then Johnny would appear again with his feelings in check, and they could go on as they had before. It was a good plan. But something else stirred inside her—there always was something rustling, gnawing at her. But it seemed more powerful now following the quarrel, and it only grew more turbulent as the minutes passed. She hated endings like this one, but that wasn’t all that disturbed her. Johnny Gold disturbed her, and perhaps had even aroused her more than ever, when he flew out the door smoldering with anger. 


  A half hour passed. Nothing inside her had changed, and Johnny hadn’t returned. She hated herself for taking on his anger, but it didn’t seem as if she had a choice in the matter. He was there in the room, inside her, lurking. Worst of all, he seemed to be drawing her out into the dark night. 


  Finally, too restless to stay by herself, she jumped from the bed, grabbed her clothes and dressed—just jeans, her boots and the leather jacket she bought in Chicago. She took to the night with an aggressive fever rare in Jill Ingalls, slamming the door behind her as she fled the oppressive motel room. As soon as she realized that she was alone in the cool darkness of the big outdoors, with its huge sky and empty streets, she closed her jacket around her nakedness in fear. There was little comfort in the murky streetlights, which brought to her mind the set of the X-Files, and she stopped to appraise her rash move. Where was so going? What possible destination could she have on foot at two a.m. in a strange city? She wasn’t accustomed to walking the streets in limbo. 


  Two blocks down the road toward the highway, she was about to turn around, when she gazed down a culvert to her left little more than fifty feet away, seeing Johnny Gold leaning against the footings of an old bridge, smoking. Her heart lifted and the quaking subsided. Thank God he hadn’t taken the cycle and left. Maybe he didn’t have anywhere to go either. 


  Buoyed by the sight of him and a lot less afraid, she found the path leading into the culvert and slowly made her way down, stepping silently across a yard of crushed rock to a dirt path. He didn’t notice her until she was nearly on him and even then, he didn’t turn around.


  “How about a drag on your cigarette?” she asked, so reminiscent of the night she tracked him to Nick’s Tavern in Cold River Falls. How far they’d come since then!


  “You don’t smoke,” he replied with a shrug, as if he knew she’d been there all along.


  “I could try.”


  “No, you won’t.” He made a quarter turn in her direction. “You’d only have another bad habit to kick, and you don’t need more than you already have.” It was a blatant judgment, but sweet at the same time. As if he actually did care for her. 


  “I’m sorry,” she said. 


  “Why?”


  “Aren’t I supposed to be?”


  “No. If I hurt you, I hurt you. I didn’t mean to.”


  “I know. It’s really okay, because it didn’t really hurt that much.”


  “No, I think it did,” he said, still an edge in his voice.  That edgy roughness swam over her like a sudden breeze. Her body swelled, remembering why she’d fled the motel room. Desire. Grabbing, inflated desire, waving its red flag like a fighter taunting his bull. 


  Johnny finally looked at her face: the smeared makeup, the tangled hair, and the leather jacket half unzipped enough to reveal a pair of tits bulging from underneath, luridly claiming his attention. 


  “Whorish look,” he noted. 


  “You think so?” She stared down, surprised herself to see her naked breasts by the light from the dusty amber streetlamps a block away. 


  “Like a tramp who wants to get fucked.” He squashed the butt of his cigarette with his boot and moved on her with a hefty dose of attitude. He was back in his own skin now, unafraid, and loath to borrow anyone’s moves. He wouldn’t need them.


  With his confidence back, his one hand lowered the zipper on her jacket, while the other grabbed her ass cheek and squeezed. “This better be what you want, bitch, because this is where you’ll get it next.” 


  Their lips pressed, as his body urgently pressed into hers—he was in familiar territory again. 


  She couldn’t stop him—wouldn’t stop him, despite their compromising venue just below the street. He scowled at her as he stripped off the jacket and stared hungrily at her naked tits. The two mounds seemed to glow as goose bumps fanned across the surface and her nipples puckered in the cool air. She shivered, staring into his eyes. Every few seconds she nervously looked toward the street above them. 


  “It’s after midnight, babe. You came after me. Don’t expect me to stop because someone’s looking.” 


  This was the kind of talk she liked. “I won’t.” Just saying so made her bones tremble. 


  Unsnapping her jeans, Johnny ripped the sides apart and the zipper opened. He jerked the denim off her hips and moved in, clutching her wet crotch in one hand, while grasping her tits with the other. 


  “You’re going to fuck me here,” she gasped, as razor sharp spasms gripped her pussy. He nestled two fingers inside the opening and fucked the hole like a jackhammer. 


  “Yeah, I’m gonna fuck you, as soon as you’re naked.” He pulled away. “Take care of the boots and jeans, Jill.”


  It was the closest thing to an order he’d given her since their affair began. While her body warmed excitedly, wary instinct make her search the street above one more time, where she spotted a couple looking down at them.


  Johnny gazed with her briefly and looking back made his order stick with a firm, “Do it, Jill. Now.”


  ‘But…’ was on the tip of her tongue, like she was supposed to protest even though she knew it wouldn’t matter. It had always been like that with her; to give in to men, to defer, please, opt for the easiest way out. In a public place—was it really any different, in the dead of night? Would they think it was rape? Would they call the cops? Her focus returned to his eyes, which ruthlessly blazed with an unexpected fury. He seemed volcanic. Any false move, she’d be physically wrestled to the ground or subdued by a hot slap from the back of his hand. 


  Given the circumstances, she scrambled to pull her feet from her boots and her jeans from her legs, while determinedly keeping her eyes fixed on Johnny, not the pair above. 


  “What if they call the cops?” she whispered.


  “Then they call the cops.”


  He pushed her further down the path, under the bridge, not so out in the open, but still within the sight of their audience—who were attentively waiting for the conclusion of the scene between the naked girl and her scoundrel lover. Johnny pushed her toward an ancient bridge post with a firm shove. She turned with her back to the post, her eyes on Johnny, now glazing over as the sexual reality became all that mattered. Her face flushed hot, her heart beat rapidly, and the pulse in her belly and crotch became almost painful. Pussy juice dripped down the insides of her legs, while Johnny’s cum leaked from her ass. 


  He reached for her vagina, grabbing it hard again and loving the way his taunting made her wiggle on top of his fingers.


  “You want to cum now, don’t you?”


  “Yes. Please.”


  “Then keep dancing, slut,” he scowled as he shoved his hand deeper into the sopping hole. 


  “Oh, yes, get me off.” Her head fell back against the post, while her chest heaved toward him seductively.


  “What? Play with your clitty? Huh? That’s what you want?”  


  He fingered the swollen bud, watching her face contort in rapture. 


  “You’re not quite there, are you?” he determined. 


  “Yes, yes, I’m close. Just a second more, please.” She sounded desperate, and contrite. 


  But he pulled his hand away. “No, babe. Not yet. Not until I get what I want.”


  Of course not, she thought to herself.


  “You’re wet, Jill, gushing like a fountain down here. You suppose this is enough to grease your ass? Huh?”


  She writhed with her back to the rough wood, unable to answer him. 


  “Yeah, I think it’s enough this time.” He jerked her forward, turned her around and pushed her back against the stanchion face forward. Prying her ass cheeks wide, he swathed his wet hand along her cleft, liberally coating her anus. Then gathering another load of her pussy juices, he used the slick liquid to massage the hole. “This good enough for you this time? I wouldn’t want you dry.”


  The wait was killing her; the torture like the worst of her sessions with Christopher. She wanted him in her pussy, in her ass, anywhere he’d find a way to get her off.


  “How’s it feel, bitch?” he mocked, as he hand-fucked her asshole. Each thrust opened the cavity wider. Her wanting didn’t stop with her sensitive clit; it could only end with her ass raped.  


  “Tell me how it feels, bitch.” He stood close, seething in her ear. His hot breath made her spine tingle all the way to her ass. “Tell me!” he shook her hard. 


  “Like I want you in there.”


  “In where?”


  She whispered something under her breath that he couldn’t hear.


  “In where, slut! Tell me, spell it out. I don’t want to make a mistake this time. I want to make sure that you’re getting everything you want. So, tell me!” 


  He reached deep between her legs one more time and collected another wet handful of her juices to smear against her asshole. 


  “Tell me!”


  “I want you in my ass,” she whispered.


  “You’re sure? Say it louder.”


  “I want you in my ass,” she used her normal voice. 


  He slapped her bottom hard with the flat of his broad hand. “No, that’s not loud enough. I want our friends up there to hear you say it, Jill.” His hand went back to her asshole with four fingers shoving their way easily inside the worked hole. 


  “Yes, Johnny, fuck my ass,” she seethed with a low rumbling quality to her voice. It carried from the culvert upward to the awestruck pair on street.


  “Again.”


  “Fuck it, Johnny,” she said louder. She clutched the post and closed her eyes. She was only a body now, her mind disappearing into a wasteland. Not even a body, she was all crotch, all pussy, all asshole and throbbing clit. “Do me, fucker!” she roared. 


  “Oh, I’ll fuck you, babe. No need to worry.”


  Unzipping his fly, he pushed his jeans off his ass and with an authoritative jab rammed his erection into her ass. The taut channel gripped him like a vise as he cruelly thrust to the far reaches of that amazing space. He held her at the hips, drew her ass into his groin and rocked heartlessly toward the approaching climax. 


  Johnny brutalized her ass for the second time that night, but this time was much different. She wanted it hard. She wanted it fast. She didn’t want him to stop. After the first few thrusts, she plateaued on a cumming high. “Yes, yes, yes,” she spit at the hard wood against her face. The roughhewn piling scratched her tits, while Johnny’s fingernails clawed her bottom. But none of that mattered, not while she was getting fucked. It wouldn’t matter even later, when she gazed at the damage, the bruises, the scraps, the traces of blood, the evidence of this glorious abuse.


  “Harder,” she kept telling him as his body banged against hers. “Harder.” She was almost weeping for the joy and pain. 


  He gave her everything she asked for. And yet, as hard as he fucked, as meanly as he treated her, it still wouldn’t be enough to satisfy her ache, her raw obsession, her enormous soul-deep wanting. 


  Johnny couldn’t wait forever. His body crescendoed quickly, and for a while he held back, pinching her nipples and toying with her clit, feeling her inner muscles spasm against his cock again. But then, unable to hold back any longer, his cum suddenly crashed through his body like a raging steer. 


  Her body went limp as if she’d fainted. Her body was as spent as his. But pulling out of her, Johnny pushed her to the dirt and lightly slapped her face to wake her. 


  “Polish me off, Jill,” he ordered.


  Was he still angry, even now?


  She’d been trained to take spent cock in her mouth, so this was nothing new to her. That tangy, sweaty, nasty smell of fucking soothed her every time she licked her remains off a prick. It was enough to make her pussy jolt for the umpteenth time. A sassy thing a pussy can become when sex gets this good. 


  Satisfied that she’d sufficiently cleaned his cock, Johnny withdrew from her mouth and stuffed his penis inside his pants. 


  “See. It wasn’t so bad with me now, was it?” 


  “No, Johnny,” she said, while wiping her mouth on her arm.


   He smiled in a way she’d never seen before, with a pitiless scorn that would have hurt, if she weren’t so satiated, and still tingling erotically from her mouth right down her spine and into her fucked ass. Johnny viewed her like he would a well-used whore, only this was far more satisfying—his bastard father’s lover on her knees. What could be better? 


  “That’s good. Glad we finally agree.” He broke their gaze, shrugged and turned to walk away. 


  “Johnny, aren’t you going to wait for me?” she called to him as she scrambled to her feet.


  He looked back over his shoulder “Hell, no. You got here by yourself, didn’t you?”


  “But Johnny,” she pleaded as she searched the ground for her clothes. She looked up at her forgotten audience, seeing the man circle his girlfriend’s waist with his arm and guide her away from the edge of the street. 


  Johnny just kept walking as if he didn’t hear her. 


  Two minutes later, she banged on the motel room door. Having dressed enough to cover her naked body, she stood there waiting, holding her boots in one fist, while she clutched the sides of her leather jacket together with the other.


  “Sure you want to spend the night with me?” he asked when he opened the door. 


  “It’s my room, too,” she said, looking a little terrified.


  He smiled more warmly. Maybe some of his contempt was gone. He opened the door wide and let her in.


  Once she showered, Jill burrowed into Johnny’s arms like a wounded child. 


  “Did you see the bruises?” she asked. 


  “There are bruises? Really?” He pushed her away slightly, noting a scrape on her face, and when she opened the towel, there were several more scratches on her breasts and belly. He turned her around, touching the marred places on her ass where blotchy purple marks rose like angry clouds. “Should we worry about these?” He didn’t know whether he should regret the last hour, or praise himself for having the guts to do what he’d wanted to do to a woman for a long long time. 


  “I don’t think so. I kind of like them,” she admitted with a sheepish, sleepy grin.


  He was relieved. “Yeah, I guess you would.” He tried to laugh.


  “Will you just hold me?” she asked, as she fell into his chest again. 


  “Sure, but in bed. I’m tired.”


  They huddled into each other’s arms as if it were freezing in the world beyond their blankets and the motel walls. He stroked her head, while trying to understand himself. 


  “You know that was really hot,” she finally broke the silence.


  “Yeah, it was hot, but probably not a good idea.”


  “Why not?”


  “Because, I’m not like that with women.”


  “But you were.”


  “Then you bring out the worst in me.”


  “How was that the worst when we both had such a good time?” All her calm was destroyed now, and she pulled from his arms and sat up in bed.


  “I can’t answer that; it just was.”


  “And how could it be good for you? You don’t know what you want. Be glad I’m basically a nice guy. And before you get much further you better figure it out what you want from life, or you’ll never survive in the big wide world.”


  “Johnny, you frighten me.”


  “I think I should, Jill. Come here.”


  Like a soothing father, he pulled her back into his arms and made her stay this time until they were both asleep. 




  Chapter Six - Lady Jane


  “Logan, good to see you again.” The waiting man stood and reached out to shake hands.


  The bar was nearly empty and they were meeting in the back where only the waitress would venture occasionally to offer them another drink. 


  “And you, sir,” Logan replied as he sat down.


  “My thanks and your payment.” The stately graying gentleman handed him an envelope. 


  Opening it, he flipped through the bills and smiled. “My pleasure, Mr. Rainey.” He pocketed the cash inside his jacket. 


  “I hope the girl didn’t give you too much trouble?”


  “Hardly any at all. She’s the easiest mark I’ve had in some time.”


  “I suppose that’s good. You said that you found her in a club?”


  “Yes. She was dancing,” he hesitated just briefly, “nude.”


  Mr. Rainy’s face darkened slightly. “I see.”


  “Unlike her?”


  “Very, I’m afraid. But she does have a petulant streak, so I suppose that I shouldn’t be surprised. And she gave you no problem?”


  “Annie may have a petulant streak, but she knew she was out of her league in that environment. She’d fallen in with a man who pushed her to it. Not all that surprising. Pretty common for runaways. Every one of them is a submissive where it counts. They push themselves to do something outrageous and then don’t know what the hell to do when they get in a jam.”


  “Exactly. But this one is a little different than the others I’ve had. In fact, I was a bit embarrassed to admit to anyone that she’d run away. If I thought she could have survived on her own, I would have just let her go, but I knew she wasn’t up to it. She is rash and impulsive and completely witless. And I actually…” He started to blush, looking chagrinned. “I think I love her.”


  Logan offered a sympathetic smile. 


  “Well, then I’m glad she’s back where she belongs.”


  “Indeed. Once she’s been thoroughly reprimanded, we can restore our relationship. Until then, she’ll be squirming in her chair, if she’s sitting at all.” He laughed in a knowing way. 


  “I guess you have the matter in hand.”


  “In a firm hand. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not the kind to beat my submissives. But I do spank and paddle and lay on a hefty razor strap if necessary. And the razor strap was just what Annie got last night, for nearly a half hour. Her big behind was lit up like a firecracker, red as a beet, raw as sandpaper. She’ll be bruised for several days and sore a whole lot longer. There will be no thought of rebellion in my pretty redhead by the end of the week.” The man sighed and fingered his glass of scotch. “I was too lax with her. That happens when you’re in love. When I started to pull in the reins, well, you probably know yourself, she started to struggle, I pulled harder and she split, stupid as that was.” 


  His memories seem to drive themselves and required expression. 


  “I thought I would let her go, but then… well… that’s when I called you in.” 


  “So you have her back and can undo whatever caused the problem.”


  “Exactly. It’s nice to converse with a man after my own heart.”


  “Yes.” Logan pushed himself away from the table as he took the last swallow of his beer. “And I’d better be going. I have business of my own to take care of.”


  The man’s face lit up as if he understood what Logan was talking about. Logan wasn’t about to correct him; that would be pointless. 


  The two shook hands again and Logan was off. 


  



  It was nearly midnight when Logan knocked on Lady Jane’s door. Her apartment, #207, was at the back of the building, away from the others.  She’d chosen this particular one purposely, for the privacy she needed to conduct her personal and professional life. When the tall brunette answered, an elated smile broke out on her pretty red lips. 


  “Got a bed for a tired bounty hunter?” Logan asked as he reacquainted himself with the curvaceous vamp.


  “Damn right, I do,” she pulled him into her arms and hugged him tight.  Then drawing away, the happy woman led him down a long hall, which eventually opened into a large living room filled with overstuffed furniture in the Gothic style Logan hated. The vintage wallpaper clung to the walls like a scared spider, threatening to peel away with just the slightest breath of air. Its intricate floral pattern was as dark as the ugly furniture, as morose as a mournful ballad. But it set a mysterious mood, which was in character for its eccentric owner. Lady Jane pulled her visitor to the rose-colored couch and sat down at his side. She swept him into her arms and hugged him hard before drawing away. Even then, she held his hand in hers to prevent him from getting away.


  “So, when are you going to stay with me for good, my sweetie? I miss you.” She pouted miserably before her faced perked up. “Just look at this,” she pointed to the table, where a pair of wine glasses sat between an uncorked bottle of Merlot. “I’m always ready for your next visit.” She quickly dislodged the cork and poured two glasses of the fragrant liquid.


  “I’ll stay with you for good, long as you move out of Pittsburgh,” Logan answered her question.


  “Aw, heck, Logan, Pittsburgh is as good as anywhere.” 


  “Not for me. Plus, you’d never like my job.”


  “Any more than you’d like mine.”


  “I don’t mind you being an accountant,” he snickered.


  “That’s not the job I’m talking about and you know it.”


  “I don’t mind the other one either, as long as I’m the one in charge.”


  “And the only one,” she added.


  “Maybe,” he snickered. “You think I’d let my woman fuck other men? Hum, I actually might. Wouldn’t bother me in the slightest to seeing you gangbanged once in a while.”


  She smirked coyly while fingering the delicate edge of the rose-colored wine glass. She wore silk, long flowing skirts and slinky wrappers over her lacy underthings. An attentive eye could easily see her unfettered breasts beneath the insubstantial lace covering her chest. The metaphor was apt; if you looked beyond her enigmatic appearance, she was a very basic woman with basic, uncomplicated needs. But she clothed herself in obscure raiment that pushed most people away before they had the chance to see how easily she could be understood. It was all a matter of control with Lady Jane; life was lived on her terms. For that reason, when it came to sex and men, the flirtatious vamp remained tightly in control every minute, until at the last second, when she finally gave in and surrendered to the submissive desire that drove her mad with longing. 


  “You gonna tie me up?” she asked sweetly, batting her dark lashes. 


  “Are you trying to seduce me?”


  “Of course, I am, my sweet. You came to me at the perfect time.” She bit her lip coquettishly. “The moon is full, the dogs are howling, the air is thick with hope. There’s no better time to have me.” 


  She was certainly right about that. Logan felt her rhythmic body begin to beat in his, starting in his pelvis. Just hearing the lush quality of her voice, his cock expanded to fill his pants and press urgently against the zipper. He could have fucked her in a second, but that was not what either of them wanted. For a while, he’d deny her. He’d deny himself. He’d ignore the harlot’s magic and shut her down until he was ready. He’d take his time; he’d make her wait and make her suffer. 


  He loved every bit of Lady Jane, from her sass, to her clothes, to her smile and her bountiful body and her wicked thoughts. It had always been his pleasure to tie her up and take her down for a long scene of surrender, from which it took days for either of them to emerge. And he would do that this time. They’d clash, they’d war, they’d make love like gods. But this time, his inspiration was beyond the woman sitting on the couch beside him. This time, it was little Annie who drove his powerful urgings into a crazed need. It must have been her innocence, her quiet, her serenity, her youth that stirred the angry devil in his groin. She was not so easily forgotten. As he worked over his lusty lady friend, he’d think about Annie instead of the vamp, while letting the mistress of control believe he was solely there for her. 


  Lady Jane was not an Annie. She was far from innocent. She’d never been naïve. In the last few years, she’d become the closest thing to a professional S&M submissive that Logan had ever met. Still, for now she suited his pressing need.


  Putting on the familiar persona of authority, his smiled ceased and his good mood slipped away. His face turned cold and his heart hard.


   “You won’t seduce me with your clothes on sitting next to me, slave,” he spat out with a vicious twist to his words. 


  She was immediately taken aback by the quick transformation—pleasantly in awe. “Ooo, my, you’re moving fast tonight. Some little runaway inspire you?” she asked as if she read his mind.


  He ignored the question. “On the floor,” he barked, while taking her wine glass in his hand and setting it on the table. 


  Seeing the ice and the fire in his burning eyes, the silk-clad lovely wisely slid to the floor and began to disrobe. Layers of soft material fell away until what was left—resplendent in a puddle of fallen clothes—was Lady Jane’s pink-white body, nude and glistening with a layer of dewy perspiration. She knelt with her hands clasped behind her waist and her head bowed, closely mimicking the position she was in the last time they were together. A submissive offering at Logan’s boots, ready to serve.


  “Spread your legs wide,” he ordered tersely. 


  Though her legs were already open, Jane awkwardly scooted her thighs further apart, while keeping her head obediently bowed. 


  “Wider,” he ordered, because he still wasn’t pleased. 


  Her thoughts raced as her memories of him quickly returned. She was never enough, never good enough to please him. Perfection was unattainable in his presence, under his command and punishment was the only answer to her failing. 


  But still, she would try. Struggling again to widen her thighs further, she might have succeeded to some degree before she settled again. Hopefully, he wouldn’t ask for more.


  While a strong flutter of arousal gnawed at her tummy, her naked pussy felt the cool titillation of the air on her exposed cunt. She had a rather fat pair of pubic lips, but not so fat that they hid her sizable clitoris. The sliver of flesh stood out boldly, like a tiny throbbing dick. Dangling from the hood was a thick, silver ring with a heavy leaded ball to weight it down.


  Seeing the brash display, Logan remembered clearly when he pierced her, how she screamed when he jabbed the 10 gauge needle through her flesh. He had her tied spread-eagle on a rack, with a dozen candles dancing in the drafty room. She arched her back as the pain jolted her nerves and her cry surrounded them both. Then when she settled down into an unthinking bliss, he threaded the heavy hoop through the hole. He wanted to tug on the pretty thing now until she screamed again. But no! It was much too soon; he had to wait. 


  “Go bring me a rope, the chains, a whip and a gag,” he ordered, “with your teeth.”


  She paused just seconds to let the command settle in, but it was seconds too long. He leaned in and jerked her by the hair until they were face to face. He slapped her cheek, and watched with his arousal expanding as his handprint appeared as a red rash on her face. Already he could see her simmer, lust pouring hungrily from her eyes. She could submit this way on a dime, without a second thought, without flinching, and then as easily rise to her feet and play the queen of smiles and laughs and female control. 


  “With your teeth,” he pushed her away with a mean shove. “No hands.”


  She crawled with her hands behind her back, her shoulders inches off the floor. Moving awkwardly from the couch to a cabinet on the far wall, she butted her head against the wood once she reached her target. The cabinet door opened to a ménage of play toys, including all the ones he’d named. Taking one object from the cabinet at a time, she then crawled back to his feet with the item in her mouth and then returned to the cabinet for the next. She worked with thoughtless diligence, at times, looking like a sniffing bloodhound as she rooted through the tangle of chains and ropes for what she wanted. She liked the patient repetition of her several trips, the way it slowly brought her down to the lowly acquiescence of a true submissive, where Logan wanted her. She might put on a show for the other dominants she served since they never knew exactly what was in her heart. But Logan did, and would punish a false performance as easily as he’d punish deliberate disobedience.


  Finished with the tedious mission, Lady Jane stopped at Logan’s feet with her thighs spread in an awkwardly wide stance as before and her head bowed. 


  “You could have done it faster, slave,” was her master’s only retort.


  “My humble apologies, sir.”


  “Look at me!”


  His voice made her insides quiver, while she raised her head and stared into his eyes. He slapped her face with the palm of his hand, and backhanded her right cheek a second later. “You’re not there yet, bitch!”


  She hated him calling her bitch—as if she were a total failure. But, of course, she wasn’t ‘there’, in that mystical place where her desire fell away and Logan’s ruled. 


  “How may I serve you, sir?” she asked him humbly. 


  “Put them on.” He nodded to the toys beside her. 


  “Yes, sir.”


  With effortless grace and surety, Lady Jane began the ritual by ringing her throat with a thick chain. She followed with another chain around her waist and one that threaded her crotch and clipped to her clit ring. Then she turned her back to Logan so he could fix the end of the chain to the one at her throat. Tightened and properly hooked, the metal cut into her crotch with the cruel bite she expected. 


  With her back still turned, Logan tied her hands together with a length of rope, then bound her arms into a snug cocoon, from her wrists to well above her elbows. After turning her around, he used another, smaller rope to put her great breasts in bondage. The rope circled her torso several times, above and below the round melons, lewdly altering the appearance of the fleshy orbs. Then he tied the ropes together at her sides and between her tits, making them look bizarrely purple next to her pale skin. With every zealous tug of the rope, Lady Jane traveled deeper into her submissive state. The bondage would hurt every time she moved, but that was the purpose. Her pussy would juice because of that, as the feeling of surrender intensified. 


  The act of binding a submissive woman so moved the bounty hunter that a vicious heat spread through his crotch, causing his penis to expand urgently. He’d finally get the work out he’d been putting off so long. 


  Pulling the submissive to her feet, he stared into her smoldering eyes, pouring his body lust on her like a conquering hero. With a rude shove, he thrust the ballgag into her mouth and attached its straps to the chain behind her neck. 


  Feelings of power and authority flooded his veins, and he moved swiftly now. Forcing her against the wall, he whipped her shoulders raw with the leather snake, until his throbbing member ached too much to go on. He backed off long enough for his passion to abate, then pulled her away from the wall and attached her wrists to a hook that he fished through a hole in the ceiling. He’d put the device there five years before, just for such occasions like this one. He augmented the bondage by threading a rope through the chain at her throat and tying it off to the same hook that held her wrists. She looked as if she were hanging by her neck and hands, bent over in an awkward, vulnerable pose.  She was still mobile, however, able to jerk and twist and move about on her feet as he worked her from all sides. He loved the challenge of having her this way. He could gauge her responses; see her mood play out on her face, when she fought him and when she gave in. 


  The snake whip slashed the air and danced off her skin. Like an expert marksman, he aimed for certain body parts and caught them hard before she could even think to move. In the aftermath of every cut, she did a crazy tango on her tiptoes, wincing, crying, and bleating behind the gag. The torment took her down, made her pussy gush with juices and turned Logan’s dick into a rod of angry steel. 


  Finally, when holding back his physical need was no longer an option, Logan pulled one of her great fat chairs into the center of the room and used it to support her dangling body by shoving her over the cushioned top. From between her spread legs, the sign of her arousal rose up to greet him. Her ripe pussy stank with the sour tang of her sex. Undoing the neck and wrists chains from the overhead hook, he made her body more maneuverable. Ready now, he opened his pants and thrust his tumescent cock deep into the wet quivering vessel before him. 


  She squeezed his firm member forcefully from the start, and he began to spasm urgently. Every thrust strained her muscles, but from the way she cawed and mewed behind her gag, the strain became a source of pleasure, as effective as the whipping, as efficient as his hard-hitting cock. Pinching her nipples between his fingers, Logan felt the resulting sensation make her cunt twitch. Moments later, his cock stiffened and then jetted its load inside the obliging portal. Roaring and grunting as he did, everyone at the house knew that Lady Jane had just satisfied another master. What they’d never know was how special this particular master was. 


  It was a long while before Logan released the submissive. After withdrawing from her cumming cunt, he reattached the neck and wrists chains to the ceiling hook. Then for nearly a half hour, he sat on her couch, downing a beer, while watching the bound lady move in the airspace between them like a floating bird. Her body labored in the demanding position and beads of sweat appeared on her brow, but there was a look of contentment in her eyes, resignation that came from her heart. 


  His cruelty had inspired him but it had hardly been appeased. Sipping his beer smugly, he enjoyed the look of her with little thought of taking her down, content to watch as her serenity slowly faded. She attempted to squash the appearance of any distress and give him only a picture of bliss—this was, after all, her role with any dominant man. And with Logan, it was paramount after their journey to darkness. But Logan knew her well. He understood every twitch of her body, every slight jerk, every unplanned grimace. The stringent bondage was beginning to fray her nerves as she awoke from her fantasy dreamland. 


  When he finally swaggered toward her, he was still frowning haughtily. But a hint of compassion moved him to release the gag. 


  “Enough?” he asked.


  “There’s never enough from you,” she answered. 


  “Your words say one thing, but your body is telling me otherwise,” he flatly said as he began to undo the ropes and the chain.


  “You are too good to me, sir,” she said with a heavy sigh, as he extracted her bound arms from the rope and rubbed the life back into them. Her gratitude was obvious.


  “This is as far as my kindness reaches, love. Your tits will stay the way they are.”


  “Yes, sir.” This was probably not her plan, but she was too surrendering at the moment to consider fighting him. And she didn’t want to fight Logan Dunn. Of all the men she served, he was the one who could keep her contentedly in a humble place for hours, even days, with no thought of rebellion. But sitting naked at his feet with her tits still absurdly bound, she could already sense that their time together was nearly at an end. The culmination of their relationship luridly taunted her with its sexual promise. But she feared that her true desire would not be fulfilled.


  “So, you’ll tell me about the strumpet you just fetched for her master?” Lady Jane asked him once they settled in their places. 


  “No, you know I don’t talk about work.”


  “Why not? I’ll never meet the girl.”


  “It’s a matter of principle.”


  “But you’re always obtuse, my sweet. I want to know something about the rest of your life.”


  “Well then, why don’t you run away from your life and hire me to bring you back?”


  She laughed. “Oh, the bad thoughts in my mind now.”


  “Spankable thoughts?” he asked. 


  “Very much so.”


  “Then I’ll have to take care of that too, won’t I?”


  “Yes, sir. Please sir.”


  He laughed again. “In my time, bitch, not yours.”


  Damn! The submissive spell was broken. She was back to being his ‘bitch’ again, and he was just Logan Dunn, the weary wandering bounty hunter, who would be gone in a day, if not before. 


  He wound her dark hair in his fingers. “Come up and kiss me, Jane,” he said.


  She moved to the couch, to his lap, and devoured him with all the love she felt. If anything, he was more remote this time than before. But whatever was gnawing in his belly would take a crowbar to pry loose, and she had only the night and half a day to learn the truth.




  Chapter Seven – The Country Pleasure Fair


  In the foothills just outside Denver, Jill broke free of Johnny Gold for several days. She thought it was the last she’d see of him when he dropped her at the country fair and took off to join his biker buddies on a ride to New Mexico. The night they fucked under the bridge had changed everything between them. Johnny stopped being cautious of her and turned into a demanding bastard. Something was eating at him, but he didn’t want to talk about it and she decided to stop asking questions.


  Apparently, Johnny figured that the country fair was the perfect place to part ways. There were dozens of decent people who would take in a little-girl runaway, who’d keep her safe until she figured out her future. He was tired of trying to figure out her complicated psyche and dealing with demands he had no way to satisfy. Besides, the open road was calling him. 


  Jill wasn’t particularly upset; she knew his generosity was wearing thin and the sex would never be as good as it had been under the bridge. And then there was also that relationship issue, the odd ideal in her romantic mind that somewhere there was a lover, a boyfriend, a man of some substance who would perfectly understand her quirky sexuality and adore the illogical woman she’d become. 


  Still, with Johnny Gold ready to leave her, she was confused about what to do next and had little choice but to turn her attention the country fair. Safe harbor? Perhaps. 


  The fair sat nestled against the golden hills, in an out of the way valley, a surreal jewel emerging out of almost nothing. Out of rock and low scrub bushes and gnarled trees, its bright flags waved an alluring welcome—like a sinister stranger luring a child with chocolate candy? Or was its lure as innocent as it first appeared?  Jill could not be sure.


  The country fair was a fantasy dream in Technicolor with strange looking body-painted females of all ages dancing about with big smiles on their faces and crowns of flowers trailing off their heads. Most of the women were as bare-chested as the men were. And some wore nothing at all but painstakingly painted scenes of debauchery and flowers across their private and not-so-private parts. She gazed in wonder at peony breasts, daisy tits and animals painted on asses—just to name a few inventive designs that shocked the novice Jill. She walked through the gate on Johnny’s arm with eyes in awe, bugged out like a frog’s—which happened to be the theme of first body painting she laid eyes on. Thankfully, no one took offense if you just plain stared, especially not the big guy with his chest painted green and a gooney-eyed frog on his belly. 


  The shocking images made her body crazed in the strangest ways—with compelling desires she’d never felt in quite this way. Her chest beat like a kettledrum. And she was totally speechless as she gazed in fascinated awe. She’d been kinky, no doubt about that. But hundreds of reveling fair-goers playing Bacchanalian games in pursuit of out-in-the-open screwing had to be the most outrageous thing she’d ever seen—far surpassing her arcane sessions behind closed doors in private places. If she’d had the guts to put her fingers to her clit as she watched the show before her, she could have come instantly from the erotic input—but she wasn’t that daring.  


  “This is Nirvana,” Johnny introduced her to a slight, willowy woman wearing nothing but a grass skirt and a painted bra—ocean waves that lapped about her pointy nipples. 


  Not a shy bone in her body, the blonde Nirvana reached out to Jill and grabbed her arms, drawing in for an innocent kiss on the mouth. It happened so fast that Jill’s instinct to recoil failed to engage. “Welcome,” the woman said in a breathy, ethereal voice. Was she real, or just the sprightly phantom she appeared to be?


  “You’ll make her comfortable?” Johnny asked. His request carried some urgency since he was waiting to take off on with his bike unencumbered.  


  “Of course. You’re a darling,” she gushed at the bewildered newcomer. Then she looped her arm through Jill’s and the two walked away from a happy Johnny Gold. It didn’t take him ten seconds to quit the scene and rev up his bike for the long ride ahead. 


  “Maybe you’d like a body painting?” Nirvana immediately suggested. “I’ll take you to the tent and you can look around at the designs. Or, you can make up your own.” The woman reminded Jill of a character from Midsummer Night’s Dream—the dream, not the reality, a friend of Puck’s, a fairy goddess; she was far too forceful to be a mere princess. 


  Jill left the body painting tent an hour later with her breasts as bare as every other female in the campsite. However, a bra of painted roses circled her chest making the exposure much less threatening. She moved through the fair in the company of three new friends she was sure were bonded to her for life. They bought tacos and candy from the vendors, laughing as they ate until their tummies were full to bursting. Then they watched sixteenth century jousting in one arena and a mock trial in another. The defendant in the trial lost his case in some trumped-up charge that made everyone laugh uproariously. Sentenced to a blackguard’s rightful retribution, he was summarily flogged with surprising vigor and then thrown into an oxcart prison, in which he was be driven around the camp and taunted with lurid grins and pelted with tomatoes. He was later stripped naked and his legs and hands secured inside a pillory. His big white ass hung out, baiting anyone with a whip to strike it hard. The fellow seemed to take his fate in good spirits with as much merriment as his accusers, punishers and tormentors.


  “What did he do to deserve that?” Jill whispered to Ariana—another of her new best friends. The heavyset woman seemed as gracefully faerie-like as Nirvana, although the two were nothing alike in appearance. Where Nirvana looked as if she might float away on a puff of air, Ariana’s ample body was substantially attached to the earth beneath her bare feet. She had a garish package of physical attributes. Her enormous breasts were lifted high inside the strict structure of a steel-boned corset and were painted with the faces of two lusty-eyed women. Her long locks of wheat-colored hair had been braided with ribbons and feathers and pieces of fur, as if she were a wild animal just emerging from the darkness of a lonely night on a lonely mountaintop. This earthy sprite warmed Jill to her core when she grabbed her away from Nirvana and took charge of the cautious neophyte.


  “What did he do to deserve his punishment?” Ariana repeated the question. “Why, he spit on the ground, of course.”


  “What? That’s all?”


  “An egregious error,” the woman spoke with mock indignation. Then she laughed, a full, beautiful belly laugh that seemed to shake the ground at her feet. “That’s the game, my pet. Everyday, our ruling council makes up new rules for the fair, and then issues them to their constables, who are obliged to enforce them with the heavy hand of authority. Of course, they aren’t published to the rest of us,” she said on the sly, “so no one knows if they are breaking the law or not.”


  “And this is fun?”


  “You don’t think so?” Ariana questioned her, looking perplexed.


  “Yes, I guess it is,” Jill smiled. “Just odd.”


  “Of course, it’s odd. That’s what we do. We’re a slap in the face of everything ‘decent’ in the outer lands. The fair is our one chance during the year to disown the pretension of the everyday world and do whatever we damned well please. We’d fornicate with gamecocks and donkeys if we’re so inclined—and I’m sure some do. We belong to ourselves, pet, no one else. No one tells us what to do.”


  “And what do you do with the rest of the year?” Jill asked. 


  “Plan the fair,” she stated flatly with an impish twinkle in her pale blue eyes. “We’re not your usual lot, not a group of bankers and lawyers and school teaches being naughty on a lark. We’re heathens, born again pagans, artisans, witches, playwrights, gypsies, lesbians, polyamorous lovers. Definitely fringe people twenty-four hours a day, three hundred and sixty-five days a year, she said proudly. You won’t find a stranger, or more generous group of people anywhere. If you stick around, which I know you will, you’ll learn to love us the way we love you.”


  “How can you love me if you don’t know me?”


  “Oh, but we do know you, pet, your face is written with dreams that are easy to decipher. Your pain, your crude joy—and it’s very crude from what I gather—your hardships and your current dilemma, nothing’s hidden. That is why we love you—and with a name like Jillian. Ah!” She looked to the sky with an effervescent gladness. “It speaks of the hinterlands, of elfish goblins and mischievous brownies, and grouchy gnomes.” 


  “My name tells you that?” She hadn’t actually recalled be introduced as Jillian, just Jill.


  “You don’t even have to change your name like the rest of us have had to. You were born gifted with the talent for being odd. Be grateful.”


  The effusive Ariana finished with her discourse, and with Nirvana skipping beside them and Regalia, a sexy voluptuary making lewd eye-contact with Jill every time their eyes met, hanging onto Ari, the quartet moved on without further comment to another exhibit. 


  This one was even more amazing and dreadful, and terribly arousing to the uninitiated Jill. A group of naked women were rounded up in a paddock and picked off one by one, roped like cattle by ‘cowboys’ on the sidelines. Once snared with the lasso, the woman submitted to a rousing bare-bottomed spanking from her captor—before a cheering, cat-calling audience, that expected the spanking to continue until the poor woman’s behind was quite literally blistered raw. The lucky cowboys punished the resplendent flesh with wooden paddles, bundles of birch branches, skinny, biting switches, horsehair floggers and leather belts, while the cries that lifted into the warm air were filled with woe and something akin to erotic ecstasy. 


  It wasn’t clear at all if the women hated the brutal treatment, or it was just a prelude to sex. In some cases the sex followed in full view of the jeering audience—with a few men shouting, “Ram the bitch hard!’ and “Take her fucking ass!” as encouragement. As if they were following orders, the cowboys gave the fairgoers a damned good show of fucking prowess. Their ready cocks ejaculated wads of sticky jism into tightly, grasping places, while the powerful effect of the sex act climbed inside the groin of everyone attending, raising spirits high and the creating the desire for more debauchery. 


  Jill’s face flushed with embarrassment as the scheme unfolded beginning to end, as she watched in wonder as each woman’s naked ass turned scarlet. 


  The only woman to escape getting spanked—and fucked—was the last one standing in the paddock after all the others had been caught. She looked sadly disappointed, until a burly fellow, who’d already screwed his captive beauty, picked the woman up and flung her over his massive shoulder, carrying her off into the woods. 


  “What’s going to happen to that one?” Jill asked Ariana, referring to the flailing woman who’d been carried away.


  “If you listen hard, you’ll hear,” her friend answered with a merry smile. “Usually, the one left out gets the worst of it. I suspect she’ll be tied to a tree, but I hear—and this is just a rumor—if any woman follows them into the trees, she’ll be strung up with them.”


  “And would that be so bad?” Jill wondered, without realizing what she was saying. 


  Ariana’s eyes lit with amused glee. “Oh, you’re not a novice at all, are you?” she whispered in Jill’s ear, as if the piece of a puzzle had finally found its place.


  Jill pulled back. “Why would you say that?”


  “‘And would it be so bad?’ That’s quite a question for a novice,” she concluded with smug satisfaction. “Oh, I was right about you, pet. Not only do you want it, you’ve played in this arena before.” She sounded absolutely certain of the fact.


  Jill looked at her dumbfounded.


  “Oh no, not this arena, but you’ve been on the bottom of raunchy scenes more than once.” 


  Jill blushed. “How can you tell?”


  “Your face gives you away, your eyes, your speech. And you’re quivering like a racehorse pawing at the gate. I told you before how transparent you are. Plus,” she added haughtily, “I’m a mind reader.”


  Sure. Of course, she was a mind reader, Jill thought. She would have liked to have made light of the woman’s conclusions, but she was so right on as if there was a psychic connection between them—and everyone at this country pleasure fair. 


  The festivities of the day ended before Jill was encouraged to participate in the games. She was there to watch, she had decided, and no one leaned on her for more. Near dusk, however, the mood of the fete changed, following the sunset into in another realm. The women went to the river and quietly washed the body paint from their flesh, as if they were performing a sacred rite. They emerged from the cleansing waters, fresh, unencumbered and brazenly expecting some sexual antics for the night. Still, they remained quietly subdued; the merriment of the day had taken a more solemn, though no less alluring, turn. Jill followed along with the others, and was pulled into one of the sleeping tents with Ariana, Nirvana, Regalia and two other women—blonde twins. Inside, they all tumbled into a bed of pillows and began making love.


  The flesh of then woman smelled sweet; touching them sent euphoric tickles through Jill’s sex-anxious body. The stirring lust that traveled like a warm fog through the fair made her climax moments after a rapacious female mouth settled at her vagina to suck. Just as she was beginning to return from her effervescent high, Nirvana straddled her head, sitting with her cunt against Jill’s face, so it was impossible not to confront the nest of kinky curls and respond to the fragrant pussy at her nose and mouth. The woman smelled strangely—like apricots and wine, which seemed as odd to Jill as everything else in this up-side-down world. She sucked on the fragrant snatch as if she were obliged. And yet, she found the lesbian sex act surfaced from her naturally, effortlessly, even as she felt the continued oral stimulation between her legs produce repeated orgasms in her own body. It seemed strange that she could climax, raising her groin to meet the woman’s face in a demanding gesture of wanting, while at the same time, feed on the pretty Nirvana like the woman was real food. 


  All around her, the tent swam with female bodies engaged in the act of pleasure. Thick thighs pressed against slender ones, faces burrowed between full-bodied breasts, lips and tongues lapped at salty, sweaty skin, and little caws and mews gave way to sensuous orgasmic cries—a fine concerto in feminine voices.


  Straddling Regalia as Nirvana had her, Jill rode the woman’s face with happy abandon, her breasts bobbing like water balloons. Her cunt ground naughtily, insistently into the woman’s lips and tongue. Regalia might have been the youngest at the fair, but she was as experienced as the sexual veterans in giving pleasure. Jill’s body surged almost angrily in a flippant retort to the men in her life—Christopher and Johnny Gold. She didn’t need them now!


  Regalia bit her clitoris so hard that it should have hurt. But instead of crying, she giggled, and twisted and squirmed on the hard-working face, asking for more. 


  “You randy little pet,” Ariana cooed as she gently slapped Jill’s bouncing tits. “Don’t smother the child.”


  “Oh, she’s doing just fine, aren’t you, little slut?” She raised her crotch enough off the girl’s face to see Regalia’s cum-soaked mouth and cheeks.  


  “I am, ma’am, and I’ll suck you dry,” Regalia vowed sassily, as she deliberately pulled Jill back down to her face.


  Jill felt as if her head were in the clouds, as if she’d found freedom—a better freedom than on the back of Johnny’s bike. She would never want this night to end.


  Partners and pairings changed through the evening, although no one entered the Tent of Sapphos but women—which Jill finally realized was one of the many rules that bound the participants in these sexual rites together. Eventually, the tent quieted as the women, spent from sex and simply too tired for more, collapsed into the bed of body parts and sensuous sighs and drifted to sleep. 


  Toward morning, Jill turned, slightly roused, finding an unknown woman’s mouth clamped to her ass, sucking her asshole as if she were being prepared for something special. The tongue circled her anus and deftly poked its way inside, sending a shower of new sensation through her wakening loins. The other women in the tent were slowly drawn into the scene and, oddly, focused solely on her—although she was too engaged by their attentive play to worry about what her good fortune might mean. 


  Cumming again, as three insistent fingers pummeled her rear opening, she felt herself suddenly lifted from the pillows by a dozen hands and taken into the open air. The cool of the early morning hours hit her like the frost of autumn, but it stung only briefly. Her body warmed to another climax. The women hadn’t stopped their play, just changed the venue. 


  In the center of the grounds stood a long flat stone about three feet high, where they laid Jill down. The women continued to stroke, grasp, kiss and maul her responding body, although now, their hands moved with urgent passion, as if something important was about to happen. They whispered encouragement into her ears. She’d remember the sibilant sounds of seduction, but not the words. She would remember later how she replied with her lips curling into a pleasured smile. 


  But soon, the women began to drift away, until there was just Nirvana at her side, holding her hand and staring into her face with a compassionate expression. She hardly noticed until then that her legs were splayed wide and her ass hung off the end of the stone table, as if the scene with the women was only the beginning. 


  Jill looked around, seeing the dawn break on the horizon—a thin band of golden light that blinded her until a dark shadow suddenly obstructed her view. That’s all she saw before the first blast of male passion reamed her ass with a nasty shove. A hefty fellow that she remembered from the cowboy spankings held onto her legs and thrust with piston-like force into the prepared space. Despite the fact that this was her sometimes-reluctant ass getting forcefully attacked, the channel opened with little effort. Obviously, her sisters had done their job well. A firestorm of sparks burst inside her brain, sending showers of sensation through her body. She lit like a Roman candle, from her groin to the tips of her fingers and far beyond them in great streamers of sexual energy. The man was coarse, abandoning any of the niceties of sex as he fucked her with unrestrained zeal. She felt his crescendo like a tidal wave passing through her, from ebb to crest, to the grand finale when he came groaning loudly while rutting to the finish.


  The initiating fuck was followed by another cock in her cunt… then a second fucking in the ass… and others coming to her for their pleasure until she couldn’t count how many deposited their seed and then fled. She quit looking at faces, although each faceless, nameless man brought her to another level of sensation. Each man was bold, even defiant, and certainly urgent. And like the compliant servant she had always been with Christopher, she responded as if this were simply another of his assignments. Her own climaxes were intense at the start, but then ceased altogether after the fourth man slipped away. By then, she was no more than a receptacle, a body, a piece of meat to be devoured and finally cast aside once she served her purpose. 


  When the men were finished with her, Jill lay alone on the hard stone, delirious from the cumming and the endless use. She awakened to the morning feeling abandoned by the world. Every limb ached and her crotch felt as if it were twice its normal size. She looked into the emptiness around her and wondered where the women were. It was difficult to see in the flat grainy gray of dawn. 


  “What a pretty sacrifice.” Someone was stroking her brow. She turned her head, and her eyes opened on Nirvana. “And a good sacrifice you were. I could tell, Ariana could tell, Regalia could tell. Well …  all decided. Normally we don’t choose a novice for our morning ritual, but we were certain that you wouldn’t mind, my sweet sister. Was it so bad?”


  “You do this every morning?” Jill had the presence of mind to ask. 


  “Of course.  Can you think of a better way to greet the day than with the sacrifice of a female harlot? We don’t have guts enough to engage in a real sacrifice to the death, but I think this sort has its own merits. After all, you get to walk away!” She laughed. 


  Did they really, seriously, consider sacrificing to the death? How far would these heathens go? A flutter of fear traipsed stealthily through her body and then moved on quickly as Nirvana helped her to her feet. Of course, the woman wasn’t serious! She scoffed at her silly fear, while at the same time wondering if it was silly at all. 


  The women took her to the river where they bathed away the remnants of the night, and playfully greeted the day with a rising quotient of teasing slaps and giggles that signaled the day ahead. 


  Jill was nearly into the spirit of merriment again, wondering how her second day at the country pleasure fair would go. But as the women returned to the camp, having reached the crest of the hill where the fair had been, Jill was disappointed to see that the men were taking down the tents. 


  “It’s over?”


  “For his year, yes,” Nirvana answered sadly.


  “Where do you go now?”  


  “Tomorrow we scatter to the winds. We go home.”


  “Oh, dear.” She looked tired and bewildered.


  “You have no place to go, do you?” the glib psychic Ariana noted.


  “No, I really don’t. Johnny Gold left me here with you. I’d hoped, at least I think I’d hoped, to figure out what I wanted before the fair ended. But it’s all happened so quickly… I don’t…” There weren’t even words to describe her despair.


  “But of course you’re going home with me,” Ariana solved the problem for her. “I certainly wouldn’t cast you to the wolves now, would I? And Regalia will be with us.”


  “And where is home?”


  “I own a pottery and crystal shop near Flagstaff. Beautiful country. If you’re making a new life for yourself, it’s a great place to do that.”


  Jill spent the remainder of the day assuming that in the morning, she’d be packed up in Ariana’s old truck along with the woman’s other belongings and heading Southwest. She thought with some excitement about the vistas, the open spaces, and the chance to find a life in a new place where no cared who she had been before. That was until she heard the sound of motorcycles rising out of the valley. The closer they got, the more her heart started to beat with alarm. She could feel Johnny’s approach as if he were already hanging on her limbs like dead weight. The instant her ears relayed the truth, she knew she wouldn’t be going anywhere with Ariana. He’d come to tale her back. 


  As if trading in a claim ticket, he’d be taking her away and roaring off to God knows where—California, LA, she assumed, if he was sticking to his plan. Of course, she’d go with him. She never had any doubt about that. But why?


  Was he more familiar, easier to understand, less threatening than the sweet-faced hedonists at the fair? Than Ariana? Young Regalia? Was the unknown trek he’d take her on less dangerous than the known destination of her earth mother friend? Was it just her fate to ride the back of Harley with her sex pressed to a man’s butt? Or was it just familiar and unchallenging? Easy. Simple. Submissive. 


  


  The pair stopped in Reno, where they gambled and lost two hundred bucks. Then they filled up with gas in Tahoe and started toward the mountain pass, crossing the border into California. Three days later, they crashed in a motel in Newport Beach.


  With hardly a dime to her name, Jill decided it was time to get a job. 


  What would her life have been if she’d gone with Ariana? She’d think about the fair after a long day waitressing in a hole-in-the-wall café near the beach. From the deck of their motel, the ocean breezes soothed some of the ache. But was it any substitute for the peaceful vistas of the high desert and the calm of Ariana’s gentle ways? She sensed that by choosing Johnny Gold over the sensuous mistress of the arcane she’d altered her life in unknown ways, which only time would reveal. 


  She could see her future. One day would settle into next, a few months would go by and she’d forget the fair. Eventually, she and Johnny would move to an apartment as sad as the motel, but at least more permanent. Some distant day far beyond her now, she’d wonder how she managed to trap her life in another cage of aimless choices that nailed bars around her as secure as any jail cell.




  Chapter Eight - Recovered Property


  On the outskirts of Cold River Falls along the old highway sits a steakhouse, which has been in that location for over thirty years, a fixture in the area and about the only place, except for Nick’s Tavern, where strangers can consort without attracting undo attention. 


  The two men met at six p.m. sharp on a Wednesday evening, when there were few diners in the Cold River Steak House. Christopher Hurst was a fanatic for his privacy, so this particularly quiet evening suited him. Of course, he could have planned an even more anonymous location for the meeting in a nearby town where even fewer people would recognize his face. But, since the discussion would be brief and amicable, and certainly no one in Cold River Falls would know his dinner guest, further precautions to secure his privacy seemed unnecessary.


  He hadn’t counted on Logan Dunn’s charisma to attract so much attention in the restaurant, especially with the women. Like mindless Barbie Dolls, all their pretty heads turned his way as the maitre’d led the man to the secluded table in the back of the room. Thankfully, once the two shook hands and settled in, the other diners seemed to lose interest in the pair and turned back to their dinner companions. 


  “So glad you agreed to meet me here. Saves me a lot of time,” Christopher opened the discussion with a pleasant, if not somewhat devious, smile. 


  “So long as you’re paying the bill, I’ll meet you anywhere you like.”


  “Yes, of course. I took the liberty of ordering a couple of steaks. Hope you’re not a vegetarian.”


  “No, I like my meat rare.”


  “Good. I think you’ll be pleased enough, unless you have real gourmet tastes, which can’t be satisfied in this town.”


  “I’m a country boy, Mr. Hurst. I’m sure anything here will suit me.”


  He didn’t look like a country boy—he could have been a GQ model or a Rodeo cowboy, or an actor. Not that he was a pretty-boy—far from it. He was quietly assuming without being arrogant, and most intriguing. Perhaps what Christopher expected.


  “A country boy?” he questioned the man, “I’m surprised. I never would have guessed.”


  “I live in a cabin in the woods, keep to myself when I’m not working. And that’s the way I like my life.”


  “But you do carry yourself with a certain panache. I suppose that’s necessary in your line of work?”


  “Whatever I do is natural to me. Although it does take a degree of grit to do my job. That I will admit to. You have to be cold, calculating and vicious at times, especially when the runaways want to fight. But I’ve never lost. Eight years, and I’ve never lost one, and I’ve only failed to find two, out of probably… eighteen maybe nineteen.”


  “Really? That few?”


  “More or less. Sometimes it takes months to track these girls. And since the pay is so generous, I don’t have to work that hard. Then too, there isn’t a big demand for my services. Sometimes months go by when all the closet sex slaves of wealthy men behave themselves and stay put like the good little sluts they are.” 


  His smirk was most engaging. His air light and joking, which put Christopher at ease. He’d probably like the man under other circumstances. But he felt the business at hand was too important to waste more time on small talk. 


  “About the girl,” he started.


  “Yes, tell me about the girl.”


  “What do you need to know?”


  “Everything you can tell me. The nature of your relationship. What kind of formal contract you engaged in, legal or otherwise. Why you think she left. And then, of course, any pertinent information that would lead me to find her. Pictures, clothes, behavior patterns, education, the kind of people or places she would gravitate toward. Did she leave a note?”


  He would have gone on, but Christopher interrupted him, pulling from his briefcase a fat manila envelope. “The pictures are in here.”


  Logan started to open the package when Christopher urgently placed his hand on his. 


  “Not here.”


  “Not here? There’s no one around.”


  “Perhaps no one will see, but I have no intention of letting the locals here know anything about my relationship with Jillian. I doubt if anyone even knows that she’s gone.”


  “Was she known in the area?”


  “Only to a certain extent.” 


  “Friends?”


  “No, not really. She would go into town on errands. I believe she was pleasant enough. But she was considered a loner and very much my…” he stumbled here, “my companion.”


  “Companion? That’s all?”


  “Of course, we were more than that and I’m sure there were many people who assumed that there was a sexual relationship. People talk, make the easy assumption.”


  “So, there was no sexual relationship?”


  “Oh, yes there was. Of course there was; our very private one, although by outward appearances we gave no one reason to believe that our relationship was anything but platonic. On the rare times we were together in town, I took the role of older brother rather than boyfriend. After all, technically, I was her stepfather. People simply assume when two people of our age live together that things are happening.”


  Logan eyed him with carefully. “I see. So about the girl?”


  “Yes, well, she’s the daughter of my former wife—who abandoned us both. I suppose it was a good thing she split, considering what developed after her mother left. Jillian and I were always close,” he sighed wistfully, “always seemed to fit together like we were made for each other. Of course, to begin with, she was a minor and I had to be prudent. Then a few years ago, after her mother left, and she were sure she was gone for good, the damn burst on all intense feelings we shared. It was pretty uncanny the way we discovered her little kinky side, her desire to be dominated, which fit right into my natural proclivities, if you get my drift.”


  “Certainly.”


  “I loved her, Mr. Dunn. She was my true slave—dutiful, adoring, and as you’ll see—very beautiful. I have taken the liberty of putting a few bondage poses in there,” he pointed to the package of photographs. “You’ll see the depth of her submission. I don’t think describing it in words does it justice. You are familiar with the extremes of S&M?”


  Logan chuckled. “Very.” 


  The man spoke so passionately that he was tempted to believe him.


  “In the last year, we entered into a formal contract. I was going to have her pierced and branded. I think she was a little reluctant there, but she did agree. And when we talked about it during sex, she’d get amazingly turned on. She kept wanting to go deeper, and I led her where she wanted to go, being surprised at every turn how willing she was to take on new risks.” The man sighed mournfully, as his thoughts rested on the missing Jillian. 


  “So, if she was so happy, why did she run away?” Logan interrupted him. 


  “We’d had a bit of a tiff about something simple, something we’d get over, certainly. I expected it to blow over. But then a young man arrived at the house,” he paused, seeming reluctant to continue, “Actually… he was my son, out of wedlock son. I was very young when he was conceived. Anyway, there was an ugly scene between us—Jillian had nothing to do with that. And then he left. That night Jillian was missing. At first, I didn’t connect the two events, since I didn’t think the two had even met while the boy  was in my house. I thought initially that she just needed a little break—she’d done that in the past, gone off for a few hours, though not recently. It was only a few days later when she didn’t turn up that I linked her with my son, and decided that they might have, as impossible as it seems, gone off together.” He shook his head as if he couldn’t begin to believe the idea.


  “Do you know if they left together?”


  “No. Not really. But that might be a place to start.”


  “And you know where you can find your son?”


  “I’m not sure. We aren’t close at all. His life is miles apart from mine. He rides a Harley, takes part in those cross-country road races. I guess he’s made a name for himself, calls himself Johnny Gold. His real name is John Willis—his mother’s name. If you ask around the racing circuit, I’m sure you’ll find someone who knows where he is.”


  Logan sat back digesting the information, looking guardedly at his client, his mind working with some diligence to understand the facts the man presented him.


  “The real question, Mr. Hurst, is what’s going to happen when I find Jillian? How do I bring her back? What kind of legitimate claim can you make on her, if any? You say you were so close, but she did leave and hasn’t returned in a reasonable amount of time. Obviously, she doesn’t want to come back on her own. Whatever has happened since your ‘tiff’ and since she left has convinced her to remain a runaway.”


  “That’s just it, I think she might have been brainwashed by my son. She’s very impressionable, and can hardly act on her own. You must have seen that with the other submissive women you’ve recovered. She probably thinks I won’t have her back. But I do want her.”


  “And any legal means to apprehend her?”


  Christopher’s mood suddenly changed in the perceptible ways Logan Dunn was used to seeing in his clients. Some were very cagey, others ruthless. He’d certainly seen this kind of transformation before. At the moment, Christopher Hurst was more cagey than merciless.


  “Yes, sadly there are some matters of importance that concern me. She stole several valuable jewelry items and some cash. And we had a working contract, which she has breached. That’s in the package too. I hate to press legal charges, but if I have to, I will. It should be enough to retain her, legally. Do we need a warrant?”


  “If possible. I prefer to work with one. That way I don’t have to go dodging the law; I simply make a legal arrest.”


  “Well then, I have a friend, a judge.”


  Logan snickered. “Funny, how most of you guys do.”


  “Really?”


  “Men with money know judges; it’s a fact.”


  “I don’t ask favors, Mr. Dunn. I don’t need to.”


  “Of course not. Just when it comes to sex slaves.”


  “I’d rather not think of Jillian as a sex slave—although she certainly is by all modern standards. Regardless of what you call her, I want her back so we can fix what went wrong and move beyond it. I was going to ask her to marry me.”


  Christopher knew that he was dangerously close to sounding ridiculous talking marriage, but gauging the bounty hunter’s response, the man looked as if he believed him. 


  Keeping a keen eye on his new client, Logan appraised the man’s motives, unsure how sincere or truthful he’d been. And yet, strangely, he was moved by him in a way few Dominant masters moved him. He could usually see through false schemes—and on several occasions had rejected a job because he felt the girl’s life might actually be at risk. So far, Christopher Hurst was a mystery. A look at the pictures would tell him a lot. 


  “You get the warrant, pay my download payment, I’m on the job. You can contact me at the hotel.” He started to rise. 


  “Just one more thing,” Christopher stopped him.


  “What’s that?” Logan sat back down.


  “What happens when you find her?” 


  “I arrest her and bring her back.”


  “And how does that work?”


  “I usually travel by car or truck. I prefer that to planes, even though air travel is faster. A land route draws less attention, and attention is something you don’t want. It complicates things. You can trust I have no problem managing a woman in cuffs and chains, of which I have ample supply. I’ll even gag her if necessary. I assume your slave is used to bondage?”


  “Oh, very. But I’m afraid,” he chuckled, “you’ll have her plenty aroused. Bondage is her sexual turn on.”


  “Then let her be aroused. I don’t have sex with runaways.”


  “Oh?”


  “She’s not my property; she’s yours, Mr. Hurst.”


  “Yes. That’s certainly right. But my property to give away if I like. And although I hate sharing her sweetness, her lush body with any man, she does transform remarkably when she’s being used, and that is quite a turn on for me.”


  “I see. That’s very interesting.” He started to rise again. “Well then, I’ll get started. If I have questions about the photos, I’ll call you.”


  “Yes. That would be fine. And any other information you need.”


  Logan nodded. “We’ll be in touch.”


  


  Jill pushed her hair off her brow with the back of her hand. It felt a thousand degrees inside the café even with the air conditioning running full blast. A dozen trips from the dining area into kitchen, where the temperature soared like an oven in the late afternoon, made her drip with sweat.


  The small restaurant was empty now, except for the lone man in the corner by the window—the one in the T-shirt and jeans. He read the paper from page one to the end, then folded it neatly on the table. He continued reading through some papers he pulled from a envelope, than he put those back inside the leather jacket that hung over the back of his chair. It was much too warm for leather in the LA heat. And even in jeans, the man seemed out of place in a beach town where in June the population had begun wearing shorts and bikinis several weeks before, and would until the end of September. But it was more than his clothes that made him different. Despite his casual attire, he had a sophisticated air about him, and a way of combing his untidy black hair away from his angular face in a gesture of sublime contentment.


  Jill had plenty of time to examine the man as he sipped three cups of coffee and casually ate his bagel sandwich. He seemed more like a latter day god than a real man. He made her uneasy. The way his brows narrowed over his eyes made them unusually intense, frightening, deep and brooding. Although he was pleasant enough when they spoke and his smile was surprisingly kind, he provoked feelings of conflict, distrust and arousal in his conscientious waitress. The way she was both drawn to him and repelled, she had to force her herself to stay away.


  “Anything else you’d like?” Jill asked, as she made another pass by his table. In her effort to nonchalantly collect coffee cups and plates from a nearby table, she dropped several with a noisy clatter. 


  “Sorry,” she said, squatting down to gather the mess at his feet. She looked up at the stranger with a self-conscious smile. 


  “You’re Jillian Ingalls?” 


  The question came like a thunderbolt our of a clear blue sky.


  “What?”


  “Jillian Ingalls, right?”


  “How would you know me?”


  “I know Christopher Hurst. We need to talk.”


  Her face instantly flamed. And her desire to flee became an overwhelming need. If she’d been on her feet, maybe. Instead, her squatting legs, collapsed under her and she fell awkwardly toward the side. She scrambled to rise, and did so with surprising ease, only to find that the firm grip of the man’s right hand aided her recovery. 


  “I think you should sit down. You’ve been running all afternoon. You’re tired. No one’s here for you to wait on, so take a load off those aching feet.”


  He didn’t threaten, but earnest sincerity poured from him like the current of a mighty river. Her nerves responded with a thrilling shiver, and yet she was anxiously wary of his veiled demand and the unyielding hand on her wrist. She wanted to flee, as irrational as that seemed—or maybe it was not so irrational. “I’m sorry, but I’m working.” He’d still not broken his grasp.


  “Sit down, Jillian.” Again, he spoke like he had the right to command her, and she unthinkingly sat because if felt as if she had no other choice. 


  “What do you have to do with Christopher Hurst?”


  “He hired me to find you.”


  “He did?”


  “Yes. He tells me he’s frantic without you. Bewildered, lost, and I believe very angry. He wants answers and he wants you back.”


  “Well, he’s not getting me back!”


  “No?” His smile was sly and dangerously sweet. 


  “No. I’ve left him. What’s done is done. It’s over; please tell him so.” She started to rise, only to have the man grab her wrist and hold her down.”


  “That may be what you believe, Miss Ingalls, but I assure you, you are going back.”


  “And how is that? You plan to kidnap me?”


  “I don’t think I’ll have to.”


  “Really?”


  “Oh, I’m sure of it.”


  So cool. So certain. So engaging. His face, the small growth of beard on his chin and lip, the sexy, almost retro 50’s hair, the brooding, feral eyes. 


  “Who are you?”


  He smiled slightly, like he was trying to be pleasant. “In colloquial terms, I’m a bounty hunter, Miss Ingalls. I have a warrant for your arrest in my jacket pocket. All legal. You’ll be coming with me.”


  “What? What am I charged with? I left the man. There’s no crime in that.”


  “There is when you take property that doesn’t belong to you, when you renege on a legally binding contract. Christopher Hurst claims he owns you.”


  “He can’t!”


  “I’m afraid he can to some extent. The charges of theft and breach of contract will stick. Fight me all you want, but I will win.”


  “No! You’re not winning anything.” Furious, Jill bolted from her chair, only to be caught again by the man’s steely grasp.


  “Don’t do that again.” He leveled her with an imperious stare. “I’m bigger than you and stronger than you, and if I have to, I will call the cops. They’ll put you in handcuffs in front of anyone who’s here to watch, and then grant me legal custody so I can do what I was hired to do—take you back to face your accuser.”


  She sat back down, guts on fire, her stomach so queasy she was about to retch. She could hardly breath. 


  “I want to see those papers. Now!” Her hands fidgeted nervously in front of her. 


  “By the way, my name’s Logan Dunn.”


  “I don’t care what name you go by. I want to see those papers!”


  Afraid of her becoming hysterical, Logan’s mood softened. “Of course,” he said calmly, as he turned in his chair and reached into his jacket for the documents, which he handed to her across the table. 


  For several minutes, Jillian leafed through the dozen pages, her eyes riveted and searching.


  “He says I stole $3000 dollars. I did not!” Her eyes flared. “And this… this is a lie. The jewelry belonged to my mother, not him!”


  “It’s not my place to try you, Miss Ingalls, just bring you in.”


  “I’m calling an attorney.”


  “You have the money for that?”


  “No. But I’ll find it if I have to.”


  “You were the man’s sex slave,” the bounty hunter changed the subject completely—deliberately, to keep her off balance. 


  “What!”


  “I have a copy of the service contract you signed. It’s a legally binding contract. You’re obliged to work for the man. Of course, the contract doesn’t specifically speak of sex in the agreement; it would hardly do that. But you know how your arrangement worked, and you were in full agreement until whatever possessed you to change your mind and leave.”


  “I was NOT his sex slave!” she practically shrieked.


  The cook peered out the kitchen door, concerned.


  “You okay, Jill?”


  She settled down. “Yeah, sure. I’m all right. I’m taking a break.”


  “Hey,” he shrugged looking at the empty room. “Okay with me.”


  “Thanks,” she said with a faint smile, which instantly faded as she looked back at Logan Dunn.


   “You could to speak to a lawyer or we could find the local constabulary. But it’s not going to make any difference. You’ll be going with me in the end. I’d recommend that you accept the inevitable and go without a fight. Whatever freedom you thought you’d earned ends here. Might as well fight windmills as go against Christopher Hurst in a court of law. Against a man of his power and money, you’ll lose everything, not just your freedom, but your self-respect. You’ll turn him into a vindictive enemy, which you don’t want.”


  She looked at him despairingly; afraid that everything he said was true. “But why would he want me back? It makes no sense.”


  “He loves you.”


  “Like hell he loves me! The man’s a bastard, not a lover!”


  “Maybe. But I have some pretty awesome pictures of you in my possession. He wasn’t always the bastard to you.”


  “What pictures are those?” Worry raised her brows in wonder. 


  “I can show them to you, but not here.”


  “Where then?”


  “Anywhere that’s private, you name the place.”


  She looked outside to the busy street, her brain a whirring dervish of activity. 


  “The public library is just down the street. I’m off in a half hour, I’ll meet you there.”


  He shook his head. If it’s all the same to you, I’ll wait for you here.”


  “You think I’ll run off,” she concluded. 


  He laughed. “Gee, I wonder why?”


  “If you tracked me this far, I’m sure you can track me again.”


  “True. But I’d rather not have to chase you again. Moving targets aren’t easy to find. And I start to get really pissy when my runaways try to pull a fast one on me.”


  “Okay, then wait,” she told him. She scooted off the chair and moved to the back of the café to wait on a customer who had just come through the back door. Her mind was a mass of confusion as she wondered what he meant by ‘pissy’. Whatever, her legs felt like jelly, almost too weak to hold her upright. The feeling of doom spread through her like a death shroud, even as an illogical feeling of lust seemed to swell in her as well.


  


  
She’d always thought of libraries as esoteric lairs, places where secrets are lost and later found. They’d always had a sexual attraction for her—of course, she might just be remembering the hallowed ground of Christopher’s library and office, and the anteroom nearby where he’d sneakily take her when the whim struck. There were some similarities, and that same erotic feeling stirred her gut when she walked into the public library with Logan Dunn at her side. 


  The last half hour in the café had been miserable, as she felt the bounty hunter’s uncanny eyes undress her as he waited. He studied her as if she were a rare painting of unusual quality—but with an air judgment and smug superiority. 


  Jill finally gave up trying to act normal, and asked her boss if she could quit early. No problem, he told her.


  “Let’s go,” she said to Logan, tossing her apron on the counter and grabbing her purse. She started out the door abruptly and didn’t wait for him to catch up. 


  Seconds later, they were striding side by side in a natural gait, saying nothing. 


  Once inside the library, they chose a corner in the back of the industrial arts section, where few people would bother them. They sat like romantic lovers, across from each other at a small table crammed into a four by four foot niche. 


  One by one, Logan pulled photographs from a manila envelope and tossed them in front of her—his evidence. Each picture was an accusation, evidence of the truth. She shuddered as she acknowledged each one with a pang of remorse. Each image was alarmingly more provocative than the last one. She hadn’t realized that Christopher had photographed nearly every important moment of their lives… holidays, her graduation, daily scenes of them working together—seemingly in an affectionate way. But always the angle, the juxtaposition of their bodies, or the expressions on her face skewed the truth of what she honestly felt at the time. Anyone who didn’t know her could only assume by these photographs that she was genuinely in love with the man. The look in her eyes, the way she laughed, the longing glance. How could he have captured so many tender moments when there simply weren’t that many in their miserable history? Then, with a shocking suddenness that almost hurt her eyes, Logan pulled from the envelope a series of sexually blatant pictures taken of her giving him head and getting fucked in various positions. He must have had hidden cameras in both their bedrooms, anteroom and library. Finally, the bounty hunter pulled from his stash the most damaging photographs of her elaborate bondage rituals—including the one in the woods, where she’d been lifted into ecstasy by the intricately knotted ropes. 


  “My God! How did you get these?” she asked with a desperate edge in her voice.


  “How else? Mr. Hurst gave them to me when he hired me to find you.”


  “He did a very good job of obscuring the facts.”


  “And what facts are those?”


  “That I despised him.”


  “Is that so? Amazing how he could get you to lie so well and in so many ways. You hardly look as if you hate him.” He pointed to one image where she was heavily bound, her breasts obscenely tied with rope, her cunt tied open, her limbs stretched to the four corners of his bed, and her mouth tightly gagged with cloth. At the moment the picture was taken by a photographer on the sidelines, her eyes were fixated on Christopher’s beseeching face. His eyes were fixated in return, in a stare that was as frightening as it was telling. Even with her mouth gagged, Jill could see the mirth in her expression—and his. The picture had been taken at that wondrous moment following a hard session of physical torture when she was most accepting of the man who offered her such exquisite sexual bliss. 


  “Some things weren’t a lie. But the idea that I loved him is.”


  “It will take more than that lame argument to convince me. But the truth is, it’s not my place to judge these things. Whether you loved him or not isn’t the point. He’s paid me to find you and that’s all I really need to do my job. Of course, he’s made a decent legal case to bring you back, and it’s always reassuring when I’m on solid ground with the law. But legal or not, you’re going back and what happens to you when you’re returned to his custody is not my concern.”


  “Returned to his custody?”


  “Oh, you might spend a few nights in jail, but I doubt it. You’ll be released to Mr. Hurst. Given the arrangement you had, I imagine his friend the judge will let him take care of the consequences for your bad behavior.”


  “The arrangement?”


  “The Dominant/submissive one.”


  “Yes. I suppose it looks that way. But there was nothing to legally bind me to him—at least not in that way. Slavery is against the law.” 


  “That’s true. But sometimes the law looks the other way; you’re certainly smart enough to know that. Chances are, your Mr. Hurst has some sleaze ball of a judge in his back pocket. You are his slave in his eyes. You agreed to his rules and then you broke them. If he can convince a judge of his story, you might as well kiss your freedom goodbye.”


  She sighed as if the weight of a thousand days were on her shoulders. “Well, we’ll just see how far you get taking me back with you, Mr. Logan Dunn. I have no intention of cooperating with your scheme.”


  Her statement altered his mood in seconds. “I don’t need your cooperation,” he said, his voice firm, his resolve steely and cold. “I’m well within my rights to hogtie and gag you until I return you. I’d rather not do that, but I will if I have to.” He stared into her shimmering eyes relishing the way they brightened with alarm as he made his threat. Her chin quivered. Her whole body seemed to shake. Ah, yes! This was his payoff. It always happened in the first few minutes of an apprehension, when reality struck like an ax-wielding thug, shaking its victim to her core.


  The bigger truth made him even more thrilled—he knew the woman loved the moment as much as he did. It might take a few days, maybe a week, maybe longer for the girl to realize that fact. Rarely would he be around to hear a runaway admit the truth. But he knew what was in the heart of a submissive woman. And just seconds in Jillian Ingalls presence confirmed her naturally surrendering nature. He’d provoked her inner fire. And she was teaming with the struggle he found in every runaway slave. And in her, the expression of conflict was as thrilling to him as any he’d seen in several years. The desire to submit pitted against their brief experiment in rebellion, compounded by their feelings of self-doubt, remorse and guilt made these runaways a breed of woman unlike any other. He loved them all.


  Staring at her accuser, Jillian’s tummy fluttered with lust. The way he spoke, the mention of bondage, the look in his eyes, the air of indifference caused the juices in her hungering crotch to flow like a stream of molten lava. She felt her panties dampen as the feeling expanded to include her entire body. She felt as if she might melt into a pool of liquid sex there in the library, in the hushed, empty quite of their secluded corner. 


  She still had a thousand questions clawing in her brain, seeking answers. But there was only one she was able to ask.


  “What kind of man are you anyway? This is this your job? Chasing after women who don’t want to be caught like a vigilante, a self-appointed god?”


  “If you didn’t want to be caught, you wouldn’t have been so easy to find.”


  “Easy to find?” She lived in a needle-in-a-haystack world, one of thousands of women hiding out or looking for elusive fame in the arid Southern California valleys between the mountains and the ocean. “Here? In LA?”


  “I guess you didn’t know that you hitched a ride with a celebrity?” 


  “Johnny?”


  “I found him, and he led me right to you. I just had to play catch up until you landed here.”


  “Johnny, a celebrity?”


  “Not a particularly important one, but he’s known in the world of biking.”


  “Just my luck,” she sighed bitterly before turning her eyes on him again. “But back to my question, bounty hunter, what kind of man goes after women who’ve done nothing wrong but get on the pissed-off side of a rich jerk?”


  “It pays, Miss Ingalls. Pays very well. And better than that, the job satisfies my fascination for an underground I love. I believe that women like you who enter into arrangements like yours with Christopher Hurst thrive on, beg for, even subconsciously create moments like this one. They can’t help themselves. Being taken is their obsession.”


  “I did nothing to create this moment!”


  “But it’s really a moot point here. You may rant and rave and protest all you like—that’s your game. Fact is: you fit the profile as well as any runaway I’ve apprehended. If I thought you were going to be abused or mortally wounded, or really didn’t want what Christopher Hurst gives you, I wouldn’t have taken the job. If my conversation with you disputed the facts he gave me, I might have even changed my mind. But what I’ve seen in you only confirms the truth. The pictures don’t lie and neither can you, sitting there getting all squishy inside your panties. You’re going back with me and that’s that. We might as well start now.”


  “What recourse do I have?”


  “None.”


  Jillian stared off into space while the bounty hunter patiently watched her think. Then her eyes returned to his and they stared at each other as if time stopped and they were suspended forever in that one single second. 


  There were other questions to ask, but her mind drew a blank, and there was no time left.. 


  Suddenly, with a move so swift Jill didn’t see it coming, Logan whisked the pictures back into the envelope and rose to his feet. He then took her by the arm, his fingers crushing into her flesh, and led her from the library. Her beating heart seemed to leap into her throat and her guts turned inside out with fear, while the constant stream of liquid between her thighs turned her panties as ‘squishy’ as Logan Dunn believed them to be. 


  On the street, the pair walked two blocks to Logan’s truck, a huge late model vehicle with dark windows and an extra seat behind the front bench. The bounty hunter pushed Jillian into the extra seat, and followed her into the truck, leaning over the front as he quickly cuffed her hands behind her and locked them into a specially installed eyebolt in the side panel of the truck. She could sit up at an angle, or put her feet up on the small vinyl-covered bench. Either way, she was forced to lean back awkwardly on her hands as the truck drove off. 


  She hardly fought his swift moves, as if she were drugged or in a trance. Only when the bounty hunter was finally finished, sitting in the driver’s seat, ready to pull away from the curb did it dawn on her what had just happened. Until then, she thought of Logan Dunn as little more than an invention of her fears. He couldn’t be real. There were no bounty hunters aimed at capturing runaway sex slaves because there were no slaves. Slavery didn’t exist in the 21st century , not in the eyes of decent people, or the law—where it really counted. 


  So, why was she so suddenly, so easily under his control? What happened to the dumpy apartment three blocks away, and Johnny Gold waiting for her to cook his dinner? What happened to liberty and freedom, the lawyer, justice, reality… reality? What happened to the real world while she was staring at those damned pictures in the library… while she listened to the man, with incredible skill at disarming her defenses, lay out his silly case against her. How could he possibly claim the authority he did? And what had happened to her that she let him actually take her, force her into his truck and handcuff her without so much as raising her voice?


  “What are you going to do?” she finally asked him. 


  “We’re heading toward Maine,” he replied.


  “You don’t really mean that.” 


  “I haven’t lied. You may not buy this, Jillian Ingalls, but you’d best get used to the way I think. In my eyes, you’re recovered property now. Nothing more. I’m taking you back to the man who owns you, and from there, you’ll have to settle things yourself. As far as I can see, he has a moral and legal claim on you. I’m not going to argue the point anymore. Point’s been made and we’re heading out.”


  “Damn you! NO!” She blasted him with so much emotion that he felt it hitting the back of his neck.


  He laughed, then his voice lowered. “You yell like that again, the window goes up all the way.” To make his point, he hit the power window button and a glass panel between the front and back seats started to rise. He stopped the thing just short of the top, looked in the mirror and smiled at the flustered young woman. 


  “You bastard! Let me out!” she screamed.


  “Okay, if that’s the way you want it,” he said, as if he expected it. The truck sat idling at a stoplight, giving him enough time to turn her way. “But you listen hard, little bitch, you try that again, you really piss me off, I’ll blister your ass. Trust me, sitting back there all the way to Maine is gonna get pretty damned uncomfortable.”


  Logan hit the power button again, and the window between the two seats closed tight. 




  Chapter Nine - Rebellion


  Jillian and her bounty hunter stopped outside Phoenix, at a hovel in the desert, reminiscent of the dozen places she’d crashed in with Johnny Gold on her trip West. It was hard to believe that she was making the trek in reverse just two months later with another stranger—a man just as appealing as the brash Johnny Gold, but with a good deal more couth and a darkness about him that Johnny would never have. 


  The fire in her belly ignited the instant she laid eyes on Logan Dunn, something she was used to when she met a man who fanned the flames of her darkest desires. Normally, those moments came and went as the men that caused them slipped out of her life as easily as passersby on the street. When she’d awakened that morning, dressed for work and left Johnny to fend for himself in their apartment, she never expected that she wouldn’t be returning. There had been no warning. It never crossed her mind that capture was possible, that Christopher would even care to have her back, let alone pay money to have the deed done, or that some mysterious stranger would have the power to pluck her away from the café and send her life into a twisted tailspin. 


  “So, what’s my boyfriend going to think? He’ll be worried,” she finally asked, as Logan Dunn pulled her from the truck and pushed her to the motel room later that day. She remained handcuffed. Spending a day alone on the hard rear seat of the truck, she had plenty of time to ponder her fate. 


  “He’ll have a letter from me with the brief details of your capture, including the legitimacy of your arrest, outlining the charges. He can complain to Christopher Hurst, although I doubt he will. I’m not sure your boyfriend was cut out for a woman like you.”


  Logan shoved her into the room, bolted the door behind them and finally removed the cuffs that had been painfully cutting Jillian’s wrists the last hundred miles. She rubbed the tender skin, noting the red marks with a degree of exhilaration she tried to censor. 


  “You can use the head, if you need to.”


  “Gee, thanks.” She was about to pee her panties, and almost wished she had soiled the backseat of the truck. But she was smart enough to figure that Logan Dunn would only make her sit in the stinky mess if she did.


  Returning to the room, she watched the man make quick work, rearranging the furniture to suit his needs. He put the double bed by the door and the couch against the far wall. “That’s where you’ll sleep, unless you want the floor,” he said, pointing to the sagging couch that probably made up into an even more saggy hideabed. 


  “The floor?”


  “Your choice.”


  “I suppose you get the bed.”


  “Forgetting yourself?”


  “Forgetting what?” She asked, truly confused.  


  “You’re recovered property,” he said. A perfect wake-up call. “You have no rights. Certainly, you didn’t think I was a gentleman and would let you have the bed?”


  “Yes, I remember now,” she answered softly, as she slunk down on the couch, pouting. 


  “Don’t look so glum. With any luck, you’ll just continue your old life the way it was. Your master might leash you a little closer to home, but he doesn’t look like the type to heap on long term revenge.”


  “Who? Christopher? If you think that, you don’t know him very well.”


  “Then I guess you’ll suffer,” he said offhandedly, as if he really didn’t care—which he didn’t. “Right now, you might want to get some sleep. We have a long road tomorrow.”


  Not bothering to change his clothes, Logan lay back on the bed and turned out the overhead light from the wall switch, which left the room bathed in an eerie half darkness. In erratic spurts, the light from the motel marquee flickered on and off, making its way through the ragged drapes and brightening the room with an effervescent glow. If Jill lay on the couch, the light shined right in her eyes, but she refused to turn around on the lumpy couch. If she lay the other way, she’d have her back to Logan Dunn and would be unable to see him sleeping. As soon as he was sound asleep, she planned to make a break for freedom. Though unlikely to succeed, she owed herself the slim chance of slipping through his net.  


  While waiting, Jillian closed her eyes and pretended to sleep, giving Logan every opportunity to relax and sleep himself, thinking his ‘recovered property’ was settled for the night. The hours ticked away as Jillian clocked the time opening her eyes at intervals, hoping the bounty hunter would turn away from the door and make her escape easier. She actually dozed for a while between two and three-thirty a.m., when her eyes popped open with alarming suddenness, hearing the squealing brakes of a car outside.


  Although exhausted, she couldn’t let the entire night pass without attempting an escape. She stared at the bounty hunter. He hadn’t moved an inch or a muscle, but lay like a sleeping statue on his back, his head on the pillow, his hands on his chest and his boots crossed at the ankles, eyes closed, his breathing steady as a metronome ticking off the seconds in perfect cadence. 


  By four o’clock, she started to panic, thinking that she was already seeing daylight peeking out of the nighttime sky. A getaway couldn’t be accomplished in the daylight. She had to act, now! 


  Sliding silently from the couch, Jillian crept carefully toward the bed, toward the door and Logan Dunn. Luckily, her stealthy movements did nothing to alter the bounty hunter’s even sleep. And by the time she reached the door, her confidence was buoyed. She was sure she’d foiled the man with her furtive, careful trek. 


  The door was another concern, however. The air around her seemed to vibrate with silence and any noise might startle the man from his sleep. Taking a deep nervous breath, she slowly, soundlessly drew the door bolt from its hasp. Then she turned the knob with just a simple click. On the brink of freedom, she could hardly mute her elation, as a feeling of pure joy invaded her weary body. The chances of making this escape were slim; even her instincts warned her that she had far to go to gain her freedom, but for just this one moment of pleasure, whatever the consequences, it was worth the try. Squashing her doubts, Jillian opened the motel door to make her exit and the cool night air rushed in, hitting her squarely in the face.


  With the instincts of an animal poised to strike, the bounty hunter suddenly awakened and rose like an angry tiger towering over his cowering prey. With one hand, he hauled the runaway back inside, while he slammed the door shut with his boot. He turned, pushing Jillian backwards into the room with small efficient shoves until she stumbled back and fell to the couch behind her. The entire time, her eyes were locked on his unwavering ones, unable to look elsewhere. 


  “That was really stupid,” he said, as he began to unbuckle the leather belt at his waist. “I’m amazed you thought you could get away.”


  “I had to try,” she said meekly.


  “But it wasn’t very smart. You only pissed me off.”


  Pissed off? Exactly what he’d warned her about. What more could she expect? She baited him, knowing as she did so that she’d eventually lose, but she had to try. Yes, she had to try, she earnestly repeated to herself as consolation. 


  With his belt doubled ominously in his fist, Logan Dunn pulled her with him to the bed where he sat down and jerked her over his lap like a rag doll, for the moment too stunned to fight back. In seconds, her skirt was raised up over her hips and her stinky panties were ripped from her behind, torn in shreds and tossed triumphantly on the floor, directly in her line of vision. Holding her steady with a firm arm gripped her about the waist, he raised his belt in his other hand and began pelting her bobbing white bottom with blows that stung from the outset all the way to the miserable end. 


  Between the first and last strike, Logan laid the leather on Jillian’s pretty ass with an efficiency that could only come with practice. Powered by his anger and the unique determination of a man with a specific mission, the blows produced welts across her once untainted flesh in less than a minute. By the time she started to feel the pain and began to kick, Logan had begun his second round of brutal punishment, etching her skin with yet another layer of angry-hot welts. Purple bruises we were already rising from underneath the surface of her skin. 


  She flailed for all she was worth, knowing in her gut that her protest would have no effect on Logan. But moments like these aren’t rational—at least not for the one getting spanked. An end to the miserable battle was the only thought in her mind.


  “I’m sorry, pleeeeeeeeeeese, yeooooouch!” she cried. “Oh, please!”


  “Of course, you’re sorry. You brats always are when you’re getting your ass blistered.” He did pause long enough to say that much. But he resumed the punishment as soon as he made his point, rapidly scorching her behind with another dozen searing smacks. 


  When he finally stopped, he pushed her off his lap and to the floor. “Just be glad I was too pissed to find my wooden paddle. It would have been a whole lot worse.”


  “I should thank you?” she said cautiously, while wiping tears and snot on her sleeve. 


  “Good god, use a Kleenex,” he said, reaching to table beside them and tossing her the box.


  “Thanks,” she mumbled. 


  “Well, at least we got that over with. Maybe we can get some sleep now.”


  “Over with? Like it was inevitable?” She tried not to sass, although it came out that way anyway.


  “Wasn’t it inevitable? A woman like you, a guy like me, a situation like this one; it’s bound to happen. I’m just surprised that you were so unbelievably transparent. I’d thought as smart as you are, big college education and all, you’d find a more creative way to rebel. I suppose you don’t have the street smarts for anything really cunning.”


  “I can be cunning,” she said, as petulant as a ten-year-old. “And you’d better watch your back, because I’m not finished. If all I have to look forward to is Christopher Hurst, then getting away from you becomes an aim I will not give up.”


  “Oh. I see. A lot of runaways give up after the first battle, and you should, too. Perhaps you think you can make me suffer.”


  “I don’t care if you suffer or not; I just plan to get away.”


  He scowled mirthfully. “You know, it’s not very smart telling your plan to the enemy. You lose the element of surprise.”


  “Don’t mock me!” she snapped.


  “Why not? You’re so pretty when you’re pissed off. So sincere.”


  She pulled up quickly, her hand drawn back in an attempt to slap his face. 


  He caught her hand, and slowly lowered it to her side, crushing her fingers with his. 


  “Any other bitch, I would have slapped to the side of the room by now. But I’m gonna show you that I can be a very reasonable guy. Just hear me clearly. You try that again, I’ll slap you and then start on your ass with the wood until it hurts so bad you thought you’d just landed in hell. 


  “If you want to get mad, Jillian Ingalls, go ahead and be mad. If you want to rebel and make another attempt to get away, go ahead and try. But I have a gazillion ways to bring you back, to punish you and make you suffer. It’s what I do with my hours on the road, think of ways to torture pretty slave girls like you. I’ve got a dozen nasty moves I’m just itching to try. Sometimes the more rebellious you little sluts are, the happier I am. It makes my job much more interesting.” His narrowed brows, his dark piercing eyes, his hand, still silently crushing the bones in her hand transmitted a vibration of strength that fed her soul with a lust she’d never felt. It was never like this with Christopher. Logan’s changeable face, altered again like a sideshow comic’s, looking oddly amused. “Here I thought you’d be the classic bore, the poor little subbie ready to mend her ways and be the perfect recovered property—like that’s going make it easier for them when I give them back to their masters. And what do I have?  A mutinous tramp who’s ready to fight. What fun we’re going to have.” 


  He jumped up from the couch and went for his bag, which was lying on the bed. 


  Jillian prayed that he wouldn’t withdraw the paddle he’d mentioned. No, not wood, not on her ass now! Her prayer was answered in part, although the result was almost as miserable as another spanking on her ass. 


  “Take off your clothes,” Logan ordered


  Her whole being shuddered, feeling wanting and at the same time, very scared. The way her body responded to the command, she couldn’t help but think of sexual things. Sex. If only he wanted sex. But she knew that wasn’t was he was after.  


  She should have ripped her clothes from her body the second her ordered her to remove them. But she hesitated too long. 


  Once Logan fished a hefty length of rope from his bag, he turned back and looked intently in her direction, which made undressing more humiliating than it had to be. She was stuck, powerless, forced to obey a command she couldn’t refuse; forced to strip off her clothes one piece at a time while he watched. Her shirt, her bra, her skirt—the panties had already been ripped off when he spanked her. With every article of clothing that landed on the floor, more of her became available for the bounty hunter to inspect. A blush crept up her neck until it covered her cheeks with ragged red splotches.  Thankfully, Logan said nothing as he attentively appraised her, no humiliating comments about the way he reduced her to the status of naked slave. But that hardly mattered. She had been humbled, feeling just inches tall under his imperious gaze.


  Once she was naked, he tossed the rope over her head, and began binding her around the neck, under her arms, over her tits and through her crotch. 


  “On the floor,” he ordered. “Since you don’t like the couch, you can lie there instead.”


  “No, the couch is fine.”


  “Sorry. You lost that fine opportunity,” he said, pushing her to the threadbare carpet. 


  Her knees hit so hard that they were sure to bruise. But those bruises would be nothing compared to the horrible rash of purple and red welts that colored her ass. On her way down, she’d glanced in the mirror across the room, practically crying in despair as she realized how hard she’d been punished. 


  “Not too pretty, is it?” Logan remarked.


  “No,” she said with a breathy sigh.


  “Maybe you want to call a truce?” he suggested, as he continued to bind her feet together, so that she wouldn’t be able to stand unassisted.


  “That’s fine with me.”


  “Good,” he said. He finished the job tying her hands behind her back and attaching them to the leg of the couch with no more than a foot of slack. 


  “I’m cold, Logan,” she whimpered unhappily. 


  He looked around the room and reached for the bedspread. Tugging it loose, he tossed toward her, where it landed covering half of her ass and most of her shoulder when she lay on her side. 


  “Here.” He threw a spare pillow to the floor and kicked it with his boot until it was at her head. “Get some rest. And don’t make a peep until I’m up and awake. I’m a gentleman the first time I’m roused from sleep. But I’m a real ass the second time.”


  Turning out the light, he lay back down, in the same position he was in when she tried to make her ill-conceived break for freedom. The room was no longer dark with night, but a grainy, desolate gray. It was nearly five am and that steak of light Jill imagined in the Eastern horizon at four o’clock was clearly visible now through the drapes. Of course, the time of day didn’t matter when you were hostage to a bounty hunter. He had the right to sleep as long as he liked, until long past morning, into the afternoon if he wanted. 


  She could have screamed for help. The silly thought crossed her mind as she wracked her brain for a way out of this horrible situation. But she immediately dismissed the idea. Even if someone came, the bounty hunter could easily twist the scene to his favor. Besides, he had the arrest warrant in his jacket, a trump card she couldn’t match. 


  Maybe she could sleep. Maybe, if her brain would stop spinning, her mind could rest. She lay her head on the pillow and tried to forget that her hands and feet were tied, that the floor was hard, and the thin bedspread did little to keep the cold away. 




  Chapter Ten –  Esclava, The Slave


  The truck jostled over back roads, bumping her up and down on the hard bench seat. Her thin skirt was no cushion at all. When Logan tied her in the back of the truck the next day around noon, he gave her a moderate reprieve from the previous day’s awkward position. This time, she could sit straight forward with her feet on the floor and instead of having her hands bound behind her, they were spread to her sides like wings, with the cuffs at her wrists fixed to eyebolts sunk into the sides of the truck. 


  “Round two,” he said, as he finished her off. 


  “What’s that mean?”


  “A ‘round two’ punishment will take care of you for the rest of the day. By the time we finally stop, you’ll be damned happy to get your butt off the seat. Maybe even happier to do as you’re told.”


  “I thought we called a truce?”


  “So we did. But I still don’t trust you.”


  And he shouldn’t, Jill thought to herself. 


  The minute Jill sat down, she understood what Logan by ‘round two.”  Her ass would pay for her morning’s crime with every bump in road, every turn of the wheel. 


  Twenty miles and she was already hoping for a reprieve. “You wouldn’t want to let me lie on the seat, would you?” 


  “Hell, no! But maybe if you get the message today, tomorrow I might be kinder.” While she scowled, he snickered darkly. Apparently, he intended to hit every pothole on every side road on the way to Maine. And this was only Arizona!


  “Is there something wrong with the Interstate?” she later asked, if nothing more than to make conversation. 


  “Not that I know of.”


  “Then there’s a reason why we’re taking back roads?”


  “Yeah, I want to.”


  She decided that he wasn’t much of a talker, except when he had point to make—then his words seem to fly like jets into battle. 


  An endless landscape, occasionally punctuated by a dumpy desert town, defined the long monotonous day. Jill figured that they were taking the southern route out of Arizona into New Mexico. She spotted a road sign, pointing to the Mexican border, ten miles to the south down a dusty dirt road. At least for now, they traveled on clear pavement and not dirt roads. Even so, the desert wind kicked up the sand inside its erratic gusts, blowing it into the truck’s open windows and layering her sweaty skin with nasty grit. 


  As the day passed, Logan Dunn looked more rugged, less elegant with each mile, as if he were transforming into the archetypal Mexican rancher with a scowling attitude and a surly eye for sensuous female flesh. 


  Jill hated the mind games that plagued her as the long day became more miserable—how they created images of her wooing the furtive bounty hunter with such success that all she could think of was going to bed with her mouth covering his penis and bringing him to an erection he’d finish off in her ass. She shook off the picture a hundred times if she did once, only to have it come blazing back again with another, more intimate, more contemptible scene of the two entwined like adoring lovers. 


  She eventually forgot the painful ache in her ass. Perhaps it was just numb from the pounding it took on the hard bench. But then, a swell of erotic need replaced the pain until she thought her body would spontaneously combust. The hum and vibration of the road was hardly different from riding the highways with her crotch tucked into Johnny Gold’s cute ass. The bondage only made the ache worse. She felt as if she were riding the edge of a blade between sanity and the insanity of her sexual obsessions. It was only a matter of time or a single misstep before she’d inevitably slip into a groveling, beastly animal at the bounty hunter’s feet. 


  She screamed silently to herself, hoping to scream away the unwelcome images. Then she prayed fervently, a mantra or a chant, as if desperately counting rosary beads, hoping by some miracle that her unwanted desire for Logan Dunn would go away.


  When the truck finally stopped, she wondered if they’d actually crossed the border into Mexico. Certainly, the look of the landscape suggested that they were in that other world, like ones she’d seen in TV westerns. Logan parked the truck in the center of what looked like a small Mexican village—at one end a tiny church, to the right several small houses, and sitting nobly to their left, a great long ranch house. The hacienda of a wealthy rancher, perhaps. As the truck ground to a halt, the activity in the street stopped and several men and women waited for Logan to pull himself from the vehicle. 


  “Ah, mi amigo!” a hefty man came forward and greeted Logan with a big bear hug, while the rest of his clan smiled warmly, as if they knew their visitor well. A young woman with long dark hair and bright black eyes moved toward him smiling, kissing the bounty hunter on the cheek before she strolled off and disappeared into one of the small houses. A second, more matronly woman, with her hair combed back into a bun, rattled off something in Spanish. Logan waved, answering her in fluently in her language. Whatever it was must have been clever or playful, because everyone laughed. 


  The big man stayed, while the rest of the tiny community went back to work, or in the case of one tired old man, resumed a lazy siesta on the hacienda porch


  “You got a place to stay… mañana?” Logan asked his friend. 


  “Ah, si! You stay here, always mi amigo!”


  “Gracias. And the girl?” Logan pointed to the truck, where Jill was still bound to the insides by her wrists. 


  The Mexican looked her way, enamored by the sight of the road-weary Jill.


  “Fugitive?”


  “Si.”


  “Prostituta?”


  “No.”


  “Una mujer mala, si?” His eyes smoldered. 


  “Esclava. Slave. I’m taking her back to her master.”


  The Mexican’s eyes flamed with interest even Jill could see from several yards away. “Me maestro esta noche? Si?”


  “Si. Maybe tonight.” Logan shook his head smiling amusedly. 


   Another Mexican sauntered toward the two. “Logan Dunn. It has been some time since we’ve seen you. You’ve been away too long,” he greeted him speaking flawless English and with a handshake that became a warmhearted hug. 


  “Ah! Ramon! That’s why I came to see you,” Logan answered as the two broke apart. 


  “Another of your runaways?” Then man nodded toward the truck.


  “Yes. She needs to get clean, but she also needs to be carefully watched.”


  “You think she’ll get anywhere in this desert?” he joked. For miles, all the eye could see were the dull warm desert colors against the backdrop of dreary grayish-brown mountains in the distance. “I’ll have Dona Maria take care of her. Maybe a clean dress? Looks like she could use a bath.”


  “Si, and so could I.”


  


  Despite the isolated location of the tiny village, Logan kept his runaway chained at the wrists and feet. Even before he pulled her from the truck, he clamped the shackles around her ankles and bound her hands together, locking them into heavy metal bands with a chain between.


  “Is this really necessary?” she asked him in a quiet whisper, while furtively eyeing the men who gathered nearby and watched the scene with salacious anticipation. 


  There was a soft, seductive quality in her voice that Logan recognized and ignored. The long ride and lack of sleep had tempered her rage and blunted her tempestuous tongue. If he guessed right, she would be more accepting of her fate, perhaps remembering the cravings that made her a natural submissive.


  “Of course, it’s not necessary. But it’s what you deserve, runaway,” he coldly replied. 


  “I’m still paying for last night?”


  “For rudely waking me, for making me have to punish you, for plotting your rebellion, for being who you are and denying it.” His eyes drilled her as he made his blunt accusations. “And I’m not done. You might really hate me by the time the night is out.” His callous sneer made her shudder as if she were cold, despite the desert sun pounding down from above. 


  


  “Esclavo, punta,” the matron Donna Maria spit enough to leave dots of saliva on Jill’s gritty skin. The bosomy woman slowly, silently appraised the bound woman, raising her lip, sneering as she circled her


  Once making her silent judgment, she turned and poured steaming water from a kettle into a metal washtub. Nearby stood a bright white porcelain bathtub, looking terribly inviting to Jill.  But of course, that wasn’t for her. The nasty sweat of a slave would only taint the pristine surface. 


  Picking up a pair of sewing shears, Dona Maria walked around her bedraggled subject one more time, noting with scorn the strange pride that she saw in Jill’s expression. With a measured dose of spite, she slapped the slave’s face hard enough to make her cheek brighten with the angry imprint of her hand.


  “Humph!” Her eyes smoldered the way the big man’s had when he first lay eyes on Logan Dunn’s runaway. 


  Unable to remove Jill’s clothes any other way, she began cutting the fabric with brusque, effective slashes, hacking and tearing the dirty material until there was nothing left.  The scraps were tossed into a corner with the other rags, most likely intended for the burn pile. Despite the heat, a wave of cold fear swept Jill’s body; goosebumps surfaced on her fair skin. 


  She feared the woman with the sheers. Her daunting stare made her look possessed by wicked magic, as if she could see clear to her soul through a witch’s keen eye. 


  She sighed with relief when the woman put the scissors down, though her relief was a short-lived respite in a scene that would only become more ugly as it continued. Forcefully reaching into Jill’s bare crotch, the woman grabbed hold of her pubic mound. She gathered the hair between her fingers and making a fist, tugged with all her might. 


  Jill let out a pained caw, the sound of a wounded bird. 


  “¡Silencio escalva!” She hung on to Jill’s crotch and pulled with even greater strength, until the woman saw tears form in the slave’s eyes. Then she smiled, let go, and pushed the runaway toward the bath. Jill Knelt, sitting back on her shackled ankles.


  The water was warm—what there was of it, a scant three inches it the bottom of the tub. Jill longed to swim up to her neck in soothing waters, but being who she was; this would have to suffice.  She was grateful that she was being bathed at all. She imagined that in this world the bath had its purpose. Otherwise, she might have been tied in a corner, left as she was, filthy and starting to stink.


  After rolling up the sleeves of her dress, Dona Maria whisked a rag from the adobe wall and began vigorously scrubbing Jill’s body like she might scrub clothes against a mountain rock. The soap and cloth began to burn her skin, but at least her efforts wiped away the desert dirt. The woman took great pleasure in washing the weighty tits, and smiled with glee as she pinched Jill’s nipples, twisting the knots between her fingers. She waited again until she saw tears in the runaway’s eyes. Her smile broadened. She twisted more cruelly, sensing the pain snaking through the youthful body. “Si, si, mucho dolor, punta!”


  “Oh, please!” Jill softly beseeched her. 


  The woman only laughed and continued the torture. 


  Jill’s entire being tensed with pain that reached as far as her belly and cunt. Both spasmed urgently. 


  When the woman finally let go, Jill slumped slightly forward, and was pushed the rest of the way, until she was unceremoniously on all fours, her bound hands outside the tub, her knees and shackled feet still in. 


  “Ah, si. Magnífico!” she exclaimed, having sighted the deep purple bruises and the remnants of the red welts on Jill’s ass. She began slapping the slave’s rump, as if Logan’s punishment wasn’t enough to suit her. Cupping her hefty weathered hand, an indication that she’d spanked other asses in her time, she stung the slave with her hard-hitting smacks until Jill’s ass was red as the mauvy roses on the Dona’s dress. Satisfied that she’d added to Jill’s suffering, the woman picked up her rough rag one more time to soap the butt cheeks, the cleft and the pussy that hung low between them. The strong soap burned Jill’s tender slit, especially when the Dona pulled back the hood of her clit and deliberately roughed up the sensitive bud. Despite Jill’s attempts to ignore the odd erotic effect, the play became more than just another cruel torture. Her sexual feelings began to rise. Of course! It had been days since she’d come. Her hungry body would be dangerously receptive to any manipulation, even one that hurt as much as this one did. Thankfully, her distressed moans were taken as a sign of pain, not pleasure, and the Dona, pleased again that she’d made the slave hurt, finally finished the girl’s bath. 


  Pulling the dripping gringa from the washtub, the woman rinsed away the excess soap, pouring hot water from the kettle over the abraded skin. She was just about to dry her off, when Logan and Ramon entered the washroom and caused the industrious matron to stop. 


  “You say she can only be used up the butt?” Ramon asked Logan. 


  “Yes,” he answered. 


  “Then we empty her out before we use her.” 


  “However you like. She’ll behave.”


  “You do the honors?” Ramon questioned his friend. 


  “No, she’s yours.”


  He smiled, pleased. “Bueno!”  He rubbed his hands in gleeful anticipation.  Ramon moved in, pushing Dona Maria away, while shouting something in Spanish. 


  The matron returned moments later with a wooden stool and placed it in the open space. Then she backed away and watched, assuming a decidedly more submissive attitude than she adopted while she bathed the slave girl. 


  Taking a long-necked leather pouch from the wall, Ramon doused the sack in the soapy bathwater, watching the bag expand as it swelled with liquid. When he pulled it from the tub, he held it upright, speaking again to the matron, who picked up the kettle from the warming stove and found a funnel in a box beside the hearth. Inserting the funnel into the open neck of the leather pouch, she then carefully poured the hot water into the wide opening.  


  “Spice it,” Ramon told her in English. The woman appeared to shudder, and her eyes cast a cautious glance at Jill, as if she were afraid for her.  


  Jill was afraid for herself, realizing with gruesome clarity how the scene would unfold. Trembling, she watched the Dona shake the contents of a metal can—a dark powder—into the funnel. She gave the can another shake when she looked at Ramon and he nodded for her to continue. Afterwards, the woman flushed the funnel with water, making sure that the dusty spice mixed with the soapy contents of the bulging bag. 


  “Ass over the stool, girl,” Ramon ordered the shivering Jill. His eyebrows lowered over his ebony eyes, which like ruthless knife blades cut deep into her gut, spreading fear. 


  Jill quickly looked toward the bounty hunter who stood in the corner by the door, watching. Her face pleaded for mercy. But he remained unmoved, his expression hardened, unwavering, gut-chilling. She wondered what was behind that stony look, what was in his thoughts, what—if he had emotions at all—moved him. He gave nothing away. Perhaps he was right. She would hate him more by the time the day was over. 


  Impatient, Ramon pushed the hesitant Jill toward the stool, where she sprawled awkwardly over the seat. Her feet barely touched the ground with her ass raised so high. With the chains clattering against the floor, her shackled hands reflexively grabbed the legs of the stool. She held on tightly and closed her eyes, wincing. Her body became taut as a steel guitar string feeling Ramon’s hot fingers dive into her parted anal cleft. He fished around, acquainting himself with her tender vulva. Then he moved from her wet pussy and smeared her anus with natural juices, probing the rigid barrier with several fingers.


  “Logan says you’ll break for me, slave. Is that so?” He spoke with a formal ring to his voice, as if he’d been educated in the United States, not as if he grew up speaking English. 


  Jill assumed the question was only rhetorical, suggesting that she relax her anxious muscles. Understanding how her evening would continue, realizing the requirement for surrender, knowing that she they would force her if she resisted, she gave in to the threatening sensations of lust. She let her body lead her down familiar paths where pleasure waited, smiling. Her body wilted as the tension finally subsided, and it took just seconds for her anal muscles to relax their tight hold. Seconds later, Ramon slipped the long neck of the heavy bladder into her back channel, and a sudden gush of water flooded her bowels, raging like a river out of its banks. She started to whimpered, frightened by the sudden urgency created in her nether regions. 


  “No, more please!” she gasped, as the erotic feelings quickly vanished.


  Her desperation was of no concern to Ramon. “Hardly a drop left,” he informed her.


  But of course, that wasn’t true at all. A steady stream of liquid continued to flow into her body, creating an excruciating pressure that threatened to explode outward if she didn’t gain control. Panic loomed like a rabid beast. Her body answered, clenching hard against itself.


  When Ramon finally removed the long-necked pouch from her anus, she panicked again. Her body cringed in distress as she forced the waters back, until, after only a few seconds of holding hard against the threatening onslaught, her belly finally settled down. By then, the spice, a concoction of ground Mexican peppers from the scalding sensation she experienced, had begun its work. Her body heat climbed to an alarming degree, while her insides burned, and the awesome sensation expanded inside her trembling loins. 


  While she held on, Ramon spoke to her softly in English as if he was there to soothe the girl. But the gist of his message came with a bite as stinging as the bitters waters churning in her bowels. “Logan tells me you misbehaved for him last night—this on top of running from the man you have pledged to serve. He knows you as a rebellious hellion who needs to be reminded of her sacred duty.” He rubbed the slave’s wounded ass, knowing that his squeezing hands were bringing back the lesson of her early morning hours of punishment. “A hurt like this should cleanse you of your insanity. But we all know that great rebellion requires a great atonement to set it right, more than a good beating can do. You should be grateful that the bounty hunter has brought you to us. Here, in this gentle town, we take the slavery of our women seriously. Those who serve must see their humble position as their hallowed duty, their mission, the place from which they draw strength and inspiration. 


  “Your failings, slave, make you a pariah in our eyes. The only way to redeem yourself from your sin is to be thrust deep into your natural state of submission and obedience, to debase yourself until you will never again think of rebelling. It will be an abhorrent thought washed from your body and brain forever.”


  Her body heated like a boiling kettle. An explosion was near, but so too was the state of surrender the man demanded. Unlike the blows of a belt, or paddle or whip, this new torture consumed her from the inside and spread outward to her skin. Her sweat was odorous with the scent of the spice. She tasted the fire in her mouth. She soon became delirious, swimming inside a bizarre ecstasy, letting go. It would surprise her later that she could even hold on to the soapy hot enema water in these strange circumstances. But she did hold on until the raging fire in her started to subside. Then her mind resurfaced, regaining some sense of reality. Even her eyes gazed around, seeing Ramon’s pant legs as he stood close to her and then Dona Maria watching warily and the stone-faced bounty hunter watching with the same cold face. He had rolled a cigarette and puffed the tangy tobacco in long draughts. 


  Jill felt a sudden, stinging hand smack on her ass. 


  “Off the stool and crawl to the bucket.”


  She obeyed unthinkingly, almost before Ramon completed the command. She understood without having to be told that the metal waste can in the corner was meant for her. As the liquid in her body emptied, clattering against the metal sides, relief poured through her like a refreshing rain. Ramon’s treatment worked. She had no will, no fight left in her once fractious soul. As if she’d been re-rooted in the ground of her submissive nature, the desire to flee vanished. 


  “Now, mi amigo, she is ready to use,” Ramon said to Logan, beaming.  His large, white teeth were a brilliant contrast against his swarthy skin.  He gave her one last and very lust-filled glance and the two men exited the washhouse. 


  Dona Maria finished the preparations, covering Jill’s body with a soothing aloe-based lotion. It cooled the skin and, when the woman bent her over and swathed her anus, soothed the burning tissue. 


  Finished with her, the matron pushed Jill’s shackled body out the door and into the street, having no qualms about parading a naked slave girl from the washhouse to the hacienda, as curious villagers looked on. Moving her into the dining room, she led Jill to an out-of-the-way corner where she attached her shackled hands to eyebolts that had been put there for that purpose. Jill sat with her ass on the hard wooden floor and her arms in the air fixed to the wall, waiting for what came next. 


  


  Jill watched while Logan and his dozen friends ate a meal of beans and rice, shredded pork, salsa and tortillas. The small lunch Logan fed her bite by bite in the back of the pickup was long gone by now. Seeing so much tempting, spicy smelling food before her, her mouth watered in hope, while her stomach spasmed with hunger.


  The men and their woman spoke Spanish so that Jill had no idea what entertained them for nearly two hours as they slowly consumed their feast. Quantities of beer were drunk and as the time wore on, their laughter grew more raucous.


  While still alert, Jill scanned the table, her eyes often resting on Logan. His Spanish to be seemed to be as fluent as his friends’, although she had no real way of telling. She wondered about his relationship to this tiny community—a relative or just a friend? He fit inside this atmosphere as if he’d been raised in the village. Was this where he went when he wasn’t chasing wayward slaves? Was this his home? Just another of many intriguing mysteries concerning her bounty hunter, she decided.


  After awhile, she became sleepy, and her mind eventually drifted off in an aimless succession of sexual images too vague to remember. She imagined her tiredness as a shroud, disguising her, preventing the others in the room from seeing her as she sat bound to the wall. More likely, those feasting at the table were simply too involved in each other’s schemes and stories and laughter to care much about a shackled slave girl. 


  When the dinner ended, the women moved from their seats and bustled around like bees, efficiently clearing the table, while the men smoked cigars, drank goblets of wine and continued their animated conversation. Jill would listen for a time, then fall back into her half-slumbering state, letting her mind drift off into empty space with the sounds of an exotic language floating through her brain. 


  “You bring your slave to us, Logan, but keep her locked in shackles,” the mocking voice of Ramon suddenly roused the drowsy Jill from her stupor. Her eyes shot open, only to find that the entire company of eight men was staring at her. Her protective shroud had fallen away, leaving her exposed and vulnerable. It did not escape her that Ramon spoke in his flawless English to capture her wandering attention. 


  Logan’s gaze moved from Jill to the table of men and back to the wide-eyed slave. “Her master’s only instruction is that her pussy not be violated,” Logan told his friends. “Have at her ass and mouth. I think by now, she needs to be used hard. Wipe out what little edge remains in her unruly spirit.” He tossed the keys to her shackles on the table, which were quickly picked up by one hulking brute, who took off to claim the prize. A suave Mexican stud followed the brute to the corner, where the two removed Jill’s shackles and pulled the dreamy slave to the table. 


  One man rubbed her pussy with an evil sneer. “What your master won’t know, bitch, huh?” he lustily purred in her ear, although his voice was loud enough for Logan to hear. 


  “Her ass, Rico, her ass,” the bounty hunter reminded him in a voice of authority. 


  “We have her ass all prepared for you,” Ramon added. 


  “Elena, come!” Another man barked the command in the direction of the kitchen. Moments later, a blushing Senorita flew barefoot into the dining room. 


  “Chica, lick the pretty white ass for me, por favor.”


  The rosy-cheeked waif immediately sank to her knees at Jill’s backside, where in the meantime she had been forced over the end of the table and her legs parted wide. She actually welcomed the change in position, and her face rested against the hard wood table, her breathing even and relaxed. The girl parted Jill’s her ass cheeks with a woman’s gentleness, and leaning in close, began the final preparations for the ultimate assault, laving the rosy bud of her anus, coaxing the opening to give way. Each tender lap of the girl’s tongue allowed another layer of Jill’s reluctance to fall away. In time, involuntarily, her ass eagerly pushed back, lewdly writhing against the girl’s face and her pent sexuality exploded on the delicate tongue of the sweet senorita.


  “Hummm, yesssss.” The natural sounds of Jill’s satisfaction lit the air with arousal potent enough to sweep the room, and the girl purred back, as if the slave’s encouraging sounds pleased her. 


  The men hovered like vultures over the pair, some rubbing their crotches in expectation, some grasping at Jill’s tits, which were squashed against the table. Impatient, they forced her torso off the table so she could use her mouth to satisfy their immediate hunger. In an unthinkingly stupor, the slave worked two erections, moving back and forth from cock to cock with her tongue lapping, her head bobbing up and down as the thick meat forced its way into her throat. She almost forgot the girl at her behind and how her skilled tongue was making her ass seem to beg for cock.


  Without warning, Jill’s body suddenly jolted hard, as the rough, hairy body of a man replaced the gentle, soothing senorita. The well worked backdoor opened with little effort, accepting the crude impalement willingly, lusting for the rough fuck to follow. Denied the satisfaction of her pussy, her sexual desire centered in her ass. After so much waiting, so much preparation, it didn’t matter how hard a thick erection reamed her insides, her body screamed for the wildness unleashed. Not since the morning ritual at the pleasure fair had she felt so free, anonymously free, as if she could ride on these angry serpents through every wave of physical pleasure, and go deep to the heart of herself where her nasty passions lay waiting for expression. 


  The masculine bodies came at her, sometimes twice, once for her mouth, then again for her ass, in a gangbang of bodies that rocked the creaky table beneath her. They mauled her flesh until it seemed as if she would be bruised all over: tits, ass, hips, lips, while the feeling of pain only made her reflexively squeeze a little harder, her anal muscles tightening down on the male organ with a vice like grip. Her hardworking mouth sucked until her jaw ached and her throat was parched from the copious cum. 


  In her imagination, she became the white slave taken in a South-Of-The-Border porno flick scene of vigorous copulation, with lovers celebrating the rare thrill in finding a woman horny enough to use and use again. Even their own sex slaves didn’t have the endurance of this woman. The little bitch was all about sex, as all the men in the hacienda took their turn, and she satisfied every man in the hacienda, save one.  The only one she really wanted to satisfy.


  Eventually, the satiated men put their spent cocks away and drifted into the cool evening air outside. Jill kept fucking until the last of them came in her ass, bellowing for joy, and Ramon and Logan were the only men left. 


  Then Logan watched from the sidelines as his friend fucked the runaway’s tight ass until he came in her with an aptly brutal finish.  


  “Amazing!” Ramon sighed heavily. “Oh, man, your randy bitch is as good at the last as she was at the start!” He pulled from Jill’s taut hole and wiped his dwindling erection on a handkerchief. “And now, mi amigo, your slave awaits you,” he said, as he returned his cock to his pants. 


  Half-cognizant, the slave turned her head, seeing Logan for the first time since the gangbang began. He looked at her oddly as he moved toward the table. 


  “My slave has had enough for one night,” he announced.


  “Not even one go at your slave’s sweet ass?”


  “She’s had enough. Too much pleasure and you spoil them. Besides, Susanna’s waiting for me, warming her bed.”


  “Si,” Ramon snorted. “I’ll bet her legs are spread and her pussy’s wet for you. But you should tie her down and beat her first, before she gets to uppity. She pines for her gringo, waits in hope that you’ll marry her.”


  Logan smiled strangely, as if he actually would consider that. 


  Taking in this conversation, a terrible anguished pang ripped through Jill’s languid spirit. 


  “Not even a warm-up on the bitch’s mouth?” Ramon tried again. “She’s got the talent.”


  “No. I worry that I’ve given her too much as it is,” he said, staring down at Jill’s placid face. “How about handing me the shackles?”


  While Logan cuffed her wrists again, Ramon secured her ankles in the bands and chains. 


  The locks secure, Logan coldly coaxed her to her feet. “Come on, get up.” He tugged her by the hand, forcing her to rise. 


  Jill’s mind was incapable of thinking, and while her reactions weren’t swift, she willing pulled herself off the table, chains dragging against the wood, until she stood at last. She worried that her weak legs would crumple beneath her, but she managed to pad along behind the bounty hunter. They moved from the dining room, down a corridor and across the open air courtyard to a far corner of the hacienda. Inside a tiny alcove lit only by the moonlight and stars was a bed of straw and a post embedded solidly in the dense mud-packed ground. From the bottom to the top of the heavy wooden column were thick immovable eyebolts. “This should hold you for the night,” he said as he attached her wrist and ankle shackles to the bolts and secured the locks. There was plenty of room for her sit or lie on the straw. But there was little comfort in this new prison, especially when she knew that there were thick mattresses and the warm bodies of sleeping Mexicans to snuggle against in the rooms surrounding the courtyard. Even more painful to bear was knowing that Logan was about to leave her for Susanna.


  “What if I have to pee?” she asked in a plaintive voice, while glancing up at his impassive face.


  “Use the corner. I’ll hose you off in the morning.”


  “But, I’m so hungry,” she tried again for a little mercy.


  He snickered, laughing condescendingly. “Oh, I think you can survive until morning.”


  “Logan, please!” She looked at him pleadingly, while he stared down at her unmoved.


  “I’ve made my point, Jillian Ingalls. I’ve never been wrong about women like you; which makes my job so much easier, so much more fun. Someday you’ll look back and thank me for having the balls to yank you back where your sorry slave ass belongs. Enjoy your night; I plan to enjoy mine.”


  His judgment cut through the fog in her mind, and traveled straight to her belly, where the emotions of shame and humiliation replaced the sensation of physical joy that for a time seemed like the only thing that mattered. 


  What mattered now, in the long hours of her uncomfortable night was that Logan Dunn had seen her in the glory of her debasement with those men, that Logan Dunn knew how much that woman in the center of the gangbang was truly her, and that Logan Dunn looked down with scorn on the slave-whore she’d revealed herself to be. He’d arranged it, witnessed it and reviled it at the same time, leaving her with little but self-loathing to chew on for her evening meal. 


  


  For the rest of the night, until nearly dawn, Logan made love to his sexy senorita, Susanna, letting his kinky lusts take a back seat to the vanilla screwing of a lush beauty. The young lovely should have been tied down as Ramon suggested, since it would be in Susanna’s nature to submit. But it would require a bitter fight, and occasionally Logan liked the purity of sex untainted by the crudity of bondage, whips and suffering submission. He wanted a woman with permission to move on him as aggressively as he moved on her—as if she actually believed they were equals. 


  Too bad that he didn’t like it enough to give up the evil occupation of trapping runaway slaves. He might have married the willing senorita and remained happily between her fresh pulsating thighs, content to turn her moist crotch into his cock’s pleasure palace. But pretty as she was, inviting as her persuasive invitation, nothing could replace the intoxicating power of his profession, and the utter joy in redeeming good slaves who’d lost their way. He knew that somewhere, sometime, one of those slaves would draw him in for good, and he would retire from his hard work forever soothed by a good slut’s perverted desire. It was only a matter of time. But not yet. 




  Chapter Eleven - To Maryland 


  “You leave us so soon,” Ramon sadly stated as he watched Logan load his backpack into the  back of the truck. The senorita, Susanna, hung on the sidelines, in tears.


  “I would stay, but I have to get the runaway back to her master,” he told his friend.


  “Ah, but you could change your mind. She’s prime for the brothels, or would make a good house slave for my hacienda. And when we tire of her, I know of a dozen haciendas in this valley and the next who would take her, at least until she’s used up. As slave flesh goes, the pretty white woman with an insatiable body always brings a good price. You could retire off your cut of the earnings. What do you think?”


  Jill waited too, still naked, still shackled, standing barefoot just a yard away from the bounty hunter and his friend, listening in stunned silence while they discussed her sexual merits as if she were no more than an animal available to buy or trade. 


  “Appealing offer,” Logan said, letting the terms run through his mind for a good sixty seconds. He stared at the recovered property and then at Ramon. 


  “You could have her too, any time you want her for yourself,” Ramon added the incentive. “Unless you’re too busy with Susanna.”


  The young woman watching, blushed. “He wouldn’t want her,” she chimed in defiantly. She held her head haughtily, sneering at the naked Jill, then moved on her lover, batting her lashes coquettishly, sidling up against Logan’s body. Sensuously snaking her hands over his back and chest like Eve’s serpent, she purred something in his ear that no one could hear but Logan. He leaned down to listen like an indulgent lover, and smiling turned for a long sloppy wet kiss on the mouth. Then he gently pushed her off, saying kindly, “Go away now, cara.”


  “Ah, mi amor,” she whined.


  “Hush,” he laid his finger tenderly across her red lips. 


  She scowled unhappily.


  “So, why not?” Ramon pressed. “You sell the slave to us and have your girl? Si?”


  “No, friend. As appealing as your offer might be, this one will be returned to the man who pays me. It’s not yet time for me to plant my roots, and much as I love it here, this is not the place.”


  “You make a mistake.”


  “Yes, and this could be one. I’ve made many. But I’m sure you’ll forgive me in time.” 


  “Yes, and wait for your next visit.”


  “Soon,” Logan assured him as friends will often do when a bittersweet parting becomes painful. 


  “Come here, runaway,” he motioned to Jill. By now, she was almost accustomed to her nakedness. It certainly did not seem as strange or embarrassing to her as when she was first led washed and naked through the tiny village. 


  With a nod to his friends, and a last quick parting smile in Susanna’s direction, Logan took Jill by the upper arm and led her to the truck. 


  “Climb in.”


  She looked at him worried. 


  “Logan, I have no clothes,” she pointed out the obvious.


  “You’re right.”


  “I mean, I have no clothes!” she said more emphatically. “Dona Maria cut mine away; they’re ruined… in rags somewhere. How am I supposed to…” she was nearly in tears and couldn’t finish.


  “So, you don’t have clothes. That shouldn’t bother a slaveslut like you. You can ride naked.”


  Embarrassment, shame, heating like a fire inside her, Jill climbed into the back of the truck. Perhaps it would be another day of back roads and deserted landscapes. The windows on the truck were dark and no one could see inside—she hoped. But how long could she travel like this without being seen, without being gawked at by leering eyes, too thrilled with the sight of a naked woman in public to understand her suffering? 


  Jill was right. They traveled along more back roads through a desolate landscape as they moved East. Although Logan had little fear that she’d try to flee from the truck shackled and naked, he nonetheless, locked her wrist cuffs to the eyebolt in the side of truck whenever he stopped for gas or food. He wasn’t particularly discreet about hiding her from the view of the general public. Although for most of the next day, the general public consisted of a half- out-of-his-wits old man rocking in front of a food store, and a sneering, curious cowboy type who passed by the truck and gaze in the moment Logan opened the door. He wouldn’t have been able to see her pussy, but he certainly could see that she was naked from the waist up. 


  Logan smiled as the man raised his eyebrows at him enviously, then the bounty hunter slammed the door so Jill was again out of sight. 


  “She’s got this fantasy,” he shook his head explaining with a smile. 


  “Lucky man.”


  The fellow moved on and Logan spent the next ten minutes buying food in the grocery store before they took off again. 


  When Jill complained that she had to pee, Logan drove until they were alone on the empty stretch of road, with enough cover to hide her from view should someone happen to drive by. 


  Though she reluctantly emerged from the truck in her shackles and bare as babe, she had little choice but to live with the humiliating procedure if she planned to relieve herself. She made quick work of her personal business, hiding behind a tree or shrub, and quickly learned to navigate effectively in the shackles.


  Before even half the day was over, Jill accepted that Logan truly didn’t care if she were clothed or not. He might have been an alluring man for the way he reached into her dark dreams, but he was also as ruthless, as callous as they come. She realized now that he believed everything he’d said about female sex slaves. What silliness to think amorous, tender thoughts about a man as bereft of humanity as this one. Though she’d been green with envy hours before, knowing that he spent the night with the senorita, her recent conclusions about the man made her feel sorry for the poor girl. What miserable hell it would be yearning for a man of such despicable aims and with so cold a heart. He was a practiced chameleon, able to alter his personality to suit his needs, but Jill was convinced now that he had not one loving bone his handsome body. He was no more than a charismatic, empty shell of a human, a wasteland of male testosterone and cruelty, with an obsession for power. What stunned her was how any man so inhuman could raise her hopes, engage emotions and inspire romantic thoughts. She wouldn’t let that happen again. 


  The day heading away from the hacienda was as long as the one that brought them to the tiny village. After long hours of perpetual thought, Jill’s mind finally emptied. There were no more thoughts to think, dreams to dreams, pictures to create. She was bereft and incredibly bored. Turn to the bounty hunter for conversation? It seemed pointless. But the monotony of the trip and her desperation needed some relief. 


  “You care to talk?” she opened, hoping that he might be as interested in the break in silence as she was.


  “What about?”


  “Oh, I don’t know,” she shrugged. “I guess I’m bored.”


  He snickered amused. “The road can do that to you.”


  “But you must like it.”


  “Sometimes.”


  “Like when?”


  “Like now.”


  “Now?”


  “You’re dollar signs, Jillian. I’m on my way to collect. That’s a good enough reason to enjoy the trip.”


  “That is all I am to you, isn’t it?” she said, still amazed that the man could be so cold. “Dollar signs.”


  “Ultimately. But then there are times like last night when I exercise the darkness I can’t seem to shed. I get another kind of satisfaction. I have explained that, haven’t I?”


  “I guess you have. But I don’t want to talk about it. I’ve made up my mind about you, and at this point I’d rather you didn’t confuse me.”


  She actually hoped to bait him with the vague comment, but he didn’t bite. Waiting another few minutes for him to reply, she finally started in again. 


  “So, did Christopher really tell you that no one could use my cunt?” 


  Logan chuckled. “No, that was my idea. I have no clue what Christopher Hurst expected of me or you on the return trip. But he didn’t tell me that you couldn’t be used. So, I go with my gut, and my gut told me that he wouldn’t mind if you were gangbanged, as long as he had you back.”


  “You’re probably right,” she conceded.


  “Why’s that?”


  “Nothing. I just know him.”


  “And you’ll get used to him again, I’m sure.”


  “No, not again. That’s impossible.”


  “Don’t be so sure.”


  “I’m very sure. But I don’t expect you to care. You’re just doing your job.”


  “That’s right,” he said smiling at her through the rearview mirror.


  What did she expect? Logan to suddenly switch mid-stream, back up his physical allure with a heart and soul? Dammit! She had to stop hoping that by some miracle that would actually happen. 


  Jill sat back against the seat and let her mind drift again until Logan suddenly broke the silence himself. 


  “Don’t worry, Jillian Ingalls. You’ll get used to it because it’s who you are. You can lie to yourself and world, but not me.”


  This was the wrong thing for him to say; the last thing she wanted to hear. She held back, biting her tongue, but unable to quash her anger, she let loose with a force that surprised even her. 


  “You bastard!” she seethed. A dreadful feeling welled inside her consuming her entire body. There was far more behind her anger even she didn’t anticipate. Without warning, a sudden burst of white-hot rage vented through her and she lunged forward, trying to go over the seat into the truck, her free hand pummeling Logan’s shoulder in violent attack. The truck swerved, narrowly missing a bridge rail. Logan slammed on the brakes, and the vehicle lurched forward hard before it finally settled back with a jerk and she was thrown back against the rear seat, landing with a thud. A second later, the driver side door opened and before Jill had caught her breath, Logan pulled her from the truck, through the small opening behind the front seat.


  Where the paddle he held in his hand came from, she had no clue. It must have been hidden under the seat, stashed there for just such a scene as this one. The ominous thing looked as if it were a mile long to her scared and road weary eyes, when it fact, it was a modest eighteen inches of half-inch thick hard wood, drilled with holes and polished to a gleaming shine. Logan dragged her to the front of the truck, hoisted her over the hood and held her there with his free hand. He then laid into her with hard, fast swats that turned her bruised ass raw in less that ten seconds. While she struggled to get free herself, screaming the entire time, he kept up a heated punishment for as long as time and privacy allowed. But seeing a car approach, he quickly pulled her off the hood and thrust her back in the seat. Then he drove just far enough so that they were off the bridge and parked in a handy turnout on the other side of the river. 


  With the car stopped, he whipped around and pinned her to the back seat with his eyes. “I don’t know what’s gotten into your addled brain, but you’d better put it on hold when you’re with me. You might have got us killed.” 


  “As if I care.” She took pains to sound as unfeeling as he did.


  “You damned well better care,” he fumed. He grabbed her shackled right hand and quickly locked it to the eyebolt side of the panel, and then did the same with her left hand.


  “You bastard!” she seethed again, the anger still there.


  “Bastard I may be, but you’re not doing that again!” Rummaging through his glovebox, he pulled out a rag, which he stuffed in her mouth and quickly taped over with duct tape before she could spit it out. “Just to make sure.”


  She mumbled ineffectively from behind the gag and jerked her shackles in frustration.


  “Be angry all you want. It doesn’t change the truth. Fight it, and it’s just gonna come back and grab you in that pretty wriggling fucking ass of yours again. Just like it did last night. Might as well accept it before you die stupid. But whatever, you’re not taking me down with you. You do anything even remotely like that again, I’ll chain you gagged in the bed of the truck for the rest of the trip… after I beat you raw. Got that?”


  She didn’t answer, not even a nod of her head, but stared him down with hate-filled eyes, until he knew she wouldn’t quit. Emotions spent, he turned around, started the engine and roared off down the road as if he could leave her behind in his dust. 


  Several hours after sunset, when the sky was black, Logan pulled into a motel that looked like every other sleazy motel in the rundown outskirts of a city. Jill guessed from the road signs that they were in Texas, though she wasn’t sure exactly where. She’d give anything to sleep in a really decent place, but it would seem that dreary worn-out hovels like this Sleepytime Motel were the rightful habitat for bounty hunters and their recovered properties. 


  She’d spent the day naked, peed naked, ate naked, got angry and punished naked, while riding naked six hundred miles heading East. What did she expect when they stopped for the night? Clothes maybe. So she could look normal when she made up the short distance between truck and motel room—a scant twenty-five feet over a berm and six feet down a well-lit corridor.


  Once he booked the room, Logan made quick work of unlocking her shackles from the cab of the truck. “I told the manager that I had an insubordinate fugitive in my custody and I had to strip her of her clothes to keep her from running off again.” He smiled. “You know, he actually bought my story. Just told me to be quick getting you to the room.”


  Still gagged, she stared at him with her angry eyes shooting daggers. “So we’re going to make this quick, Jill. Maybe no one will see you.  But if they do, they do.”


  A brief glance at the parking showed that there was no one around, although the road behind them was a steady stream of cars coming off the highway looking for places to stop for the night. A dozen people could have spotted the nude woman being led from the huge black truck. A few might have even slowed down long enough to confirm their first impression, until the pale white female wearing chains disappeared into the motel room with the man who held her tightly by the arm. 


  For her part, Jill breathed relieved when the chance for exposure passed. She was shaking and still angry, but too exhausted now to care about anything but lying down and falling asleep. Logan chained her to the dresser and left the room with her still gagged. With nothing else to so, she lay down on the scratchy rug and nearly fell asleep. 


  A half hour later, Logan returned with Mexican food. Pulling the gag from Jill’s mouth he allowed her eat, while he silently ate his meal. The pair then fell asleep, Jill on floor, Logan in bed, until they woke almost simultaneously at dawn. 


  They began the day much like the last one. Though now, Jill forcefully suppressed her anger. It hadn’t disappeared. In fact, it only seemed to grow as the days went by, but she had no desire to be beaten again. She could hope for no more than a difficult, naked ride back to Christopher Hurst’s doorstep. 


  They had re-entered the States somewhere around El Paso, that first night spent in the Sleepytime Motel outside Waco. The next day it was Baton Rouge. Then making a sharp left they headed north toward Jackson, and Nashville and through the mountains of West Virginia until they reached Maryland. 


  By then, Jill could barely contain her festering anger, but she forced it down, knowing she had to stay civil in order to keep the bounty hunter from blistering her behind with his paddle drilled with holes to increase the torture.




  Chapter Twelve - Tell Me Who You Are


  “Take a shower, Jillian; you’re starting to get ripe,” Logan ordered her. 


  They’d checked into their motel room at an unusually busy stop adjacent to a major intersection of US Highways—not his usual operating procedure. Thankfully, their room was at the back of the two-story motor hotel, and there wasn’t a soul in sight when she moved from the truck to their accommodations at the top of the stairs, still naked, her shackles clanging all the way. At least the place was clean, a whole heck of a lot better than the dives they’d stayed in to that point. 


  “I’m not surprised. I stink,” she said, as she massaged her chaffed wrists. It was her first time out of cuffs since Mexico and, oddly, it didn’t feel right. However, she wasn’t going to argue about anything now, since the thought of a long bath almost made her mouth water. “You suppose I could actually climb in the tub first?” she asked in a surprisingly conciliatory tone. She wanted him to say yes.  


  “Sure. You have an hour. But leave the door open.”


  “Yes, sir.” That was a first… she called him, sir, as if she did it every day.  Hopefully, he didn’t notice. 


  A long, luxurious, fragrant hour with shampoo, soap and lotion—the complimentary hotel bottles were nearly empty when she finished. When the hour was up—at least she guessed it had been an hour, she walked out of the bathroom drying her hair on a white terrycloth towel, bringing back the curls that had, before her ordeal with Logan, framed her face with a sensuously soft and cheerful look. That other time, her other life seemed a billion years away—was it just ten days since the café in LA? Hard to believe. 


  “What’s that? She looked at the bed, seeing clothes laid out, her size, or awfully close. “Where did those come from?”


  “Get dressed, we’re going out?”


  “Out?” She stared dumfounded from the clothes on the bed to Logan. 


  “Out,” he repeated. He was dressed himself in a fresh pair of blue jeans and a clean T-shirt; his hair slicked back and drying.


  She looked at him wondering how he happened to look so clean. He’d been about as rank as she after several days on the road.


  “I showered next door,” he explained without her having to ask.


  “We’re in a hurry?”


  “No, but it’s time to leave.”


  Jillian turned her attention to the clothes on the bed, which were decidedly more feminine than anything she’d worn in a long time. The black skirt was short, about mid-thigh, and the diaphanous black blouse was nearly transparent. Adding to that, a lacy bra, thigh-high stockings and heels, made her feel shrouded head to toe, and safe. Elated by the amazing change, a light, golden feeling of goodwill salved her wounded spirit. She almost had to smile when Logan politely took her arm and helped her into the truck. 


  Now, she sat at his side—no shackles, no chains, and no hard seat in the rear of the truck. She was far too bewildered to be angry with the bounty hunter. She took a break from her unceasing rage, as it slunk back in the corner of her emotions like sulking cat. Logan, for the first time in days, exuded that magnetic allure, which so often tricked unknowing females into thinking he really was a decent guy. 


  


  Jill entered the basement tavern, with Logan Dunn holding her hand firmly like a protective father. She found his near bone-crushing hold strangely exhilarating. 


  No, she had not changed her mind about the man in any way, but the sudden switch to normalcy and his unusually merry mood made her forget not just her anger but the loathing hatred. In fact, if she weren’t careful, she’d find that enduring charisma affecting her in all the wrong ways. He oozed charm, which then reminded her of Mexico and the tenderness he showed the senorita, Susanna. A wave of anxiety thundered through her body, briefly turning her stomach nauseous. 


  Logan greeted a number of friends as he led Jillian through the crowd. After a brief hello and an exchange of hugs and handshakes, he moved on, engaging another, different crowd of friends who eagerly awaited his attention. It seemed to her that he was as welcomed and comfortable here as he had been in Ramon’s village. 


  “May I sit down?” Jillian whispered in his ear. 


  “Something wrong?” he whispered back. His breathy voice warmed her ear. She remembered his last moment with Susanna. Did they look that way now? Tender and intimate?


  “I think it’s the smoke,” she said as she strained to breathe. The air was thick enough to sell as bottled poison. 


  With an arm circling her waist, Logan led her to a table at the side of the room and motioned her to sit. “You okay?” 


  Upon his query, she studied him closely, mistrustful of the apparently serious look of concern. “I know it doesn’t matter to you, but I’m really starved,” she replied, trying to keep her voice cool and detached.


  “Why yes, it matters,” he replied, as if suddenly her thoughts and feelings should matter to him, even when they hadn’t before. “I’ll have someone bring you something to eat right away.”


  While she sat alone at the table, Logan stood nearby conferring with his friends, keeping one sharp eye fixed on her. For the first time in days, she considered the possibility of escape. He might become so engaged in conversation that he’d look away long enough for her to slip through his fingers. 


  It wasn’t time to bolt, just yet, but maybe she should seriously consider any opportunity that the evening presented her. Minutes later, she postponed her plotting and scheming when a plate of cheese, crackers and grapes arrived, accompanied by a glass of wine. 


  “You rather have water, maybe?” Again, acting like he really cared, Logan moved back to the table when the food appeared. 


  “No, I think this will be all right.” The wave of nausea had passed, although her hunger hadn’t.


  “Good. Get your bearings, Jillian,” he said. It sounded like a warning. His whispered breath caressing her ear and neck caused her body to quake again—too much. “Just remember, I may not keep you in my line of sight for the next hour, but there are plenty of people in this room who know who I am and who you are. They’ll have their eye on you. Running off would be a big mistake.”


  “Why ever would I want to run off?” she returned with such innocence that Logan actually chuckled. 


  She smiled back at him, finding that old feeling of desire grab her in her gut and shake it. When would this ever stop!


  As the hour passed, Jill nibbled on her snack, savoring the rich cheese and the clean contrast of grapes and focused on the club around her. Every kind and shape and sort of person passed by her table, some in pairs in quiet conversation, others, like Logan, seeking out friends they obviously hadn’t seen in a while. A sense of mystery and secrets and reckless sexuality pervaded the room. Some dressed quite daringly, men in leathers; women in lacy, body-revealing clothes designed to accentuate female body parts. Like having walked into an MTV video, the images of sexual promise whirled all around her, revealed in the closeness of one body to another, in the placement of hands on hips and asses and under skirts, fondling, and in the erotic look of steamy eyes, seducing prey.


  Jillian’s internal pilot light flared, lighting with the whoosh of a furnace igniting. This was another first for her, being in a club like this—even though her imagination often created such places based on movies and videos and her own desire. 


  Toward the end of the hour, she had a sense that their presence here had a purpose beyond Logan reacquainting himself with his friends. Otherwise, why would he have brought her? 


  When Logan returned to the table sometime later, he brought a friend, a gentlemanly sort of formal man of fifty or sixty years. Her body warmed to him instantly, as thoughts of Monsieur were evoked from her memory.


  “Isaac, this is the woman I told you about.”


  “Ah! A bona fide slave?” He looked down at her, his eyes filled with amorous warmth, even admiration. He turned to Logan, questioning him, “You have a price on her head?” 


  “I could.”


  “And I can try her out, perhaps?”


  “I don’t see why not.”


  Why not? Why not? Because she was going back to Christopher! She tried silently to remind him.


  “So, I can have her for how long?”


  “Long as it takes to properly test her, how’s that?”


  “Very good.” The man reached down, offering his hand. 


  “What is this?” Jill asked, as her eyes suspiciously darted from one man to the other. 


  “Go with him,” Logan raised his voice slightly.


  “But what for?” She could make no sense of this. “You plan to sell me out from under Christopher?”


  “I’m just doing my job, Jillian,” Logan replied, without answering her question.


  “What job?” Jill came right back. “I thought your job was to take me back to my master?” she sarcastically retorted.


  “She doesn’t know?” the older man wondered. 


  “No, she doesn’t know. Not yet.”


  She felt a sudden surge of real panic. Her body heated dangerously, while her heart pounded so hard she felt the drumming in her head pulse like a throbbing migraine. 


  Logan lifted her wine glass, and handed it to her saying, “Drink your wine.”


  Though terrified—and wary of both men—she felt curiously alive with the bounty hunter so attentive to her every move. She thoughtlessly followed the instruction, and gulped the remaining wine. She’d spent her last days, squashing even the slightest sign rebellion in fear of another painful punishment. She couldn’t rebel now for the same reason, but this time, she knew there was a motive behind his order apart from testing her unquestioning obedience. 


  “Logan please, what’s going on?”


  “You think I’m obliged to tell you?” he mockingly asked. 


  “No, but I don’t understand.”


  “My job is to do with you as I’m instructed by the man who’s paying me.”


  “So, his instructions have changed?” she wondered. 


  Logan didn’t answer with words, but his expression spoke volumes. 


  The wine, the smoke, the sound of a steamy, sexy jazz vibrating in the tavern’s background noise made her head swim. She realized that her body responded to the sensuous sounds, that her desire had come alive. But mulling through the last few minutes with Logan and his friend, Issac, the erotic moment changed swiftly. Her nausea returned when she realized what was happening to her. The truth crept stealthy into her mind, and then pounced with biting cruelty.


  “He’s selling me!” she blurted out. “Christopher is selling me!” 


  Logan said nothing to dispute her conclusion.


  “Go with him, Jillian; it will be okay,” he assured her in his kindest voice. “Maybe better than you expect.”


  For the first time since he apprehended her LA, she actually believed him; relied on him to tell the truth.


  Slowly rising from her seat, she took the gentleman’s hand and walked with him to the far side of the room where they exited through a door and continued down a hallway. At the far end of a brick corridor, they entered another room—a private room—a dank, dungeon-like space no submissive woman could mistake for anything but a torture chamber. 


  “I understand you’re a painbitch,” the man’s voice became instantly cold.


  She couldn’t answer.


  “Is that so?”


  She shook her head, confused, unable to answer him truthfully. 


  “Answer me!” he ordered. 


  “I don’t know what I am!” she blurted out in desperation. “How about a slave, a fuck, a cunt, a whore? Any of those fit?”


  “I don’t know.” She stared into his hardened visage, her chin trembling, her body shivering in a cold sweat that made her thin blouse stick to her skin. 


  “Then tell me what you do know!” He sounded disgusted.


  “I’m told I belong to Christopher Hurst, that I’m his slave.”


  “Is that true?”


  “I don’t know. I don’t feel like a slave.”


  The man moved on her, snapping cuffs on her wrists and stretching her arms to the side and high above to chains dangling from the ceiling. 


  “Don’t feel like a slave? Why not? You behave like one. You grovel on a male cock, do you not? You take as many as you can up the ass, because you’re what? A sweet debutant? A prim schoolteacher?  A psalm-singing Sunday school teacher?” He made a circle about her, his once kind face painfully accusatory. Taking her chin in his hand, he squeezed hard, and scowled at her. “You’re into denial, bitch. Anyone ever tell you that before?”


  Fat tears rolled down her cheeks.


  He slapped her face on both sides, making it sting from the harsh burn. 


  “Get real, slut, you want nothing better than to open your thighs like a whore and let men in to use you. Admit it!”


  “NO! I won’t admit that.”


  “No? Why not? That’s who you are. I’ve seen the pictures. I’ve heard the stories. And still you deny it. Fuck,” he intoned, derisively. “Why the hell would Logan waste my time?”


  She stared at him, wide-eyed in wonder, speechless.


  He sneered. “Humph!” Then he moved around her body, carefully inspecting every inch. “Why don’t we test you? Just in case there might be a useful slave lurking somewhere under that soft, satiny skin. We’ll see what you say when I’m finished with you.”


  Without ceremony, the man stripped her pretty clothes from her body with vicious yanks and tugs. Even Dona Maria used scissors to make her naked. Once he had enough of her body bared, even before the tatters of cloth dangling from her body were tossed to the floor, he began whipping her back, her shoulders and her ass with a single-tail whip. For several minutes, her body fought the pain as it was used to doing, while the gray-haired, stately gentleman-sadist baited her with cruel barbs that cut more fiercely than the cutting leather. 


  “Admit it, whore!” 


  He sprinkled the pain with accusations, “Admit it…” again and again the whip struck home and so did his words. 


  “Tell me who you are! Tell me what you want!”


  “Oh, my god!” she gasped as her head fell back and the most wondrous rush of bracing passion soared through limbs.


  “Yes, that’s it!” he answered her bliss, finally seeing what he wanted. “Tell me it’s so. Admit that you’re a slave, a whore, a painslut, a foul being who begs to be abused! Admit it!”


  Though her body brightened to the wild feel of the whip, her mind was still in command. “No! That’s not me!” she wailed in defiance.


  The master lit into her hard and she gasped again. “You lie,” he accused. 


  He changed implements, picking up a long braided cat o’ nine tails, which filleted her back and ass with brutal efficiency, accompanied by her zealous reply to the anguished pleasure ripping through her in torrential waves. Her endorphins burst like firecrackers, then in seconds rushed her senses like the harsh wind of November.


  “Tell me it’s so,” her tormentor paused long enough for her regain consciousness. “Tell me you’re the slave, the painslut, the debauched whore. Tell me that is what you love! Tell me.”


  “Yes!” she cried. “Yes, it’s so.”


  “What is so?” 


  It was Logan’s calm voice cutting through the chaos of stirred emotion with his plainly stated command. Her heart stopped beating for an instant, then raced faster than ever. “Tell me,” he ordered.


  He moved in close to her from behind, his lips at her ear, repeating one more time, “Tell me! Tell me who you are in your own words.”


  “A slave, sir,” she answered first. 


  “And you want you freedom, slave?”


  “Oh, no!” She cried hard, tears pouring down her cheeks.


  “And you want to be owned?” His hand squeezed her ass, as if squeezing the truth from her. 


  “Yes.”


  “Mastered?”


  “Yes!”


  “You love the life as a slave slut. Tell the truth.”


  “Yes, I love my life.” She was beginning to breathe more easily, to calm her beating heart as the rage in her fell away and she accepted what she’d long denied.


  “You love being beaten, isn’t that so?”


  “Yes.


  “You love it every time you open you thighs and invite the men to take you?”


  “Yes.”


  “You love them forcing you, raping your ass, cumming in your face, making you scream?”


  “Yes!


  “And your lust never had it so good as it did with Christopher Hurst?”


  Her stomach suddenly turned, and her voice changed, “No!” She shook her head. “I hate Christopher Hurst. I’ll never love him.”


  “But love doesn’t matter to you. It’s all about how you feel and being controlled, isn’t that right?” He caressed her bottom with the palm of his hand, the passion behind it urgent.


  “Yes.”


  “And you wanted him because you needed him. Am I right?”


  “Yes, sir. I needed him.”


  “And you still need him?”


  Her tears began again. “Yes. I suppose I do need him.” How was that possible?


  “Because your master knows how to make you feel alive.” Logan answered her silent question, as if he was sitting inside her mind. His voice was soft, even as his grip on her bottom began to have the most amazing effect. A slow rolling orgasm began to build from a gentle wave into a grinding, spasmodic orgasm. 


  “Oh, my,” her head fell back again. 


  “He makes you feel alive,” Logan repeated. 


  “Yes. He makes me feel alive,” she conceded.


  “No other man can do that for you, right?”


  “No,” she shook her head, “that’s not right.”


  “No? Then who else?”


  “You can.” He was giving her what she needed now… with his hand and his voice, his magic like an elixir fired with pleasure. 


  “Me?” Logan backed off, reacting with amusement. “Me? Why, I’m the soulless pariah of the universe and you don’t want me.”


  He reminded her of her loathing. “No, of course, I don’t want you.” She could hardly speak the words. 


  “And it’s Christopher you want and need.”


  “Yes. Yes, Christopher,” she answered with a trembling voice, with more tears falling like rain from her eyes.  


  “Okay, then, Jillian Ingalls.” He removed his hand from her ass. She suddenly felt empty, wasted, let down. “Quit making your life so hard. I’m taking you back to him, back to the man who’s paid me. He wants you back and you have to go. You understand why now?”


  “Yes. I understand why.” 


  Of course, she understood. The conclusion was so right and reasoned… and yet, in the same instant, the feeling behind the words was wrong, all wrong. But how wrong?  Why wrong?  Only the feeling, unarticulated …  and there was no way to communicate that now.


  Nearly two weeks with the bounty hunter culminated in this moment, when her awareness of herself and the experience of her true nature finally—with the artful manipulation of her captor—collided with the truth. She was left with no other conclusion than the one yanked from her defiant soul in this extraordinary scene.


  Perhaps this truth about herself and Christopher Hurst, not the bounty hunter, was the source of her unspeakable rage that last several days. But the rage was gone now. Logan Dunn had washed it from her—as if he truly cared. 




  Chapter Thirteen - The Phone Call


  “I have her,” Logan announced as soon as he recognized Christopher Hurst’s voice on the other end of the phone. “We’re in Maryland. Any luck, she’ll be back in your hands in day and a half.”


  “Well, yes. That’s very good…    very …  good.” 


  Logan heard the hesitation in the man’s voice.


  “Something wrong? 


  “Not wrong. No. But there’s just been a change in plans.”


  “Oh?”


  “Yes… yes.” He seemed to be thinking on his feet. “I think, yes … I think it would be best for you take her to the Cold River police station once you arrive. Thinking over the situation, I want to make the arrest warrant stick.” The more he spoke, the more certain he was of his decision and the colder he became. “I’ve filed the charges and she’ll have to take the consequences of her actions like any good felon.” 


  “Any good felon?”


  “You heard me.”


  “This wasn’t what we talked about.”


  “I know that. But it’s what I want, and what she needs. I think the incarceration will teach her that she didn’t realize what she truly wanted. I don’t want the rebellious, inconstant bitch I had before.”


  “I don’t believe she is. I think I told you when we first spoke that I return runaways in a surrendering frame of mind. And in Jillian’s case, she’s come around very well.”


  Even over the phone, he could sense the man stiffen. “I don’t care how much she’s come around with you; I’ll be the judge of her character and her worthiness. Until she’s been punished as I see fit, which may be a long time, I don’t have the stomach to lay my eyes on her. She’ll complete her sentence in jail; then I’ll house her in one of the sheds until I’m ready to deal with her.”


  How the man had changed! He should have expected it, but Christopher Hurst was cagier than most, and a damned good actor. Now, however, Logan could see right through him.


  “So, you have a replacement slave?” the bounty hunter guessed. 


  “Who told you that?” Hurst sounded shocked. 


  “No one.” He sighed, hearing the man confirm the truth. “So, Mr. Hurst, I’ll bring your recovered property to the police station in Cold River Falls and then come to collect my money.”


  “That would be fine. I will see you then.” 


  


  That night, Logan watched Jillian for a time as she slept peacefully on the floor of the motel room, her head cradled on the pillow he’d give her. She seemed to smile—or maybe that was just his imagination. 


  When he lifted her to her feet, drawing her unexpectedly from her slumber, she stumbled against him. Like a lot of just-beaten slaves, she slept soundly after a heavy scene. Moving her to the bed, he laid her down, then climbed in behind her, wrapping his arms around her. Her bottom naturally burrowed into his crotch, even as she remained half-asleep. He wondered what she was thinking—if she was thinking at all. Roused, his maleness clamoring for physical satisfaction, he gave in to the temptation, slowly, carefully. With her natural juices swathed over the opening of her anus, he entered that dark realm of feminine wonder and moved with some urgency as the tight place milked his cock. 


  Fine ass, she had! She probably had a terrific pussy, too. But he’d leave her sacred treasure for another time, for her next master, perhaps. This was all he needed for himself. 


  Jill awoke, sensing the awesome tightness in her, smelling Logan there and feeling, with a happy grin of pleasure, the soft bed supporting her bones. “What are you doing?” she asked.


  “One for the road,” he whispered in her ear. “You owe me.”


  “I kinda thought you didn’t do this with runaways,” she continued sleepily, although she was well aware of the wonderful way he made her feel now. 


  “What gave you that idea?” he answered back. “Tonight’s the first time you were appealing enough to arouse me.”


  “Oh?” She wriggled her ass back into his groin, squeezing the delicious erection that worked her hole. “Humm.” Being half asleep was the best part, the best sex without the attitudes of the day, which were often so harsh and unappealing. She could pretend he was a decent lover in the starlit hours before dawn.


  Her body was strangely responsive, quickly rising toward an orgasm with little effort, as if she’d been waiting for this since they’d first met. Yes. It was that romantic sort of victory she’d think back on later—and forget as soon as she recalled the bounty hunter’s baser character. She felt him kiss her on the shoulder, a dozen times or more. “Hummm,” she purred, as if they were lovers. 


  It was okay to live the fantasy, just once. Maybe he owed her that much, just as she owed him the use of her body. Soon enough, in the light of day, the enchanting spell would be broken when they scowled their hellos and took off to complete their journey. 


  


  Jillian and Logan Dunn headed out of Maryland toward the Pennsylvania turnpike. The road signs said Pittsburgh. She was again wearing clothes and sitting beside him in the truck. This time she wore a simple muslin dress someone had given to Logan at the hacienda. It was really very pretty, embroidered at the neckline with colorful flowers. It didn’t matter if she was naked underneath, the dress was enough.


  “Isn’t Pittsburgh west?” Jill asked, after an hour wondering why they were traveling in this direction. 


  “Yep,” he answered.


  How she felt different today from yesterday. Even she realized that the night before had been a breakthrough, although she had no intention of talking about it more. Perhaps that’s all it took to win Logan’s favor. Admit he was right. So, he was right. Now she wore clothes and sat next to him without shackles and chains and gags and his nasty tongue about to wag at her. She probably should have given in days ago!


  “But Maine is north!” she reminded him.


  “Hey, you know your geography.”


  “Logan… another detour?” 


  “No detour at all.”


  “Then what happened to Maine and returning me to Christopher?”


  “I’ll answer that if you first answer one question for me, absolutely truthfully. Forget about last night, answer from your heart.”


  “Okay.”


  “Is Christopher Hurst the man you want as your master?”


  She didn’t have to think twice about this one, even if hours before she concluded that she needed the man.


  “No. Not at all,” she stated bluntly.


  “Okay then,” Logan replied. 


  Another five minutes of silence passed and the road flew by at an anxious rate. 


  “But you haven’t answered my question.”


  “I’m not returning you, that’s your answer.”


  “What? You’re not? Why?


  “The asshole changed the game on me.”


  “He did? In what way?”


  “That’s between him and me. The less you know the better.”


  “Don’t I have a right to know?”


  “No!” She could tell that there’d be no prying the answer from him—at least not now.


  “But what about your money?”


  “I don’t need it.”


  “I thought that was the whole point!”


  “No, just half the point,” he reminded her.


  “So what happens to me now?”


  “You get what you want, just with another man. Trust me, it will be another master better than the one you had.”


  “Oh, god.” Her face went pale. “You’re going to sell me yourself to your friends and take Susanna.”


  “What?” He gazed her way, stunned. 


  “The senorita? The offer?”


  He laughed, and shook his head and laughed some more. “No, Jillian Ingalls, No. I don’t want Susanna, and we’re not headed for Mexico.” They drove a little longer, Logan making her wait for an explanation. Then he finally said, “I’m taking you for me. You’re going to slave for me. Whether you like it or not you’re going to fuck me; you’re going to dutifully serve me. You’re going to offer up every sweet, sexy, surrendering treasure you have to me, until you finally admit how much you enjoy it. If I have to, if you want to sass and rebel, I’ll keep you in chains until I’m sure you won’t take off. By then? Well,” he turned her way again, just to see the awed expression on her face, “we might both be old and gray. But by then, but who the hell cares?” 


  “You must be kidding.” She couldn’t think. She couldn’t move. 


  “Shocked?”


  “Yes, I’m shocked. Shouldn’t I be?”


  “I suppose so.”


  “But what about Christopher? Won’t he come after you?”


  “Screw Hurst. He doesn’t know where I live.”


  “You can’t really mean this!” She didn’t know whether to be pissed or elated. “I don’t even like you, you’re the ‘pariah of the universe’. You said so yourself. I made up my mind days ago that you’re a complete wasteland, a man with no morals, no soul, a cruel heartless bastard.” Oh! Maybe that incident in the dungeon should have changed her point of view. But, so what if he was good at pointing out the truth she’d been denying, she still had no reason to change her mind about his basic character. Did she?


  “Really? Humm.” He looked at the road and looked back at her, smiling, then laughing like a giddy kid. “I guess I have a lot of brainwashing to do between your beatings,” he said. “Or maybe I should I put you in chains now, since you’re probably planning your escape.”


  She looked out the window at the fast retreating landscape, still stunned. 


  “Well, I’m not going to escape now. I’d die, get run over by that diesel truck that’s on your tail.”


  They let the excited silence linger another few minutes, while his decision settled in both of them. 


  Then he finally asked, with a bit of mirth in his expression “So, tell me now, Jillian. Are you going to hate me? Are you going to have to rebel? Should I put you in chains to keep you?”


  Oh my, her will was failing her now, as every hateful thing she’d thought about the bounty hunter fell away in the presence his knowing, sexy smile. “I don’t know,” she shook her head. “I just don’t know, but probably not. No promises, but … probably not.”


  “Good.” He nodded. “I’m glad.”


  A few more miles down the road, she thought to add as a reminder.  “Of course, you are still a bounty hunter and all the loathsome things that means.”


  He shrugged. “Maybe. Or maybe, I’ll have too much fun running my slave around my property to go back on the road. Maybe.”


  Jillian stared out the window at the fast fleeting landscape feeling a curious tenderness warm her. Could she trust it? Could she trust him? She had no idea, although it looked as if she’d get the opportunity to find out. 
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  THE HANDMAIDEN’S REVENGE — When Sagemore defeats Lord Nor’s sworn enemy, Titus, he wins the right to bring Nor’s slave/wife, Casia, into his bed, his brothel and his dungeon. For a fortnight, Casia and her handmaidens appease the victors becoming centerpieces in a wicked, S&M victory celebration. Meanwhile, Lord Nor scours his dungeons for a female to replace his borrowed wife, taking the enemy handmaid, Ariel. Ignoring her vengeful curse, he hastily rapes this beautiful girl before a cheering throng, and then trains her to be his slave/whore. Only when his Casia disappears on the trip home does he believe the curse is real. Has his queen fallen into the hands of Titus? When the defeated prince buys two unnamed maids from a pair of bandits, he is determined to learn their true identity. But even his vile tortures and public humiliation will not make the proud maids talk. Includes public, non-consensual S&M acts, whips, cages, bondage, enemas & anal sex, fem/fem and gang-rapes.


  To order these titles, or for a complete catalogue of Erotic Fiction…
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