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  Chapter One


  In the countryside of Spain, Benito del Gallo’s villa could be seen for miles; farmland vineyards, orchards and, of course, his opulent casa, glowing on the rise of rolling hills, overlooking the valley below. Whitewashed walls appeared pristine against a glacial blue sky; while a terracotta roofline framed the sprawling structure. One would expect gracious civility in a mansion so magnificent, its occupants languidly spending their days in the pursuits befitting gracious gentlemen and ladies; art, theater, fine wines and elegant food filling the days of those with too much time on their hands. 


  Rupert Reyes thought this, as his tawny-colored convertible Mercedes sped along the road leading to the gated entrance of the estate. The wrought iron gate had been opened for him.  He smiled—he was expected. He gunned the powerful engine and shot up the long winding drive. He was just this close to tumbling his vehicle over several steep embankments, sending it crashing through the brush-laden hillsides. If he had, life at the villa might well have been significantly different. Lives would have been irrevocably changed. Most particularly, Antonia del Gallo would have found herself in far different circumstances in the days ahead.


  But, sandy brown hair blowing in the breeze, shirtsleeves rolled to the elbow, tie flapping behind him, a smile across his handsome, sculpted features, Rupert took the hairpin turns as if he’d been racing the Grand Prix for years, and arriving at the top of the hill, abruptly applied the efficient brakes directly in front of the casa’s double oak doors.


  He opened the car door and pulled his stylishly robust physique from his seat, staring upwards in awe at the splendid structure, noting the sculptured plaster ornamentation some artisan had painstakingly created and the centuries old, hand painted tiles trimming the windows and doorways. Gazing beyond the casa to the north, he noticed the postcard perfect rose garden in bloom. As he inhaled, he believed he could smell the fresh and pungent floral scent. Invigorated by the drive and the conditions under which he visited this day, Rupert took all significant steps to neaten his attire. He tucked his shirt, straightened his tie and unrolled his sleeves, redoing his gold cufflinks before threading his arms through his suit coat. He groomed his hair, running his fingers through the thick wavy tresses, leaving the look imperfect by design. The lustrous gleam in his eyes revealed a man of constant victories; today would be another conquest to add to his many. And yet, his eyes were filled with more than the glow of triumph; they were intensely deep and often so unsympathetic that some would find them difficult to gaze at for any length of time. 


  For now, however, the unsettling expression disappeared. He created a picture of affable affluence, a handsome, courtly, if not a bit overly formal style, making himself ready to enter Benito del Gallo’s world. He stood at the door and gave the doorknocker a hearty rap. 


  ***


  Benito Del Gallo strolled about his study, beaming, feeling contented and perhaps somewhat relieved. 


  “I knew, sir,” he spoke to his guest, “that this would be a perfect arrangement.”


  He was a man of nearly sixty years, with a robust well-fed body, a hearty laugh and luminous black eyes that could effectively court a woman or snap any wavering soul to attention. It was natural for him, holding court in this richly paneled study. Its imported cherry wood gleamed from layers of polish. Walls, desk, tables, chairs were richly detailed with ornate scrollwork, hand done to his specific orders. The Moroccan carpet came from the East, given to him as a present by a visiting tribal dignitary some years before. His maid had served the men tea poured from a teapot handcrafted from Mexican silver. It was easy to get distracted in a room where abundance seemed to drip from the air like rain.


  But despite Benito’s gallant and imposing manner, despite his obvious wealth and all the accoutrements that wealth granted him, the man’s hands revealed a rough-hewn character, a fact contrary to his surroundings. His thick, gnarled fingers suggested that he had worked his property, his ranch and vineyards, that he’d labored long hard hours for his success. He’d mastered his world by his own sweat as much as he’d mastered it through the efforts of those who served him. This made him quite unlike his gentleman visitor who had no such earthy ties, whose wealth was newly made, a product of the times. Rupert had a good head for investments and managed an impressive portfolio of assets with hardly lifting a finger. 


  Benito did not hold it against him, that Rupert was the polished city professional. Instead, he was impressed by the handsome, significantly younger fellow whose trim and neatly suited body now rested comfortably in one of his leather chairs. He admired the man’s business acumen, his poise under fire, which he’d had occasion to witness, and of course his ideas about male female relationships.


  Rupert shifted in his seat, while Benito listened to the sumptuous sound of the creaking leather and relished once again how much he enjoyed the subtleties of his opulent life. 


  “I certainly hope the arrangements can be made with little fuss,” Rupert added. 


  “I have no fear about that. The girl’s been primed since childhood for this day.”


  “Has she now?”


  “And with her mother as her mentor, she should easily become a model wife in the traditional Old World role.”


  “You suggested that her character is naturally acquiescent?”


  “Very much so.”


  “I’m looking forward to meeting her.”


  “And you will, shortly. But first, I’d like you to meet her mother, my Honoria. I think a small demonstration of our relationship will give you the idea I’m hoping for with you and Antonia.”


  “I’m intrigued,” Rupert said. “You have spoken about your wife at length.”


  Benito moved to the side of the room and rang the bell that would call his wife to his study. A few moments later, the two men heard a timid knock at the study door. 


  “Come in,” Benito said. 


  The door opened. “Sir, you called for me?”


  “Indeed, my dear.”


  Benito extended his hand to a flower of a Spanish lady who glided into the room like a vision from a different century. Honoria could easily charm; that was apparent immediately. Just one look at her stunning face—the flawless, creamy complexion, the dark eyes framed by high arched brows, her hair swept back elegantly into a comb—most men would find it difficult not to stare at this alluring vision. 


  She nodded first to her husband and then to the man who sat in the leather chair by the window. Because the blinds were nearly shut, the man’s face was bathed in shadows and she could not easily read his expression. Perhaps for that very reason, the mysterious fellow intrigued her.  


  The lovely Honoria dressed well, though unusually for a 21st century female. Her dress was long; in the style of a 1940’s dressing gown that softly draped her voluptuous form. The dress fit tightly at the waist, hugged her well-rounded, womanly hips, and then flared to its long skirt. Above her waist, the draping effect showed little of the seeming abundance beneath. From her neck to the waistband, large silk-covered buttons kept secret what lay beyond the lustrous fabric. 


  Honoria’s bearing was quite elegant, even startling. Not exactly what Rupert Reyes, expected of the woman he’d heard so much about. Yet, he could tell from the kind look in her eyes that she was not in the slightest a haughty or combative woman. This he did expect given the reports of her relationship with her very traditional husband. 


  “Honoria, do our guest the honor of presenting yourself,” Benito told her.


  Where other wives might question such a request, Honoria knew exactly what her husband wanted. Moving unthinkingly toward the man in the leather chair, she knelt at his feet and placed her hands in her lap, palms open, keeping her back regally straight, and her head bowed yieldingly. 


  “Please now, if you’ll open your dress, I’m sure Mr. Reyes would be most intrigued by what he finds there,” Benito said.


  Without batting an eye, without so much as a twinge of trepidation, Honoria’s hands moved to her throat and began unbuttoning the large buttons, all five of them, until the soft fabric of her dress fell away like tissue. She shook the dress from her shoulders to bare her entire bodice from neck to waist, where the last button remained tightly fastened. 


  Rupert Reyes made a bit of start seeing the unexpected picture before him. He had no doubt that the woman’s display would reveal a sight to behold, in particular, large well-formed breasts, with small peaked nipples. He even expected, knowing Benito’s sexual habits that there might be some marks on her otherwise perfect skin. What he did not expect to see was a pair of painfully bound breasts, the flesh cruelly crisscrossed with rope in a fashion that clashed boldly with her womanly attire and demure attitude. The ropes were neatly wrapped around her torso above and below her breasts then connected at the sides and between the two. Their appearance was so altered that it was difficult to tell exactly how well endowed the woman was. To anchor the bondage, more rope was wrapped around her neck and shoulders, creating a neatly fashioned harness that would remain secure regardless of her movement. 


  Rupert sat up a bit straighter in the chair and stared at this bizarre picture of submission, noting how Honoria’s already surrendering mood seemed to shift even further into a subservient and docile state. Her head remained slightly bowed, though now she occasionally glanced up at him through her long dark lashes. Her lips parted as if thirsting. And to accentuate the look of complete surrender, she clasped her hands behind her back, which forced Honoria’s bound breasts into a lurid and inviting display.


  “You amaze me, Benito,” Rupert looked to the smiling fellow who had yet to sit down.


  “Is this not what we discussed?”


  “Exactly.”


  “And are you not acquainted with restraint and discipline—the rudiments of dominating the female?”


  “I am, indeed, although I never expected such a exhibit as this today.” His smirk revealed his prurient interest.


  “I think it’s important,” Benito jumped in. “I want to be very clear with my intentions. Although I assume that as my daughter’s husband, you’ll direct the girl in the manner you see fit, I wanted to assure you that I have no qualms about heavy-handed methods of control. Pain is a great teacher. I suspect that like her mother, the girl has unbridled passions that must be channeled appropriately—fixated on your desires, not hers. After our many discussions, I have come to trust you above all the other candidates I considered. Of course, your references remain impeccable,” he added with a knowing twinkle in his eye, suggesting that they already shared some indelicate secrets. 


  Benito returned his attention to his submissively posed wife and her bared, bound breasts. Her pink flesh gleamed in its rigid splendor, seeming to darken before their eyes, as if her breasts themselves blushed, not just her pretty face. “In these many years of my relationship with Honoria, I have been ruthless about her need to conform to my will, rigorously putting off the modern notion that she has a right to make her own decisions. I rarely seek her opinion, or let her thoughts sway mine. To reinforce in her mind this subservient role, I often, very graphically, demonstrate my dominance over her with various corporal practices. It may seem extreme, but we met and married with a staunchly patriarchal relationship in mind and it has served us well. I can think of nothing I want more for my daughter than the same security she will have with a man who will keep her so contained. And this,” he alluded to the bondage, “may or may not be to your taste, but it is certainly not out of bounds in relationships that enjoy such peculiar characteristics.” 


  “Sir, it will be my honor and my pleasure to rule your daughter in similar ways,” Rupert said, in a somewhat amused but deferential tone.


  Both men beamed as if that was enough to seal the contract, and they returned their attention to the submissive beauty who sat humbly at Rupert’s feet. 


  “May I?” Rupert finally broke the silent interlude, looking from Benito to Honoria’s breasts, while leaning forward to communicate his desire to touch her.


  “By all means. Make her hurt if you so desire. She will take what you give and be glad that it pleases you.”


  Rupert took the challenge gratefully, and for several moments, while Honoria flinched ever so slightly, turning her head away, the gentleman Master fondled a distended breast, noting its flushed pink color and the way in which the skin was soft to touch but the flesh beneath quite firm from the restraining rope. In a like manner, he’d bound a woman’s breasts on several occasions. But those situations were more casual and sexually prompted; while this moment was peculiarly extraordinary—a proud husband binding his wife and then displaying her smugly for leering eyes to enjoy. 


  The stirrings of Rupert’s darker nature rose as he softly tapped the side of Honoria’s right breast with his hand. Invigorated, he raised his arm and brought it down, slapping the flesh with a stinging smack. Repeated blows of his palm threatened to knock the woman off balance, but she held firm, knowing how displeased Benito would be if she failed at this moment. The breast slapping continued with her left breast taking a resounding beating. Then he moved back and forth from one to the other, sharply slapping the lovely things until they turned purple from the effort. 


  Aroused by the hurt he inflicted on the woman, Rupert continued as if he might go on with the beating for the next hour. Honoria barely flinched at the start; only a slight whimper escaped her lips. As the hurt expanded, silent tears streamed down her cheeks. Her lips trembled with anguish. But, as difficult as it was to do, she remained steadfastly in place on her knees, making no overt sign of protest. 


  The beating caused her watching husband to flush with excitement and satisfaction. Yes, he thought to himself, this man would do, the proper sort to keep his one child from ruining herself on the whims of a world that could so easily lead the naïve astray. 


  For a time, the zealous Rupert quivered with uncertainty, a mountain of energy welled-up in him. He had to forcefully restrain himself. If this was not another man’s wife… but his… He saw himself beating this fine example of surrender until her breasts were deeply marked in a way that would remain for days. How much he desired that! Thankfully, just imagining the sight of them so wounded managed to settle his deep cravings and he could quit the punishment before they were so brutally marked. Gathering his wits, he abruptly removed himself from the fervent heat and sat back in the leather chair, absorbed with the task of quelling his labored breathing. 


  “I am much obliged to you, Benito,” he said as he calmed.


  “And I to you,” Benito politely followed. 


  Honoria sat back on her heels feeling the blood racing through her chest, her poor breasts throbbing, and her sexual passions on edge. He might have actually made her orgasm had he gone on longer. Such a handsome, crisp and quixotic fellow. Made her bones quake. He was so like Benito when they first met—and even more the sensuous scoundrel villain she learned to love. 


  Of course, the hurt he inflicted alarmed her. She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand, startled at seeing the remnants of her tears glisten on her white skin. What a powerful man this one was! To be her daughter’s husband, lord and master. She wasn’t sure whether to envy her, or fear for the untested, innocent Antonia.


  “I will be instructing my wife to speak to my daughter this evening. I think tomorrow morning we should be able to finish our business.”


  “And I’ll see her then?”


  “Yes, then,” Benito said, firmly. 


  This was not to Rupert’s liking. He wanted his hands on his future bride, but he was in no position to argue. Anxious as he was to meet the girl, he saw that the father would not be moved. 




  Chapter Two 


  “My darling, your Papa has such a surprise for you,” Honoria literally bounced on the girl’s bed with the excitement of a girl half her thirty-eight years.


  “It’s that man, isn’t it?” Antonia exclaimed.


  “What man?”


  “The one in the convertible Mercedes.”


  “You saw him?”


  “I did.”


  The girl’s large black eyes widened excitedly. Antonia was just nineteen years old, and in some respects, she was still childlike and pure, having been sheltered by her domineering father her entire life. But in other ways, she was very much a woman. Her body had developed early, blossoming into a delectable shape accentuated by large, rounded breasts much like her mother’s, a trim sensuous waist and belly, and curvaceous hips that tapered to her shapely legs. She was not as pretty as her mother in the classical sense of beauty. But by 21st century standards, she was a sexually alluring young woman. Her facial features were bold, her eyes steamy eyes, her lashes long and dark, her lips full and tempting. When she was seventeen, she’d stolen a forbidden fashion magazine from the back of a convertible sports car that was parked in the villa drive, its owner being one of many guests attending her father’s gala party that night. She’d learned makeup tips from the enticing pages of Vogue, hairstyles from its bewitching models, and spent hours before her mirror mimicking haughty, seductive and worldly expressions, changing them with each new experimental hairdo. She found her unruly shoulder-length tresses were perfect for the ‘just-fucked’ bedroom look of popular rock stars. The tangle of ebony curls framed her face in a halo of darkness to match the look of obscurity in her smoldering eyes. 


  Antonia’s father hated her to be like girls of her age, thinking her choices too garish and worldly for one so young—although he had to admit, she was quite pleasing in a carnal way. After one rare plea for leniency from Honoria, who argued that no one would see his daughter anyway since he kept her captive in his house and schooled at home by tutors, he finally relented, giving his daughter free reign to experiment with her physical appearance. That decided, he felt rather generous allowing Antonia her small rebellion; after all, young people could be expected to rebel to some degree, and in all other areas, she was still his to control.


  With the help of the contraband magazines, Antonia had become in her transformation gloriously, dangerously sexual, looking more like a woman of twenty-five than an innocent child still in her teens. Despite the fact that she was a virgin, there were times when she looked as much like a whore—a classy whore—as girls who actually sold their bodies for cash. A sensuous cloud of eroticism filled the aura about her; the desires of her loins and heart oozed from her very pores. Once the woman emerged from the cocoon of childhood there was no retreat. Benito was right in concluding that she’d need a strong man to keep her seductive passions bridled.


  Although the father focused foremost on the sexual reality of his now womanly daughter, there was more to Antonia than Benito saw. Like many young women her age, she dreamed of fair-skinned lovers and dark-skinned Lotharios. She fantasized of leaving her country and traveling the world. Dwelling on the tempting layouts in her dog-eared Vogue, she longed to be a fashion model, or a dress designer, or make-up artist. Her visions were far-flung, thrusting her into worlds of sophistication and glamour. For all the sheltering Benito carefully engineered, she was actually much like most young women of her generation, filled with fire and want and boundless desires. And like the young women of her time, she, above all, wanted love, real, genuine, passionate love. 


  No one, not even her mother knew about Antonia’s vast fantasies. But Honoria had seen her daughter many times gazing with girlish lust at some fine-looking gardener, or the pool boy, or a deliveryman. That was why she had little trepidation in telling the exuberant girl about Rupert Reyes, the man she would marry the following day. If there was ever a handsome fellow to turn the eye of a woman, it was this one. She could think of no man of her husband’s acquaintance she found more appealing than the Italian bred Rupert. Money, good looks, class; impetuous and passionate—he was every young woman’s dream. Love would come later over time, but the outward trappings would be enough to a keep a new bride infatuated for a long time. 


  Oddly, because Honoria was used to the kind of brutal treatment she’d received at Rupert’s hands that afternoon, she didn’t even think it important to warn her daughter about the man’s dark side. There were things to be said, cautions she would make, but it was for Antonia to discover on her own the sexual whims of the man she’d marry. If Antonia was anything like herself, she’d get used to, even welcome the crudities of a controlling man as a means to her own pleasure. Even as she spoke with her daughter, Honoria was still flushed with the excitement generated by the remarkable Rupert Reyes. 


  “So, you’ve seen him? What did you think?”


  “He looks soooo hot!” the girl replied.  


  Honoria giggled hearing her daughter speak like an American teenager—probably something she picked up from the distant relatives and their unruly children who had visited the villa several months before. “But what else do you think?”


  “I love the car, and the way he dresses…” She bit her lip seductively as young girls do, eyes twinkling with mischief. “I’ll bet he’s rich.”


  “Of course, he’s rich. Your father wouldn’t consider a man who wasn’t.”


  “He’s the kind of man I love,” Antonia said with a profound sigh. 


  The hook had been set and she was reeled right in. Honoria’s task was half-done without any effort of her own. 


  “I’m so glad you feel that way,” she said. “First impressions are so important.”


  “So, is there something special about him?”


  “Yes, there is,” Antonia announced, prepared now to leap the really daunting hurdle, “He is the man you’ll be marrying in the morning.” 


  “What?”


  “Yes, dear, you’re to be married to Rupert Reyes in the morning. I know it’s a shock, and I suggested to your father that he prepare you sooner, but you know how he is…”


  “But I never thought…” the girl’s voice trailed off. 


  “He’s a worldly man, Antonia. Handsome. Well-spoken. You could hardly do better if you chose yourself. And the mystery of who he is will unfold for you like a flower opening. Every day something new and exciting with a man of Senor Reyes’ qualities.”


  Despite Antonia’s immaturity in matters of the heart, she was also a thoughtful and reasonable young woman. She’d been taught to compromise, to be patient and most of all to be respectful of her elders, especially her father. She loved and feared him, although she did not understand him. But behind the complex man, she believed that he was brilliant, all knowing and that he loved her with his whole heart. He’d never failed her and she didn’t expect him to now. But this was certainly testing her faith. What should she think about such a startling revelation?


  “I just never thought this would happen now.  I mean…”


  “You can’t go on living here with so little to do, Antonia. Your schooling is complete. It’s time to move on from your childhood, become a wife and enjoy the benefits of love.”


  “You believe this Rupert will love me?”


  “How could he not? You’re beautiful; alluring in the way a woman should be to a man. You have a style that is both appealing and well bred. You’re genuine, kind-hearted and loving. And, you understand from me what it takes to be a good wife.”


  “I do?”


  “I should think so. You mimic me in so many ways. Of course, you have your own personality, but your essence is pure.”


  “This is a lot to get used to,” she said, cheerlessly. “Do I meet him tonight?”


  Honoria flinched just a bit. “No. Actually, your father has arranged the meeting for morning.”


  “And you said I’ll marry him then?”


  “Yes, you will.”


  Her head was suddenly spinning. She hardly knew what to think. “A dress? Do I have a dress?”


  “I’m sure that your father has thought of everything. I wouldn’t worry.”


  “And so tomorrow, I’ll be gone…”


  “Not forever.” She smiled kindly. “You will adapt, my darling. My marriage began in much the same way as yours will…even the small wedding was perfect. Simple. Refined. And without the drama of some grand ceremony before a hundred people you don’t care about…the intimacy will provide the perfect mind-set on which to start your new life.”


  Her mother’s wisdom was as sound as her father’s was, Antonia thought.  Her head would spin all night. She wouldn’t sleep. But it would be excitement as much as fear that would propel her forward; that, and the idea of the very attractive Rupert Reyes being the bed partner she’d been waiting for all her life. 


  ***


  “Do you, Maria Antonia Donatella del Gallo, take this man, Rupert Ramon Reyes to be your husband?  Do you promise to honor him, to serve him, to obey him in all matters, to make of yourself a dutiful and respectful wife and so cherish him as his humble and devoted servant?”


  Antonia’s heart so fluttered with excitement that she failed to hear the words the priest spoke. She felt light-headed, as if the room was spinning—just as she’d felt since her mother broke the astounding news. And yet, her eyes, keenly focused on the beautiful Rupert Reyes, kept her on her feet and finally saying all that was asked of her that day, a simple, “I do.”


  His every touch was like an electric shock, attacking her body at the point of origin and moving in desperate waves to her belly and sex below. When they kissed to seal the marriage, her lips melted into his, lingering there. The sensation of physical joy bounded through her like a rapacious teenager—she was still a rapacious teenager. She hungrily wanted more. This certainly wasn’t love, but it was infatuation. 


  A warm wind blew through her wild mane of hair and scattered it about her face, as the Mercedes zipped through the country roads, winding its way to an unknown destination. Fear wasn’t even present anymore. Her heart beat as hotly as her loins. Goodbye childhood! Hello, great wide world! Hello to the bed where the man who drove the car, who sat beside her, her Rupert, would take her for their wedding night of sexual bliss. 


  No girl could have been more ready. No better fantasy could have materialized that morning than to find herself the center of a storybook, rose garden wedding that would end with her arms entangled in this man’s arms, her sex reaching out for his sex and drawing him in, her heart swallowing him whole with her lips fixed on his. 


  Like a dream with no end…


  The sky darkened to a midnight blue by the time the newlyweds arrived at the villa on the outskirts of Barcelona. A single light burned at the back entrance where Rupert parked the Mercedes and he guided Antonia into the darkened house.


  “Where are the servants?” she asked, rather sleepily. The last hour of the trip had finally tired her. Such a long way from her father Benito’s villa.


  “I gave them the weekend off,” Rupert said. “I thought my bride and I should have the house to ourselves for our first nights together.”


  He swept her up the back stairs, Antonia smiling at the fragrant scent of a man. He must be as old as her mother, she decided, but his age only matured him as a real man.


  Antonia could still barely see when they reached Rupert’s bedroom, but she could make out the large antique four-poster bed with the canopy and the trailing lace drape that made it into a safe harbor for husband and wife, two aroused and ready lovers. 


  Rupert’s hands roamed the surface of her body overtop her clothes, with passionate and eager measures moving beyond her pale blue honeymoon dress to touch her bare skin. She innocently opened for him without restraint—her mind had imagined the scene so often that she knew the script by heart. 


  She shuddered as his fingers found her bare breast under her lacy cream-colored bra. His thumb and forefinger lightly squeezed the nipple. 


  “Oh, my Lord!” She breathed in and out in astonished gasps. 


  A hand cupped her pubis underneath her skirt, where just a pair of thin silk panties protected her virginity. 


  “Oh, my, yessssss, Rupert.” Her sex exploded over his hand, with her juices soaking her panties and leaking onto his palm. 


  “Here.” He withdrew his wet hand and placed it at her mouth. “Drink it in, darling. This is the scent of your sex. Lick my palm clean.”


  What a naughty thing to do! 


  She blushed, but her eager tongue greedily lapped the sour-sweet nectar, even as she felt her body leak more in a trickle down her thigh. Rupert pushed her to the bed. 


  “Open your thighs,” he said, standing over her, riveted by the beautiful Spanish maid that was now his to use. He moved in rapidly, attacking her nether regions, tugging the panties away until she heard the silk rip. His power over her nearly made her faint, but her body held on, belly exploding into spasms that did not stop for all the licks and sucks and nibbles from her husband’s tongue and lips and teeth. 


  As she shuddered from the wild commotion, Rupert pulled himself from her crotch and climbed up her torso, straddling her hips—he was still fully clothed and her half-delirious mind wondered what he was doing. Drawing her hands over her head, he slipped a cotton rope, a slipknot, over her wrists and tugged it tightly. 


  Oh, my!” she gasped in breathless wonderment.


  “No hands, love,” he smiled. Backing down, he returned to her crotch where he worked the purplish pink softness of her skin, the wet folds and the warm, welcoming home at her center. 


  Antonia thrashed back and forth as the momentum of her orgasm built from one crest to another, mounting like a fire-breathing dragon until the explosion of heat and spasms ripped through her body like the tail of that great beast. 


  “That’s it, my darling,” Rupert purred in her ear. “Come for me, my love.”


  The sound of his kindness played like a gentle melody in her ear. But still her body ached and was not yet satisfied. 


  “Oh, may I put my hands on you, dear Rupert?” she asked as the force of her climax drifted away. 


  “No. No. Not yet. You have yet to be taken by me, and it is my pleasure to have you this way, bound to me, bound to my will and captive to my heart.” 


  What words! Another small spasm slipped through her body in reaction to the sound, the sweet hum, the purring feral quality of his passion. Captive to his heart! Her being shuddered.


  Rupert clenched her mound once more, inserting a finger in the untried hole, and carefully worked the tight space, while occasionally pulling back and thrumming her sensitive bud.


  “You are indeed a virgin,” he said, smiling. 


  “You thought otherwise?”


  He chuckled. Some dark aspect of Rupert’s character momentarily appeared in his expression, but this was not enough to scare her off or even warn her of the future. He was a master of hiding his baser desires behind a cloak of civility.


  “Of course, not. Your father assured me of your purity. But then, what does the man know of young women like you? He may protect you, but he could never protect a slut from every man who’d seize her. Handsome young studs work your property. How about the gardener, or the electrician, the boy who delivers groceries from town? Wouldn’t it have been possible?” 


  “Oh, but I swear I would never!” she said, smiling earnestly.  


  “Yes, I imagine not.” He raised his eyebrows and looked so lovingly into her eyes that for that one pure moment she knew love, only love.


  His fingers, playing quietly at her vagina, began to move more forcefully into her aching home. Though she wanted them there, an intense sensation began to build within and without. The urgent pressure of his hand scared her. 


  “Oh, my Rupert, I don’t know…” Her eyes widened with alarm. 


  “You’re doing fine, my dear. You need to relax. Breathe.” The fingers pressing their way into her virgin cunt eased slightly and she took that deep, relaxing breath. 


  As Rupert’s eyes had darkened; she saw only the reflection of the lit candle in the black irises. His brows, the firm set of his jaw, the clenching muscles fixed on his determined act of forceful entry made sure her attention would not waver. “I am not an easy man to accommodate, Antonia, but you will have all of me. This is just the preparation.”


  His unwavering vow hit the mark. “Yes, sir. Of course, I will have all of you. I am your wife. It is my duty and I cherish that.”


  He liked the way she honored their relationship with words of reverence and humility. She would be easily trained. Of course, she had no idea exactly what he specifically meant by accommodating him. There was no way to prepare her for that.


  Preliminaries finished, Rupert disengaged from her, and on his feet again began disrobing. He tugged the tie at his throat, while she, dressed like a used whore, clothes askew, legs still widely splayed, hands bound above her watched his every move. Such a meticulous man, she would think later as she replayed the scene in her mind. 


  He undid the buttons of his starched shirt while staring at her face, then carefully threaded his gold cufflinks through their holes and slipped them into his pants pocket. He wore the style of armless undershirt that field laborers wear until they are threadbare and stained with dirt. Even though his was new and bright from bleach, the image of grimy, heated, sweat-soaked sex appeared in her head along with the memory he resurrected in her mind of Benito’s workers toiling in the sun, their hairy, sinewy arms one moment swinging a scythe, the next ready for the lush curves of a woman’s body and the wet warmth between sex-hungry thighs. 


  These images shocked her. How could she think of anything so vile?


  Rupert removed the undergarment over his head and Antonia gasped; her eyes terrorized by their mutual lust. Then as his trousers hit the floor, change, cufflinks clanking on the bare wood, his eyes still fixed on her, a cry caught in her throat. 


  She struggled with the rope that bound her wrists. Would she have moved away in fright, or covered her mouth in horror had she the use of her hands? Her gaze now rested on his crotch, where behind blue silk jockey shorts that smoothly covered his groin, she could make out the outline of an erection that challenged her imagination. Once she’d seen Hector, her father’s overseer naked in the shower—an accident. She’d stood in the doorway of the servant’s bath, expecting to see her mother’s maid Esperanza there, scrubbing tiles, and remained frozen, eyes glued to the wet, browned body of the middle-aged foreman as he showered. His face may have been eroded by the sun and his advancing years, but his body was as virile as a twenty-year-old’s. His was only male organ she’d ever seen in the flesh, and his was limply at rest, shriveled and unthreatening.


  Afraid to look more at her husband’s proud equipment, Antonia finally shut her eyes. She was ready, yes. Prepared. Rupert had prepared her. And was this not the moment of female triumph she had been dreaming of her life long?


  She sensed him moving closer, his body hovering over hers, the tip of his penis touching the readied opening. How rigid! How steady! He hardly grazed the sensitive flesh and she could discern its character.


  “Antonia,” she heard his voice, but couldn’t respond. “Look at me,” he ordered.


  She opened her eyes.  She could not fail to look at him with his body so close, suspended over hers, his torso supported by his powerful arms, his legs once again straddling her hips. She stared into his impervious black eyes feeling more like a child now than a bride. So small, so very small. Her body seemed to shrink under his forceful aura of domination, as though she’d been kidnapped as a prize of war. 


  She felt the hurt rip her long before his groin pressed into her body and Rupert’s savage member tore away her innocence. There was no mercy now, no consideration for her inexperience, the groom battered his bride with brutish force, laying waste the fantasy and escorting her with sneering satisfaction into the reality of her new life. 


  She was in tears, rivers of them streaming down her temples.  “Please, my love!” she gasped when she could take no more. 


  “Cherish your duty as you promised me,” he threw her own words back at her. 


  Yes, remember the covenant, the vow! Antonia desperately engaged in this solemn wifely duty for as long as the moment lasted, until her husband finally exploded his seed into her and buried it deep. He cried loudly as he came and then collapsed to the bed beside her, sated. 


  The pair lay in silence. Antonia was too in shock to speak, but as she recovered, the hurt that centered in her belly swelled in the most unusual, most delicious way. The pain turned into a frantic ache. She arched her back and thrust her pubic mound into the air, wantingly. 


  “Oh, has my bride changed her mind about what she can take?” Rupert was cognizant enough to ask. “Is she willing to be abused again?”


  “Oh, I am so sorry to have disappointed you. I didn’t mean to be such a baby…”


  “Shush!” he said, with a finger over her lips. “Sex is something to get used to. Virgins are all alike. You are no different.”


  “Oh? So, you’ve had…more than…me?” she asked, her voice sounding very young.


  He laughed heartily. “I should hope so. I’m a thirty-seven-year-old man, and did not bring my virginity to this marriage bed.”


  “No. I don’t suppose you would have.”


  His hand had begun to fondle her privates in a tender gesture that expanded the feelings of lust that now brewed there. 


  “I do think your… your… your penis inside me,” she could barely say the word, “aroused me, even when it hurt so badly,” she said with some awe. 


  “Did it now?”


  “Oh, I’d give so much to be able to touch you, Rupert.”


  “You will, in time. But I’m not finished using you, my bride.” The darkness in his expression returned, as if he’d tapped into some subterranean vault where he stored another kind of passion—a ruthless, frenzied devotion to a malevolent force.


  He moved on her again, ripping away the clothes that still clung to her body. When he couldn’t successfully tear them off with his hands, he reached for scissors in the beside table and began to cut them off.


  “What are you doing?” she asked, with some distress.


  “What does it look like?” he beamed evilly. “I’m disrobing my wife.”


  “But these were new. Papa bought them special for today.”


  “You’re not your Papa’s girl anymore. You’re mine.”


  He said this with such conviction that she’d have no doubt. 


  Her eyes widened, a dark fire brewed within them, and as she spoke, her voice lowered, answering his resolve with her own. “Oh, I believe I am yours.”


  Roused by her feverish response, Rupert moved on aggressively. His kisses covered her mouth, her face, her neck down to the swell of her bounteous breasts. “Ah, beautiful, so beautiful.” He kissed them vigorously and sucked the milk white flesh at their sides until she felt the pain of it make her crotch spasm, low rolling waves of physical ecstasy flooded her system. Another explosion was near. 


  Rupert returned to her face. “And these lips. They have work to do, darling. Things to learn. Ways to please me.” He kissed her mouth and pulled at her lips with his teeth, not to break skin, but like an animal devouring flesh. Their mouths met, open tongues gliding over sensual surfaces. He lay so close to her that Antonia could feel his once placid penis throbbing at her hip. The heat of it attacked her belly. 


  He grabbed a breast while journeying down her neck with his mouth. “Ooo, yes, my luscious one… so many things I have in mind for you.”


  Then he suddenly pulled up, moving over her, this time straddling her head where the powerful scent of his penis and testes flooded her senses. 


  “Oh, my,” she gasped, as Rupert’s half-awakened organ touched her lips. 


  “Yes, that’s it, darling, open your mouth for me.” 


  Her body shuddered with fear and her wet lips trembled. Still, they parted slightly as her husband ordered, as he pushed the head of his penis against them. She watched the thick organ expand before her eyes and grew alarmed seeing the size of him. She realized now why her untried interior had been so pained, stretching to fit this enormous monster. Was he typical of most men, or especially blessed? 


  “That’s it, darling, lick it.”


  He held his amazing tool steady in his hand, while her brain worked crazily to understand what purpose her husband had in mind.  


  “Use your tongue. Your lips. Kiss it.” He encouraged her with a smooth, velvety voice, as her tongue made contact with the silky surface. She tasted the salty sweat and the remnants of her own body juices. “That’s it, sweetheart.” He smiled so carnally holding her enrapt, that she could do nothing but what obviously pleased him. She lapped his penis tentatively, strangely roused by the odd and unexpected activity, and yet thinking how terribly disgusting this would be on any other night but this one. Was this what it meant to be a wife? “Good, girl. But just a little deeper.” Rupert pressed downward. “Open wide and relax your mouth.” 


  The head of his member was small enough to fit inside her mouth, but as the stalk widened to its hefty girth, the act required more than she could manage—or so she thought. She gagged and coughed him out. 


  “No, no,” he shook his head and guided her face back beneath the demanding organ. “You can do this, sweetheart. It just takes your submission. Think of yourself as a vessel, no more. My plaything, my pleasure palace, the body that your husband feasts on to satisfy his need. Think of that and nothing more.” Mesmerized by every word, Antonia opened her mouth while staring at his lips. “Ooo, yes, that’s right. Take it in, darling.” He moved the head inside her mouth again. “That’s it, yes, perfect, yes, your mouth is all mine. You feel it in your pretty pussy, no?” He slid a little deeper. 


  Antonia felt her lower body quake, just as his crude words caressed her. “Yes. Oh, so beautiful, so very beautiful. You want me in you, huh?” He smiled and forced himself further into her throat, her lips stretched to their limits.


  Her mind knew that she was on the verge of gagging again, but as she listened to his encouraging words, she fed off the sound of them, and relented with every atom in her being concentrating on letting go and becoming the object of pleasure he wanted her to be. 


  “Yes, yessss…” Being as deep in her as he dared for now, Rupert began to rock slowly in and out of her wide-open mouth. With each stroke he pressed a little further, gradually finding room for six, then seven, then nearly eight inches of his organ inside her mouth. “Perfect, yes…” 


  Antonia soon felt her roused husband drift into himself, into his body and the pleasure of hers. He seemed to lazily slip from this world into another, and picked up speed, moving in a regular rhythm just as he had when he claimed her womanhood. She felt her own self drop away and become no more than the conduit for his physical revelry. Instinctively, her tongue began to work its way around the shaft, her jaw, her mouth began to suck with vigor. Every time he asked for more, and prodded to the back of her throat, she gave him the space he demanded. “Yessss, ooo yes, yes,” he hissed. His eyes were closed; his head thrown back. She could feel the wild redolence of his energy pour out on her in a swooshing wave. Anticipating his climax, her belly responded with her body bucking back and forth as if there were something taking her womb even though that was impossible.


  Then, with a sudden shudder that began in him and moved into her, Rupert ejaculated a load of semen that began at the back of Antonia’s throat and continued in hot liquid spurts as he slowly withdrew. The taste of him was sweet and thick, a creamy, curious substance she’d never tasted and didn’t know whether to love or hate. Again, the image flashed into her mind of sweaty laborers taking succulent senoritas, raising skirts and pummeling private places with hard shocking thrusts to explosive, grimacing, growling ends. She altered the image this time, thinking of women on their knees, between their lover’s hard thighs, pretty mouths stuffed with the sweaty meat of animal passion. 


  She was one of those women now. Like any other slut on her wedding night. 


  “Ah, Antonia, once I get you trained, these lips will be quite a mouthpiece for pleasure,” Rupert said with certainty, as he sank back into the mattress, again exhausted and satisfied. 


  Antonia wondered what he could possibly mean, but was so tired, so very tired… she drifted to sleep before she could ask. Her hands remained tethered above her, but that hardly mattered now. She was being trained to submit. 


  ***


  The new man and wife slept off their exhaustion for several hours into the next morning.


  When Antonia at last awakened, she realized that her hands were no longer bound. Her head lay on the soft pillow next to Rupert, while her husband breathed peacefully as he slept beside her. The two were covered with a soft white sheet, edged with lacy trim. 


  Antonia stared at him. With no demands placed on her now, she relished this stolen moment of silent contemplation where she could without worry study the body of the man she was now bound to with far more than rope. How fine a man he seemed. And such a passionate one. Perhaps she needed that kind of husband, knowing that her own passions made her crazed at times. Perhaps it was possible that her dreams, her desires and her carnal obsessions might be satisfied, that her restless body could be quelled of its vicious needs. 


  Both her mouth and vagina felt empty and less restless now, but this was an uneasy peace. Beyond this transitory contentment a longing stirred, one much bigger than the longing she quietly nurtured before her night with Rupert. Before, she was just a child. Now, she was a woman. She’d learned in one long night that a woman’s longing has deeper passageways, has foul places it must go. 


  The new bride smiled, seeing the expression of contentment on her husband’s beautiful face. His hair was the color of wheat. His skin was tanned and flawless. For a man of his years, he had an impeccably youthful glow. She’d seen Hector and even Benito half clothed and knew that her husband took great pride in himself, and great care of his body. She was pleased to be his wife, even if it meant she would be required to submit to his lascivious desires. She owed him her devotion and would live to fulfill the vows she made in marriage. 




  Chapter Three


  “Ah! My sweet wife, you look sad today,” Benito said. He stood behind his wife as Honoria stared out the window of her dressing room, deep in thought.


  She turned to her husband and looked into his eyes. Hers were filled with tears. 


  “I worry about Antonia,” she said, her brows knit with worry. “So quick. So fast. How could she possibly understand what a man like Rupert Reyes will require of a wife? I should have counseled her more. I should have given her some warning, and all I could think of was what a fine gentleman he was, all the physical, material trappings. I gave her no clue to the darkness of his soul.” 


  “Antonia must find her own way, my dear,” Benito answered, solemnly. “I could have introduced her slowly to her husband, made the transition easier perhaps. But would it have been easier? Wasn’t it just as well, rather that waiting and wondering, jumping both feet into the heart of her marriage. Rupert will not be easy on her, but at the same time, he will answer the desire she knows and seeks to fulfill.”


  Honoria looked at him oddly. 


  “You think I didn’t see the kind of girl our daughter is? You think I don’t know what is in her heart? Or the lust she harbors in her belly and crotch? I am no foolish, naïve father.” He smiled. “After all, I know her mother.”


  Honoria smiled too. “Indeed you do. And you think you know her as well as you know me?”


  “I don’t know her carnally, but I could easily map her desires and watch like a fly on the wall of her bedchamber to see every one play out in graphic detail. Trust me, flinging her into a union with Rupert Reyes was far smarter a move than dangling her future in front of her nose for weeks of torment. That would truly be sadistic. I suspect this morning she is suffering a bit from the startling experience of her wedding night, but I also know that she will have learned a life-changing and important lesson in both her husband’s need and her own as yet untouched desires.” Benito placed his palm against Honoria’s face in a tender gesture of affection. “You have always trusted me, don’t let yourself be troubled by matters over which we both know the final result.”


  Honoria wished she could be as certain of Antonia’s fate as Benito was. Her disquieting premonitions would linger despite his optimism. This was a vexing problem, but one over which she sadly had no control. 


  “So, on to you, my dear pet,” Benito’s attention abruptly turned to her. “Stand up.”


  Honoria’s chocolate-colored dressing gown rustled as she moved to her feet. Her husband stood back admiringly. “Open the gown.”


  Despite the many years of their marriage, this kind of command never ceased to make her blush, or her hands falter as she undid a sash or buttons. It took her several second to undo the knot at her waist so the silk could slide to the floor. 


  Benito watched with admiration. “As always, you are a vision.” His baritone voice practically hummed, as he saw his wife stark naked, clothed only in the natural beauty of her generous breasts and the lovely contours of her waist, her trim tummy and her sleek thighs. Her aureoles were dark, slightly oval, not round; in their centers, her nipples glaring like bull’s eyes. 


  She could feel his heat in her belly and wished only that he would take her to bed. She also knew that this would not happen. The assignment would proceed as he originally outlined. 


  “Senor Baptiste is an artisan. He appreciates works of fine art but, more importantly, the process of turning the mundane into the absurd. Do I have any reason to doubt your compliance today?”


  This was strange question coming from a man who ruled his wife with the steely resolve of a revolutionary general. Perhaps he had been born in the wrong era, having a temperament that was better suited to another time. He found his powerful attitude, his prowess, even his sadistic inclinations outdated, except, of course, for the private venue where he was free to roam at will—his marriage. Of course, Honoria would comply. 


  But even when it was clear to both that she had no real choice, Benito often asked his wife for her compliance before a scene that was bound to be a difficult. She liberally gave her consent, not that it mattered if she did or not. But, perhaps, it reminded them both that, ultimately, she did have a say in the life she led: to either willingly consent, or go kicking and screaming into the terror of her husband’s vile schemes. 


  “I serve your pleasure, my kind sir,” Honoria answered his question as she always did. 


  Benito nodded. “Very good.”


  He moved quickly to his trunk of shackles, withdrawing an ancient iron collar, ankle bands, wrist-cuffs and chains to connect them. The metal clattered as he fixed the collar around her throat, the bands on her ankles and the cuffs on her wrists. He then drew the chain round her waist and fastened it together with a padlock. One loose end extended to the ring on the collar in front, while the other was drawn between her thighs, threaded between her labia tightly, wrenched up between her ass cheeks and attached to the ring at the back of her collar. The metal chain would rub against the soft tissue between her sex lips, making the flesh so sore that she would ache for days—this was not the first time she’d been bound this way. At last, her hands were pulled behind her and fastened to the waist chain.


  Benito stood back.  


  “How proudly you wear the garments of your submission,” he said. He then scowled. “But I wonder if you have the forbearance for the beating you’ll receive today?”


  She bowed her head. His temper had changed from affectionate to callous within the time it took to make her physical transformation from his bedazzling treasure to his slavish trash. He saw her now as a foul slut, unfit for anything but abuse. It didn’t matter that despite the collar, the cuffs, the bands and the chains, she remained, as she always would, a woman of inherent elegance. 


  In moments like these, Honoria accepted that Benito’s eyes tricked him into believing that she was a vulgar tramp. He shamed her with his rough appraisals and from his position of authority, drove her down the path of submission to the point of unthinking surrender. 


  When she bowed her head as he chided her, she knew to be quiet. If she spoke, he’d slap her hard across the face and force her to her knees. She was lucky as it was to be allowed to walk on two feet through the door, down the stairs and into the open courtyard where today she’d become ‘performance art’ for the pleasure of her husband’s houseguest. There were times when she was bound and made to grovel on her belly, while a gauntlet of onlookers jeered at her ineffective attempts to move two feet. Today, she was lucky. Or, perhaps, this was how Benito envisioned the scene playing out. She understood that he had the script in his mind, the product of a fantasy he might have been dwelling on for months.


  Honoria was suspended between thick oak posts that had been installed in the courtyard overnight—as soon as Antonia had left the villa. Benito would not subject his daughter to the sight of rigorous physical abuse inflicted on her mother, so until this day, his wife had been exploited for his sadistic pleasure in the relative privacy of her own room, his study or in a locked room inside an out-building some distance from the main house. 


  A warm and sensuous breeze with a hint of salty sea air swirled around her nakedness. Her hands had been strung up to rings that hung down from the top of the posts. Her ankles were staked to the base of each one. The chain that threaded painfully through her crotch and connected to her collar front and back remained. 


  Fernando Baptiste, dressed in a white summer suit, his wife, Maria Dolores in a creamy beige outfit purchased in Milan at a trendy designer boutique, sat side by side, fanning themselves in the hot air, as they watched the woman in chains receive a dozen slashes to her backside from the cracker end of a bullwhip, wielded by the ranch overseer, Hector. Benito could have expertly marked his wife himself since he was skilled with any size of whip, but on this occasion, he preferred to watch, to see Honoria’s physical reply: her face crying in shock, the heavy sensuous sigh afterwards, the twitching in her body as she waited for the next cut to land, and the anguished look of pain disfiguring her pretty features. Benito furtively watched his guests respond to the poor tramp’s torment, while a feeling of sublime gratification warmed his loins and turned his organ stiff.


  Fernando and his wife remained detached from the theatre for some minutes. Then they squirmed in their chairs, followed by hands pressed to the other’s thighs. They kissed. Whispered secrets. The wife giggled at her husband’s private comments, while the husband feasted on the sight of the beaten woman in horrified wonder. The energy of their bodies seemed to fuse into a simmering pot of torrid agitation from which there was no relief. 


  Only Benito appeared calm, but then, that was only a mask for the inferno in his body that he carefully monitored. 


  Honoria felt the blows to her shoulders and buttocks as a reign of fire. Each one hurt her to the core of her being, and each one fanned a flame she knew well. She danced between each strike, chains clanging portentously. And the chain that thread her crotch rubbed her raw. 


  When Hector moved to her front and aimed for her breasts, she screamed as the next stunning snap of his whip hit its mark. This she did not expect! 


  Having her body so exposed seemed quite enough for one day. The tender most parts of her were vulnerable to attack—did that mean she should endure them beaten as well? For several minutes she was tempted to rebel. But then her desires changed, and with every stinging welt that Hector carved into the pure white of her pale skin, she found the pain drifting further from her. Perhaps some gentle angel spirited it away, leaving her with the profound ecstasy that often accompanied such brutality. 


  No one watching could understand to what heights she soared.


  Benito could relish her pain then admire her mirth. The watching couple could use her torture to turn them on—then feel guilty later. And Hector, who had the closest connection to the woman through the stinging blade of his bullwhip, knew he could rip that rapturous expression from her face by raising the intensity of his strike. 


  But none of them could understand the places she traveled in her visions or appreciate the thereafter when she was taken down and fell limply to the ground, not brutalized as much as completed. 


  For the sake of the performance, Honoria was not removed from the stakes and chains when Hector finally rolled the bullwhip in his hand and stepped back. 


  Benito approached her, counting cuts, seeing four stripes across her breasts, three on her belly and one making a terrible gash across her pubic mound just above the dark tuft of hair. There were at least a dozen on her backside. Benito sauntered around her dangling form. Her eyes were closed, the ecstasy still upon her, kindly not ripped from her just yet. 


  “I think the bitch would have her cake and eat it too,” he finally said, as he ran his hand over Honoria’s welted ass. “Hector, your turn.”


  The man was surprised. In all the years—he’d been with Benito as long as his boss had been married to this wife—he’d never been given permission to use her. He coveted her on many occasions, was witness to such brutal treatment, and had been the administrator of punishment at least a dozen times. But never had he been given permission to use her sexually. 


  “At times like this, my wife prefers to be used anally,” Benito informed him. 


  This was not true! Honoria’s weary body instantly reacted, jangling her heavy hardware as if that were the only way to protest. Benito was already on her, detaching the chain to make her crotch available. Then he stepped aside for Hector. 


  The grateful man nodded to his boss. “Oh, senor, muchas gracias,” he said, somewhat ashamedly. Surprising, since he had no problem ruthlessly beating the woman. Even so, his sexual shame would certainly not stop him. 


  “She is yours until you’re satisfied, mi amigo.” Having his wife sexually used seemed like the only fitting ending in Benito’s mind, and the rest would agree, even, eventually, the wasted Honoria.


  Hector nodded again with an air of respect for the prize he’d been given. He was a simple man, so his physical needs were simple. With his erection like an uncomfortable rod inside his pants, he had no complaint in being allowed to use it, even if it were to further demean the lady of the house. He swiftly moved behind Honoria, and luckily found himself at the perfect height to impale her with his tumescent organ. 


  Honoria, swimming in and out of a thoughtless stupor of sensation, of torn skin, gentle breezes, the smell of hot air, her sweat and a man’s pungent genitals, took Hector’s first thrust with a mewling cry of surprise. Once he entered her, Hector wrapped his arm around her waist and continued jabbing his penis into the back entrance—thankfully, she’d greased the insides as soon as her husband suggested she’d be used that day. The foreman was almost embarrassingly swift. But that seemed to suit the small gathering, who were already thinking beyond the performance. 


  Once Hector finished, he pulled out of the woman’s ass and quickly fled with his bullwhip. Benito turned to his guests. 


  “I trust this was the kind of art you were hoping to witness?” he asked.


  “Indeed, my friend,” Fernando said. He and his wife wore frantic looks of frustration, which Benito found quite amusing. 


  “Perhaps you and Maria Delores would like a few moments to yourselves? I believe there is time before dinner.”


  “That would be most acceptable,” Fernando answered with a smile. He stopped for a moment and gazed at Honoria who was still chained and staked to the posts. “What will you do with her now?”


  Benito studied his wife for several seconds, then said, “Leave her hang. She’s of no use to me now. And out here, she’s out of my way.”


  “Oh, you do this often? Leave her once she’s beaten?”


  “On occasion,” Benito said, “she’s reminded of her place in my world, somewhere in importance between my dogs and my goats.” He laughed coldly.


  “Not as valuable as your horses?” Fernando wondered with some amusement.


  “No. I cannot ride her around my property,” he quipped. “You see, in my treatment of her, I may allow her a room inside my villa, but that is only for my convenience. Whatever she knows in creature comfort, in the trappings of pleasure and gentility she receives on my whim and my good will. I could as easily shun her, tie her in a corner, gag her and let her suffer. Or, I could put her in my kennels or barns as one of my livestock. I have no need to treat her well. Use her, yes. Enjoy her, yes. But more?” He shrugged, unapologetically. 


  “You do not love her?”


  “That’s a difficult question to answer. I use her. I find her good company at times. I may even marvel at the sheer depth of her acquiescence. But now that my daughter has been married off, I have been thinking of other women I would prefer to keep me company. I need a change, I think.” He stared at her more thoughtfully. “Perhaps, I’ll give her to Hector until I can think of what to do with her.”


  “My, god, how can you say these things, and right in front of her?” Maria Delores gasped. 


  “Oh, I doubt she hears us,” Benito said. “Now, how about you take that little rest you were wanting, while I attend to my ranch?”


  The three walked toward the villa door, which Benito opened like the gracious host he was, and then disappeared inside. 


  Honoria remained bound to the posts in the courtyard for several hours, during which time, Benito’s dogs came racing through, stopping long enough to lap her feet and sniff her rank crotch, pulling her from the thoughtless delirium to which she’d succumbed. Though she finally kicked the dogs away with her struggling feet and knees, part of her wanted more from them. Yes, what if she spent nights in the kennels, what would he expect of her there? That she wouldn’t seek the comfort and pleasure of her canine companions?


  Such vile, forbidden thoughts this abject state of surrender conjured in her battered brain! Would she even dare? Or was that exactly what her husband wanted, his wife reduced to a lowly animal fit only for the pleasure of his dogs?


  Her mind traipsed over territory she’d been before when Benito was so disposed to verbally terrorize her. Was he really going to give her away to Hector? Toss her out like used clothing?  Take other women? Had Antonia’s marriage changed him so?


  What had been her special bliss turned repulsive now as the ugly thoughts invaded her brain like advancing soldiers. 


  Until Benito finally took her down, she’d have no peace. 


  ***


  Fernando and Maria Delores made their way up the villa stairs, giggling and whispering to themselves. Fernando was all over his wife, attempting to disrobe her before they even reached their room. 


  She playfully scoffed at his advances and backed away. “Do really think he’ll put her out with the dogs?” she wondered aloud. 


  “I have no idea. Startling thought, isn’t it?”


  “A terrible one.” She looked alarmed, the idea disturbing. But then her expression changed. “On the other hand, it is rather erotic, isn’t it? Thinking of her with those beastly animals? I wonder what she’d do?”


  “Maybe there should be a second act to my play,” Fernando schemed.


  “Oh, that’s a perfectly ghastly idea!” Maria Delores scowled. “That poor woman’s been through enough.” She turned up her nose and headed up the rest of the stairs, playfully laughing again as her husband followed close at her heels, pinching and prodding her ass. With any luck he’d have her skirt off before they got to their room. 




  Chapter Four


  Antonia flitted down the villa stairs in search of her husband. Hearing voices coming from the back of the house, she tiptoed cautiously through the corridor leading to the kitchen. She wore a simple, but stylish, white sundress Rupert had bought on their honeymoon in Valencia. Against the soft white silk, her wild hair looked like rivers of black ink spilling onto the fabric. Her feet were bare, except for the blood-red polish on the nails and the silver toe-rings that Rupert had bestowed on her as if they were sacred ornaments. Her lip color matched her toes and she smelled like peaches and vanilla, the scents she used in her morning bath. 


  She knocked on the kitchen door, which was ajar, and peeked inside.


  “Antonia!” Rupert looked startled by her presence. 


  “I thought I’d lost you,” she said sweetly. 


  “Did I tell you that you could come downstairs?” His delivery was terse, causing her concern.


  “No, sir. I just thought I’d…”


  “I am most particular about some things, wife. And roaming my house without permission is one thing that will surely get you punished.”


  “Punished! But I only thought…I mean I didn’t know…I was just…”


  “Shush!” He suddenly smiled. “It’s okay, darling. Come here.” His demeanor changed in an instant from curt to warm as held out his hand and drew her to him. Antonia trotted into the kitchen and snuggled into his outstretched arm.


  “I’m sorry if I interrupted you,” she apologized with sad eyes.


  “Oh, there’s no harm done,” Rupert said. 


  Antonia looked thoughtfully at the man her husband had been talking to. He seemed quite intent on her as well. She judged that he was nearly six feet tall, at least two inches taller than Rupert. He had thick, coal black hair, a bushy mustache and a bronzed complexion from hours spent in the hot Spanish sun. Most startling were his brilliant eyes, a pair of lustrous sapphires that seems to stare right through her. He wore a pair of well worn but clean denim jeans and a soft cotton shirt with its sleeves rolled to the elbow, revealing tanned, muscular forearms. He was a straightforward, earthy fellow, quite different from her very urbane and impeccable husband. If they were equals in any sense, they were also miles apart in their habits and their character. 


  “Antonia, this is Rafael Francisco. Rafael’s construction company is working on a real estate development that I have recently undertaken. I’ve asked him to build an addition to the house. We were just going over the plans.”


  “Oh, then I should leave you to your work,” she said, trying to excuse herself and pull away. But Rupert held on to her tightly. 


  Rafael nodded at her, respectfully. “No, no, if you will excuse me. I was just leaving. I hope to see you again soon, ma’am. And my best to you on your recent marriage.” He looked at Rupert. “We’ll make the changes in the blueprints and I’ll give you a call next week.”


  “Perfect.”


  With a nod of his head, Rafael Francisco left.


  “An addition to the house?” Antonia questioned her husband.


  “Yes, in the area of the pool. I thought we could use a bit more space. The current pool house is quite cramped.”


  “Then I suppose there will be carpenters and electricians and all sorts of men wandering around here,” she said, sounding playfully concerned. 


  Rupert gave his wife a knowing squeeze. “Don’t worry, we’ll have plenty of time to ourselves.”


  Antonia suddenly remembered how the scene began with her peeking into the kitchen. 


  “I’m afraid I don’t quite understand why you don’t want me roaming the house. This is my home, isn’t it? And what do you mean you’ll punish me?”


  “Of course this is your home. And punishment, while possible, is hopefully just a threat, my darling…to ensure that you behave. You do remember your vow to obey me?”


  “Of course.”


  “Good. So, you’ll need to check with me before you go traipsing about. There will be workmen roaming the place. I don’t want you in the way, and I don’t want these surly types casting their eyes on you. You never know what they might see in a vulnerable young woman.”


  “Oh, Rupert! I would hope the workers would respect me. I’m your wife.”


  “They should. But, I don’t trust them. Unless I say otherwise, you’ll confine yourself to your bedroom and the downstairs morning room with its adjoining garden. This kitchen is the sole domain of Consuella. Trust me, the woman would beat us both if we mess up her inner sanctum.” He looked about the sparkling kitchen. “She has quite a nasty temper.”


  “If she’s so sour, why do you keep her?”


  “I keep her because she’s a damned good cook. You’ll meet her shortly. But you will stay out of her way. If you need to speak with her, you’ll use the intercom. There are hookups in all the rooms and she can come to you.”


  “I see.” 


  They’d been married three weeks and spent their first few nights alone in the house before they left for their honeymoon. Now, just the day before, they returned from their holiday to a much different atmosphere at Rupert’s house, where Antonia felt like an unwelcome outsider. The confinement Rupert now proposed narrowed even further the newfound freedom from her father’s close reign that Antonia expected to enjoy as a wife. 


  This incident in the kitchen was not the first misstep she’d made in the last twenty-four hours. She’d run into Luisa, the young housemaid, and was given the brusque, steely-eyed treatment, while being informed that she was not to bother with her husband’s personal things. He was very particular, and since she had been specifically trained by Rupert to attend to his possessions, she’d appreciate Antonia not getting her hands into his wardrobes and drawers and messing up what she’d carefully arranged. When Antonia mentioned the maid’s impertinent remarks to Rupert, he smiled and told her that Luisa was probably right. “Just let her take care of what I hired her to do.”


  Luisa’s presence in the house gave the young bride a great deal of concern. She was hardly older than Antonia and was quite pretty. Not your typical housemaid. Though hardly five feet tall, she was quite a voluptuous package of breasts and hips contained in her petite form. She wore no uniform to designate her as a domestic, but preferred to dress in short skirts and simple blouses or sweaters that Antonia judged as too tight to be descent. When she bent over, you could see that she wore expensive lacy bras that barely covered her breasts. The way she threw her body around was inappropriate for house staff. And she spoke much too familiarly to Rupert. Still, he seemed to patronize the woman when the two crossed paths, which made Antonia wonder if they had once been lovers—a thought that for her own sanity, she had to erase from her mind.


  When she mentioned to Rupert that Luisa seemed to overstep her bounds as a maid—after all, Antonia had been raised with domestic servants and knew what to expect of them—he reminded her that there would be an adjustment for them all. Luisa had been with him for two years, and this new situation was an adjustment for her, too. 


  “I think she might have a crush on you,” Antonia informed him, knowingly.


  Rupert laughed. “Perhaps. But remember, darling, I chose you.”


  He chose her? Humm. That actually seemed odd considering that the marriage had been very thoughtfully set-up before either of them met. How could he have actually chosen her? Which made her wonder why a sophisticated, modern man would have married her sight unseen in the first place.


  “There’s seems to be a lot I need to remember,” Antonia sighed. 


  “I’m sure there is. But if you have any questions, just ask.” He gave her an affectionate peck on the cheek.


  The two moved arm in arm into the hallway and then into Rupert’s office. The room was bright and sleek, quite unlike the rest of the house with its rich, earthy tones and traditional Spanish character. 


  Antonia stared about, aghast. Floor to ceiling windows covered the wall behind Rupert’s contemporary styled desk and ergonomic leather chair. The base of the desk was smooth mahogany, but the top was thick glass. Against one wall were matching mahogany cabinets, and on the opposite side was a leather couch and chair that could have been designed for a museum of modern art. 


  “My, this is so…so unusual!”


  Rupert had left her side; moving around the desk, he sat down. 


  “It is a change, isn’t it?” he stared around too. “Quite deliberate, in fact. Reminds me that in this room, I’m on purpose. I’m here to work and can’t be lazy about it. I’m invigorated the moment I step inside.” 


  “Really?”


  “Yes, really. Which brings to mind a matter—” he paused for a second before he continued, changing the mood in the room with the solemn expression on his face, “a matter of some delicacy that we need to talk about.”


  “What is that?”


  He seemed so coldly formal now, much like he was when he found her peeking in the kitchen while he conversed with Rafael Francisco. It was almost as if something had changed in him overnight. His eyes snapped rather than glowed with warmth; and he grimaced, his jaw twitching intensely. For a moment, she thought she’d done something wrong and her heart raced a little faster while her stomach turned in anxious anticipation of some rebuke. She had little doubt that her husband could be a formidable administrator and employer. In just their few hours in the house, she’d already heard him bark orders to underlings in his investment company, and even give Luisa a brisk chiding for failing to have his suits back from the dry cleaners. That moment was quite brief, but enough to make the maid shudder a bit before he softened. Was his behavior just the transition from honeymoon to the real world, or was this something more?


  “In light of my sexual needs—” he paused again as if this was a difficult matter to broach, “I think it would be appropriate to prepare you in advance for anal sex.”


  Antonia backed up slightly, once the meaning of his proposal registered. This was the last thing she expected to hear from Rupert—particularly in this setting. Maybe in the bedroom, but in his self-proclaimed place of business? Talking about sex? Nothing could have been further from her mind. They had satisfied each other rather well that morning and already he was making a new overture.


  “I’m not sure what you mean, sir,” Antonia responded with caution. When Rupert’s demeanor was particularly autocratic, she found herself naturally calling him sir, just as she would address her father. He didn’t seem to mind, but expected the term of regard.


  “Let me explain. It should be no surprise to you that I’m sexually well endowed. I know that you have no experience with men and the size of their erections. But I think you can trust that I’m far larger than average.”


  She nodded. 


  “And, since I expect you to meet my sexual demands, which often include anal sex, and I don’t want to hurt you, I need to have you trained to accept a penis of my girth in your rectum.”


  This frank talk made her blush. “Is this really the time to talk about this?” she said, a painfully squeamish expression distorting her pretty face.


  “Why not?” he relied, briskly. “You’re a woman, a wife, not a girl. This is part of growing up, which it’s time for you to do.” He leveled her with a meaningful stare then proceeded. “There will be a series of exercises to help stretch your rear channel. I know it will be awkward for you; it’s obviously embarrassing…” he regarded her crimson cheeks with amusement he chose to hide, “but there’s no time like the present to make you ready. I have sexual needs and your single task as my wife is to help satisfy those needs. You certainly wouldn’t want to push me off to another women to find the satisfaction I require.”


  “Oh, absolutely not, sir!”


  “Good,” he smiled coolly. “I can think of no women better suited for the job than you. But, this kind of sex can be difficult, even painful, and if you were in pain,” he grimaced, “it would destroy the moment for me. I’m betting, however, as willing as you are—a little slut in heat, answering my passions with your own—you’ll eventually find anal sex as thrilling as I do.”


  “I…I don’t know what to say,” she said.


  “Say nothing,” Rupert answered. He pointed to the far side of the room. “There’s a bathroom through that door, with an exam table I’ve had placed in the center. I’d like you to go in there now and remove your clothes.”


  Antonia hesitated. 


  Rupert, expecting his wife to obey the command without wavering, immediately began to leaf through a stack of folders on his desk. Opening one, he reached for the phone and started to pick up, then stared up seeing Antonia frozen on her feet. 


  “A problem?”


  “No, I’m just so… I, uh…”


  “If there’s no problem, wife, do as I say,” he enunciated his words carefully, “or I’ll make good on my threat.” He waited, Antonia still not moving. “I said I’d punish you…” he finally reminded her. “If you want to find out graphically what that means, you’ll stay right there. If not, you’ll get that pretty bottom in the bath.”


  That threat lit a fire under her motionless body, and she scurried quickly through the door at the side of the room. 


  Feeling a bit like Alice through the looking glass, Antonia entered a room even more startling than her husband’s chic office. The bathroom was tiled floor to the ceiling in a pattern of small black and white tiles—a style that seemed familiar, though she couldn’t quite place where she’d seen the distinctive design—an old movie, perhaps, or a picture in a magazine. 


  Though the room was intimately small, it seemed coldly cavernous and hostile. She envisioned hands, snapping latex gloves, scalpels, forceps, evil men. The table her husband mentioned was no more than a three-foot by two-foot block of stainless steel, drawers below with a shiny cold top. There was a long counter with a sink to her right, a white metal cabinet to her left and a commode in the far corner beyond the cabinet. Oddly, the only light in the room came from a stainless steel spotlight that was mounted high on the side of the cabinet and would appear to swivel in a variety of positions. At the moment, it was pointed toward the ceiling giving the room a diffused white glow that bathed the space in muted shadows. The feeling of dread that started when Rupert first mentioned the plan expanded into a billowing fear of some great evil about to be perpetrated on her. 


  Antonia had no basis in fact for her trepidation other than this sudden turn of events, and her intuition. Until he told her about his plan to train her, their three-week marriage had been a blissful honeymoon. He was demanding in bed, but just as he reminded her, she’d matched his passion with her own roused beast of desire. He bound her often when they made love, so much that she missed it when he didn’t. With her hands useless above her head or tied behind her back, the desire in her soared to savage degrees. As heartily as his erection pounded her recently rent vagina, she took every beating with ever increasing physical joy. Even when he occasionally slapped her bottom with stinging smacks in the throes of excitement or ruthlessly twisted her nipples, or pulled her by the hair—head or pubic—she felt the accompanying sensation not as pain but a new instrument of her pleasure. She learned to give to him, expecting nothing for herself in return, and found her own needs were never frustrated but only enlivened.


  Her only concern in the early days of her marriage were those odd moments of panic that swept her being with the suddenness of a brush fire. Some inflection in Rupert’s voice, or look in his eyes, or even for no reason at all, her mind would flash to the most horrid pictures of sexual surrender. Oddly, she wasn’t sure if she didn’t welcome those strange images. But were these premonitions, or simply the musings of a young woman who was still somewhat stunned by sex and the permutations she never anticipated prior to her marriage? 


  The chilling effect of this wicked room brought all the portentous feelings together in one place. The fact that she thought of it as wicked in the first place made her wonder. Yes, Rupert had demanded much of her in their three weeks, but so far, she’d been his good, dutiful wife and successfully survived. Why would she have reason to fear this, except that it was so unknown? 


  Antonia tried to calm her ragged nerves, but had yet to undress when Rupert walked in the room. 


  “I thought I told you to remove your clothes.”


  She turned around abruptly. “I’m sorry.”


  “Get going.”


  “But, Rupert, I have questions.”


  “I’m sure you do. But now is not the time for questions or answers. Now, you’re going to behave yourself and obey me. If you don’t, you’ll be bent over the table and I’ll blister your behind so hard that you won’t be able to sit down. Have I made myself clear?”


  “Yes, sir.” Antonia immediately began to disrobe—which required so little of her, she wondered why she actually balked in the first place. Her new white sundress was the only thing she wore, since Rupert had specifically asked her not to wear any underwear. When he made the request, they were in bed together after making love when she accepted his wishes with a self-conscious giggle. She had such pretty underwear and yet her husband preferred her in none at all—at least sometimes, and most specifically when she was already dressed in next to nothing. Several days while in Valencia, at Rupert’s request, she’d worn her new sundresses sans panties and bra and felt as she did now, terrifically scandalous but delightfully aroused. 


  Naked now before her husband’s keenly focused eyes, Antonia shivered, hugging her breasts with her arms crossed modestly in front of her. 


  “Open up, wife, let me see,” Rupert said. 


  She reluctantly obeyed him, her head shyly bowed, while she bit her lip like a six-year-old child. 


  Rupert inspected her without comment for several seconds, then said, “Turn around.”


  This was easier than facing him head on, so she immediately obeyed the request. Rupert, however, was finished with his inspection and on to further preparations, which consisted of adjusting the underside of the table so there were now padded knee-rests for her to mount and places to rest her hands. When he motioned her forward, she followed the silent order to climb on the table in the position dictated. While her knees rested comfortably in the padded rests, the position forced her thighs so widely apart that her entire hind end was left vulnerably exposed. The only good thing about the demeaning pose was that Rupert could not see how flushed she was with embarrassment. When she lowered her chest to the cold metal surface, she immediately pulled up. 


  “I can’t to that!” she exclaimed. 


  Rupert pressed a firm hand on her back and pushed her down where her belly met the cold surface again and she instinctively cringed. “I know it’s cold, but your body will warm it quickly,” he said, sounding kind. Her torso was now several inches below her ass, which only augmented her defenseless pose of surrender. Then the cold shock turned more dreadful as she realized that her husband was strapping her down to the table, legs first. 


  “Is this really necessary, Sir?” 


  “Maybe not. But I’m taking no chances.”


  “Chances with what?” Her voice seemed to squeak as she conveyed her distress. 


  “No explanations. The best thing for you is to relax.” With her legs firmly strapped to the knee rests, Rupert then tugged her left arm out from beneath her body where she used it to protect her flesh from the icy metal tabletop. Stretching it forward, the limb was anchored to the side of the table with leather straps that secured her wrists and upper arms. He repeated the move with her right arm, effectively binding her in a fixed position from which there was no escape.


  “What are you doing to me?” she cried She watched with sickening horror as an image from her nightmarish visions materialized before her eyes. Rupert stood at her side carefully inserting his fingers into a latex glove that snapped ominously against his wrist once his hand wiggled inside. He repeated the act with his other hand.


  “Nothing that a doctor wouldn’t be doing to make sure you’re ready for anal penetration,” he advised her. “Antonia, relax, please.”


  He laid one gloved hand on her back, the other at the cleft of her behind where he began to massage her gently. The touch, while initially comforting, electrified her scattered nerves and sent them bounding headlong toward an unbidden sexual result. 


  Rupert reveled in the sight of his bowed and bound wife. A feeling of conquest, of utter joy in her subjugation ripped his crotch, and his proud organ rose in response.


  “Now, is that so bad?” he asked. 


  “No, sir. I think I’m quite aroused.”


  “And I think that’s a perpetual state for you,” he added, as his fingers moved through the sensitive valley of her sexual home. His aim was to stimulate her, not make her come. That would only happen later when she realized the acute physical sensation to be found in her anal area. He gave her clitoris a firm pinch and listened to her seethe. She gasped, her belly noticeably spasming as he toyed with the opening of her vagina. Once her body was close to orgasm, Rupert drew his hand further back and ran his fingers along the cleft and upward to the taut rosette of her puckering anus. In their three weeks together, he’d deliberately avoided the sensitive area, waiting until this day to introduce his young wife to the delights and rigors of anal play. He began with his thumb rubbing the tender outer area until he heard her softly grasping for breath. Though she was caught by surprise, the foreplay was doing exactly as he desired. 


  Frightened by the newly discovered feelings that now rolled through her in jerking waves, Antonia’s overloaded body threatened to seize up. She whimpered some nonsense to him about not being able to stand it and he really must stop, but Rupert ignored her. When his index finger pressed its way into the loosening opening, she jerked against the restraints trying to throw him off. He came back at her with a brusque slap to the ass. 


  “Antonia, enough!”


  She tried to settle but the feelings were so new, so raw and unpredictable that her attempts to squelch the body response only succeeded in part. But then, any wrenching movement only gave Rupert another chance to smack the wiggling behind. 


  “You are a bit of an anal vixen,” he said pleased. His organ stirred again becoming more erect.


  “But I hate it, sir!”


  He slapped her again. “That is a lie!”


  “Oh, would that it were, I could please us both,” she vented. “I’m so sorry, sir.”


  He slapped her several times, from one cheek to the other until her bottom stung. “Well then, like it or not, sorry or not, get used to what you’re feeling because I’m not about to give up. You will relent and give me what I want, or pay prices you’ll regret.”


  His words were torture to hear; his determination menacing. 


  “It’s a matter of acceptance. You can accept my fingers toying at your pretty cunny, but not your ass, only because one sounds right, the other wrong; the one is pretty and romantic, the other just plain crude. I know your objections; I expect them.  But I also have a ready answer for you, darling. If you hold on, you’ll find some peace with this. Trust that. Until then, you’ll hold on and do your best to relax.” Having made that comment, Rupert drove two fingers into Antonia’s rectum.


  “Eawwwww! No, no, no don’t, please my love. If you have any consideration for me, you will…”


  He cut her off with five sharp cracks to her behind with a wooden ruler. The change in method stunned her quiet. She sobbed into the cold comfort of the metal table, her tears making a tiny pool of salty liquid.


  “Cut the hysterics,” Rupert said tersely. “You have two choices. Either accept my gentle penetrations or I’ll turn you over to Luisa, who does this very well, I might add. I’m sure she’ll be much more invasive with you than I am.”


  “Oh, my darling, please!” She moaned is dismay. And yet, mindful of his threat, she forced her body to accept the brutal invasion. To her surprise, it did. For several minutes, Rupert played with both her vagina and her anal opening, until the result took orgasmic turns and her belly heaved with spasms.


  Finally satisfied that he’d conquered her this much, he pulled his hands away and moved to the sink, allowing Antonia to rest while he prepared for the next step of her training. His wife remained happily, unthinkingly inert in her bound position, glad on the one hand the intense penetration had ended, but on the other hand aware that her husband may well be right—there was an enormous fire lit in her inner regions, something so deeply hidden that it took his determined insistence to show her the truth. 


  When he finally returned to her, she was awakened by the sound of something scraping against the tile, and the pinging of metal hitting metal. Despite her curiosity, she didn’t dare look, having decided some time ago that she was better off with her eyes closed. When the penetration of her anus began again, the feeling of disgust and loathing had disappeared. She silently applauded the way she accepted whatever it was that Rupert inserted into her nether hole, and for several moments found the penetration pleasant. All that changed however, with a sudden and inexplicable rush of wildness in her rectum and beyond. 


  “My god, something’s wrong!” she cried. 


  “Shush,” Rupert soothed her, a hand laid tenderly on her back and massaging her lightly. “This is as natural as anything I’ll ever to do you. Just a simply cleansing, that’s all.”


  When her belly began to cramp, Antonia finally realized that Rupert had inserted something into her that was now flooding her insides with liquid. 


  She tried to shriek in protest, but Rupert was there to pacify her fears. “You’re almost done, almost…and so beautiful, so lovely, hummmm.”


  What was he thinking! How could any of this be beautiful?


  To her great relief, Rupert finally removed the foreign object from her rectum, but that did nothing to stop the pressure that was building with each second. 


  “You’ve filled me full!” 


  “Yes, I have.” 


  By some means, her mind unearthed a memory of such things…like what was done in hospitals. But why her? What purpose?


  “Ooo, please, I can’t hold this.”


  “Yes, you can, dear,” Rupert said, firmly. “You have ten minutes to hang on until I allow you to release.”


  “Ooh, but, I don’t think…”


  “Relax, Antonia. You’ll do this for me and a good deal more.”


  Minutes passed in agitated horror for Antonia, positioned with her bottom high in the air, the rest of her body strapped to the hard reality of the metal table and all it implied. For Rupert, the quiet in-between waiting was a period as precious as any orgasm. Although his member throbbed with mean resolve, desiring to penetrate her now, not later, even more intense was the sadistic elation that accompanied his complete dominion over his bound wife. This was the beginning, not the pinnacle of his power. What had gone on in the past three weeks was child’s play, an allowance for her youth and inexperience, a method to pacify the girl with kindness before he demanded the cruel reality of her captive submission that would now define this marriage. It remained to be seen if she would gladly serve him or she would be another of the many women who he pressed into the service of his base desires and used with little kindness. At this point, he wasn’t certain what he preferred in a wife—a willing partner or a woman he would take by force. Being married was a new experience and he was yet exploring the devilish possibilities this arrangement allowed. 


  Ten minutes was an eternity for Antonia, although one spent enduring waves of profound erotic bliss as well as profound agitation. The agitation was no surprise, the bliss, once the pressure diminished, did surprise her. In those minutes, when a lovely ripple of exhilaration invaded her belly, she understood why Rupert was so insistent about her anal submission. By the time ten minutes passed, she had refocused on her obligation to serve him. She trusted the handsome devil to know what was best for them both and renewed her faith in his odd methods of sexual pleasure. 


  As Rupert unstrapped her from the table, she sighed with relief. Freed at last, she released her bowels in the commode, experiencing a sensuous relief, happy that she’d passed, if not easily, this difficult test. 


  Afterwards, she stared up into her husband’s face feeling humble and contrite. “I’m sorry that I was so difficult, my love.”


  “You’re forgiven. I’m sure next time you’ll be more amenable.”


  “Next time?” she said, weakly. 


  “Yes, next time. I’ll bet eventually, you’ll come to enjoy your enema. In fact, I think if you were honest about it now, you’d admit the strange but unmistakable pleasure in the experience. Am I right?”


  “Well…y-yes, I suppose so.” Her face flushed.


  “Good. That’s what I need to hear…so let’s move on. You’re not done yet for today; the enema was just the preparation. You clean yourself up and get back over the table. I’ll join you shortly.”


  “More?”


  “Yes, more, but something different.”


  “Must I be bound, too?”


  “Not if you behave yourself,” he said, sounding almost kind. He then turned and left the room. 


  Antonia finished cleaning up and reluctantly re-positioned herself on the awful metal table. Her heart was hardly into another scene so swiftly following the last stunning one. But when Rupert finally returned, he began massaging her rear as he had before, and again the sexual sensations began to rise in her belly and loins, and that previously unexplored place deep within in her bottom where the inexplicable desire seemed to have its origin. He soothed her with a sweet-smelling cream, finding space to allow two fingers into her tight rectum.


  “You do remember why I’m putting you through this, don’t you?” he asked.


  “Yes, sir,” she gasped. “You want me ready for you.” 


  “Exactly. Ready for a man to enter you here, ready to take your surrender to a deeper level.” He worked her a little more vigorously and she struggled to hold on to the moment without careening into climax. “I could use a variety of dildos—you know fake penises? Rods that would stretch your virgin bottom… But I don’t think they are nearly as effective as real anal copulation.” 


  The rising tide of her desires was difficult to hold back, and dazed by this erotic roar, Antonia struggled to understand what her husband meant.


  “So, my dear, I have chosen several men, who will regularly use your ass to stretch you, preparing your body for me. Who they are doesn’t matter; you don’t even need to see their faces. In fact, I’d recommend against it. While the first anal penetration may shock you, the man’s only marginally endowed so that you can get used to the feeling. Those who follow will increasingly demand more of you. You’ll be exercised by each one, until your body allows the man’s erection to easily slip into your rectum with only a small amount of lubricant. This might take just a few days, or the process could take weeks, even months. That is really up to you.”


  Antonia felt a brusque movement of air as the door behind her opened and closed. She heard the shuffle of feet and the murmur of voices, and then realized that someone had stepped in behind her, fitting tight against her splayed backside. 


  “Convenient.” The unknown man said loud enough for her to hear. 


  Convenient what? Height? Position? How could Rupert do this to her?


  Antonia shuddered with fear, overcome by a mass of confusing thoughts. Disbelief, panic, hurt, betrayal rose in such a fierce wave that all her sexual arousal vanished. Even when she felt a finger inserted in her backdoor, the brief but tender anal play failed to rekindle the odd desire. 


  When the finger withdrew, it was replaced by something larger pressing at her rectal doorway. She wanted to bolt from the table, but felt as bound to it now as she had been when she was strapped by her legs and arms. She had no time to mull her options—if there were any. Within seconds, the head of an erect penis moved with swift purpose, plunging into her bottom with a sharp stab. 


  “Yeeeeeeshhhhhhhh!” Her immediate cry rose much louder than even she expected, although her physical distress was patently ignored. The man grabbed her ass and pummeled her hard, suggesting that there was not a kind bone in this man’s soul.


  True to his word, Rupert had found an organ much smaller than his own; she was grateful for that. The brutal man invaded her with a shock that rang through her being like the tolling of an ominous bell, but Antonia was able to endure the hard sex with little actual suffering. And, much to her distress, before he finished, she even felt that absurd and unwholesome pleasure that seemed to accompany the anal penetration. 


  With several audible grunts, the man climaxed and then slipped from her body. Almost as quickly, he exited the room, leaving Antonia to wonder who had used her. She choked back her threatening sobs, and though Rupert could no doubt see her emotional distress, he coldly ignored it as he spelled out his further plans. 


  “Every day, wife, until you’ve conquered the act and can handle one as endowed as I am, you’ll receive an enema and a training session in this room from one of the men I’ve employed to stretch this pretty anus.” He put his fingers on her sore bottom hole but she jerked away.


  “Oh, why don’t you just take me now, sir?” Antonia declared. “I know I can fit you in me as a wife should accommodate a husband. Maybe it will hurt, but in time…”


  “Ah, sweet, I appreciate the thought, but I don’t believe you realize the potential danger in making that kind of hasty move. I’ve known women who were permanently damaged goods after being raped by a man of my size. I have no intention of denying myself the use of my wife by recklessly moving into a sex act you’re not ready for.”


  Damaged goods?


  “You’ll follow the regimen I’ve outlined until it is no longer necessary. Once a day until you’re ready. In addition, I may ask you to offer your bottom at other times as well. This may be a difficult time for you, but you have the youth and resilience to survive. I have great faith in you.” He condescendingly smirked, although Antonia’s eyes were shut tight and she was unaware of how he mocked her.


  “But doesn’t this make me an adulteress?” she asked.


  “Hardly. You’ll be following my orders, bending to my wishes, loving me in a way that few women would. That hardly makes you a sinner.”


  This reality was unbelievable, not to mention shameful and immoral in Antonia’s mind—no matter what her husband said. What began for her as a mysterious love affair had within an hour disintegrated into a nightmare of sexual abuse from which there would seem to be no end.


  “It’s not right that I can’t please you now! I will, I promised you I’d serve you. I won’t be hurt, I won’t,” she pleaded.


  “Shuuuush, wife. I’m grateful for the offer, but no. Don’t let yourself worry over it; I imagine that sometime in the future when you won’t have this kind of freedom, you’ll look back on these next few weeks with some fondness, having been allowed the attentions of so many men.” 


  Freedom? Was this freedom? 


  “As for me and my rapacious desires for anal sex…until I have you for myself, I will be satisfying myself with Sonia’s ass. She’s a new maid in my household, one I hired for her generous behind and a channel that will take my organ as easily as she could take my fist.” 


  “But, sir, I thought…”


  “You thought I’d screw only my wife,” he cut her off, “while you’re allowed a new man every week?” 


  Antonia heard the muted laughter in his voice. She burned with shame, afraid now. Afraid that what she believed about her arranged marriage for the last three weeks was posturing, nothing more, as Rupert plied her with illusions of passionate, monogamous romance until he could spell out the true nature of the relationship he wanted. Did he think she was so naïve as to believe a scheme that would give her to other men while he dallied with any woman he wanted? Yes, she was young, but she wasn’t stupid!


  Antonia jerked again in an attempt to shake off Rupert’s fondling hand. Her stomach turned sour at the thought of him. She quickly pulled herself from the horrid metal table and rose to her feet. She could hardly look at the man with anything but disgust—so handsome, so sophisticated, so self-serving. 


  “How could you!” she yelled. 


  His passive face turned brutally cold in an instant. “How could I what?”


  “Pledge yourself to me and then make up the kind of scheme you just outlined. We’ve only been married three weeks!” The indignant woman in her warred with the child that felt the hurt, the abandonment, and the ruin this would cause her. 


  Rupert’s expression suddenly changed again; his eyes could do unbelievable things when they reached deep into hers. “Do you really believe I’m such a monster? Or are you just adjusting to the marriage. I’m not asking anything of you that you can’t handle. Why, for a virgin, you’ve been amazingly adroit in the skill of sexual service. I use your mouth…” he actually laid his palm on her face in a loving way, “as if it were your vagina. I use your vagina as if it has always been mine to take. You’ve answered every act of mine with one of equal fervor. Don’t demean yourself by suggesting that this is some evil plot. We are adults, not children. This is real, what we want, what we both want.” He saw the blank look on her face. “I know you’ll come to believe that’s true.”


  He could so easily twist her thoughts around when he spoke through his eyes and they reached toward her soul. 


  “I am so confused,” she honestly answered. 


  “No matter. You take your confusion to your room and with a little thought, I know you’ll see the beauty in this. I’m not abandoning your body at all. I will have you often in ways that won’t hurt you. And soon, you’ll be all I need.”


  “May I leave now? I think I’d like to take a nap before lunch.”


  “Certainly. And maybe after lunch you can enjoy the garden. I’ll even join you for a drink later.”


  Rupert watched her leave and felt satisfied that the session went so well. 


  When his lover Sonia first returned to him—quite unexpectedly—he worried that he’d have trouble fitting both women into his sexual life. But he could see now that the arrangement might actually work out well. New sexual possibilities with Antonia made him squirm with glee, while nights with Sonia would satisfy his need for a woman of experience, who he could take unchallenged.


  ***


  “Oh, Mama, this is so terrible!”


  “What? What is terrible?”


  “Rupert.”


  “Your husband?”


  “Mama, he’s, he’s making me…” She couldn’t say it.


  “What, daughter?”


  “I can’t say.”


  “Yes, you can. If you can call me up in tears, you can certainly tell me why you’re crying.”


  Antonia sobbed rather than answer her mother. 


  “Is this terrible thing sexual, perhaps?” the woman finally guessed after some moments of her daughter’s sobs.


  “Yes,” she answered softly. 


  Honoria could hardly hear her, but she knew.


  “Tell me, darling. You father is not an easy man to please, so maybe I’ll be able to understand.”


  “He wants all kind of horrid, taboo things, mama.”


  “Taboo?”


  She still couldn’t say it.


  “Yes, terrible, hurtful kinds of sex.”


  “Has he beaten you?”


  “Oh, no!” the girl, answered, horrified.


  “Perhaps he wants you anally?” Honoria ventured carefully.


  Antonia’s eyes flooded with more tears. “Yes,” her voice cracked pitifully.


  “And what is wrong with that? There is a wonderful pleasure to be enjoyed there. You can’t be ashamed of it.” 


  “Oh, I probably would not be, Mama, except that…well…you see, Rupert’s very big and I’m…inexperienced…and he thinks it’s best that…that…that other men prepare me for him.”


  “And that is bad?”


  “It’s shameful! Every day, he washes me out with water like I’m an unclean beast, then a man I don’t know and never will fills me with his thing.”


  “And you get no pleasure in that?”


  “No!  Am I supposed to?” She was aghast.


  “You should accept your husband’s will as your own and conform, Antonia. That is what you pledged to do. If you fight him, you’ll be miserable. You submit, and you might find the kind of rewards you’re looking for.”


  “I have submitted to him, mama, and I think I still love him, but what he asks seems so degrading…”


  “I know dear, but that is only because you’re so young.”


  “Mama, he’s hired the new housemaid, Sonia, to stand in for me until I’m ready.”


  “The man has needs.” 


  Honoria had a ready reply for her every objection. This was so like her own dilemma of years before, and the dilemma that still faced her when Benito required her abject servitude. It had been just days since her humiliating exposition for Fernando and Maria Delores. The relationship that she thought may have finally been rent in two, was still intact, even after that. Again, her husband’s sadistic treatment had evolved as it naturally did. That day, when he left her alone to the dogs in the courtyard, he was even then repairing his twisted soul. Once his vile demons were satisfied, he was again her attentive lover. 


  “You really think that is all this is? Satisfying his needs and nothing more?”


  “I’m sure of it. Rupert is a deep man, with a relentless soul that will take a strong and surrendering woman to satisfy. But, as I’ve come to do for your father, your surrender has its rewards.”


  “I’m not exactly like you, Mama.” 


  “Oh, I think you are in more ways than you know.”


  “What if I can’t accept what he needs?”


  “If you can’t? I can’t imagine that happening.” She considered a moment. “But I suppose, if that should happen, if you simply can’t live with his desires, you’ll have to discuss the matter with your father. He would be the one to intervene for you. I’m sure if you’re not happy, Rupert will not be happy either.”


  “You think Papa might let me out of this marriage?”


  “Oh, dear, you’re a long long way off from that now. Be patient. Speaking with your father is your last resort, not your first plan.”


  ***


  Antonia thought often of her mother’s counsel in the following weeks. Two months after, since her anal training began, there was little emotional relief from her distressed condition. She was, according to Rupert’s plan, almost daily given an enema and then used in the ass by an unknown man. Try as she would to follow her mother’s advice and enjoy the experience, it seemed that this training only made her more distant from her husband. Initially, he was there during the sex act, but in the last couple of weeks, he rarely even popped his head in the door. Occasionally, he tested her anus for its readiness, always pronouncing it close, but not quite. 


  She now had her own bedroom next door to Rupert’s. At night, she would hear the sounds of Rupert and Sonia copulating in his bed. This was her marriage bed and another woman enjoyed its benefits! Rupert’s need for anal sex must have been voracious, since he rarely came to her bed, or invited her into his for more conventional sex. 


  Antonia hated Sonia more than she hated Luisa, who was now just an annoyance. But was this Sonia’s fault? Though Antonia made her out to be a she-devil, she could tell that the woman was not exactly happy either. She might have enjoyed the sex, but otherwise, she looked lonely and troubled. Having become the pariah in the house for her nightly romps in the master’s bed, she talked to no one. No one knew exactly what was behind the private grief that was written on her young but rapidly aging face. 


  When Antonia tried to speak with Rupert about the arrangement, she got nowhere. He either condescendingly reminded her of her own wild passions—the fact that she occasionally orgasmed from the anal training proof in point—or turned coldly cruel, accusing her of being inconstant and disloyal. His manner chilled her to the bone, leaving her to wonder again if he was the charlatan, filling her with false hope wrapped in the package of his virile good looks and his charmed life.


  Sometimes after she complained, Rupert would come to her room that night and they made love—a peace offering, she supposed. But these times were not like the nights of her honeymoon where each lovemaking was a new discovery. She was left with a bitter taste in her mouth, knowing that Rupert would be back with Sonia before dawn, pumping his never-ending seed into her big round ass. 




  Chapter Five 


  The morning room, the one place downstairs where Antonia was freely allowed to spend her time, had been equipped with a television, stereo, books, magazines and her knitting. Rupert had thought of everything for her ultimate enjoyment, including the professionally designed décor. The elegant earthiness of the rest of the house stopped at the door, just as it did at the door of Rupert’s private office. Arranged especially for her, the mood was light and feminine, pale yellow walls trimmed with cream-colored crown molding; fine wood furniture of elegant design; and comfy chairs upholstered in beautiful floral prints. When Antonia stepped inside, she was reminded of pictures she’d seen of morning rooms in English country estates. This special room was one small consolation in an otherwise depressing and demeaning life. 


  She could walk out into the lovely garden, through gracious French doors and breath the fresh scent of blooming flowers and feast her eyes on sensuous vines that created a trellised arbor under which she’d sit and daydream. Too often, however, the sensuous aspects of this tiny world only left her with a desperate longing for something beyond the walls, the morning room, the garden and her bedroom upstairs. Once the grand honeymoon was over, what she hoped for in adventure diminished with each day she spent as Rupert’s Reyes’s wife. When she wasn’t passing her time in her plush surroundings, she was eating, sleeping, or going through her daily sexual training. Married life was not what she envisioned.


  One afternoon, as she waited to be summoned for the afternoon ritual session in Rupert’s tiled room, she sat in the garden, dreaming of what it might be like to walk down a New York city street, or stroll the avenues of Paris, or ride the train into Germany and those mysteriously dark countries of Eastern Europe. She’d been reading a novel about Tuscany, and had just invented another adventure in her daydreams, when her eyes sleepily closed. She jerked then, suddenly awakened by the unexpected sound of a man’s voice. 


  “Uhh, ma’am, Mrs. Reyes, I was looking for your husband. Is he in?”


  She turned, startled, and looked over the adobe fence behind her where Rafael Francisco stood waiting for her to answer. His blue eyes twinkled mischievously as he leaned against the top of the wall and smiled. 


  “I-I uh, don’t… I don’t know,” she stumbled over her words, feeling childish and awkward. She thought again, remembering that Rupert had said at lunch he’d be leaving for the afternoon and might miss dinner—she could have the cook prepare her something she could eat in her room. “Actually, I don’t think he’s here. He probably had an appointment elsewhere.”


  The man straightened up and looked around, sighing.


  “Is something wrong?”


  “No, not really. I’ve been trying to get some answers about his pool house project but he never seems to be available when I try to call. I thought I could get his attention if I stopped by.”


  “I’d say you could wait here, but I don’t think he’ll be back soon.”


  “Well, maybe you know what he wants. Would you mind showing me to the pool?”


  “Oh, I’m sure I know nothing about Rupert’s plans. I’m not that kind of wife.”


  “Not that kind of wife?” He looked surprised. “Well, what kind of wife are you?”


  “Oh, one that sits around all day and does very little,” she said.


  “That’s too bad, a beautiful woman like you, I’d imagine your husband would find you very pleasing to be around.”


  She could feel a fire rising on her cheeks as she began to blush. “Thank you. But I guess I’m not beautiful enough for what he needs.”


  “Really?”


  She stared at the wedding ring on her left finger, and toyed with it absently. She liked the man but was afraid of her unbidden responses to him. 


  Engaged by the woman’s sadness and her charm, Rafael opened the gate to the garden and walked in, uninvited but certainly welcome. He sat across from her in a chair, leaning forward. She knew the move was inappropriate, but didn’t mind in the slightest. It had been a long time since anyone seemed to care about her feelings. The earthy quality of Rafael Francisco’s casual manner reminded her of the robust and muscular laborers on her father’s ranch. Some she found more appealing than men like Rupert. Their rough, honest, vital charm made her being melt inside and stirred such longing that she knew it had to be impure—especially now for a married woman. Her disquiet in the last few weeks, however, made her feel less married, less bound to Rupert than she should have felt. At the moment, she didn’t care how inappropriate it might have looked. She wanted Rafael Francisco there in her private space, smiling his warm and sensuous smile. Besides, it was doubtful anyone would see them together. 


  “I’ve watched you, Mrs. Reyes, you’re not happy, are you?” Rafael ventured kindly.


  “You’ve watched me?”


  “On the few occasions I’ve seen you. Care to answer my question?” He took her hand to stop it from shaking. “Nervous too,” he noted, as he held her clammy palm.


  She looked up at him. “I’m nervous because you probably shouldn’t be here, and yes, you’re right.  I’m not happy. Although, I don’t know why I’m telling you.”


  “Sometimes when a woman’s unhappiness gets so great, it doesn’t matter the risks she takes to relieve it. To be honest, when I heard that Rupert Reyes married, I couldn’t imagine his finding a woman to satisfy his tastes, and was curious to meet you. When I saw you, I understood.”


  She looked at him confused. “You understood what? That I was the kind of woman to satisfy Rupert’s tastes?”


  “No, exactly the opposite. You’re the kind he likes to prey on, the vulnerable, submissive kind that he can easily manipulate. Good looks. Money. Charm. They go a long way.”


  “Yes, they do,” she said, her voice strangely riddled with sarcasm, although it was good to vent the honest feeling. “So, you think Rupert is preying on me?”


  “You tell me. I know only what I see. A young, obviously inexperienced bride, I imagine a virgin, born to a lifestyle most of the Western world left a century ago, marries a man of notoriously peculiar tastes, who has dated half the eligible beauties in Spain and left them reeling…a man who will bed his servants as quickly as he will a socialite. One wonders, frankly, what he wants from a near child like you—unless it is your youth, something he can corrupt and fashion by his own schemes.”


  Antonia looked at Rafael aghast. “What you’re saying about Rupert…this is true?”


  He chuckled darkly. “No wonder he keeps you hidden away in this house. You don’t meet many people, have many houseguests, do you?”


  “No. Not since I’ve been here.”


  “And that is unusual. There have been nights when this house has been the closest thing to a brothel as you can legally get.”


  “You know this?”


   “I’ve been invited to the parties.”


  “You attended them?”


  “A couple. A little too much commotion for me, but always a good show. Naked women dripping with jewels, running and laughing naked through the house; enough rich food and wine for gluttons; the sounds of gasping men and women in the throes of sex; always a few bodies being beaten in the dungeon…”


  “There’s a dungeon?” Her eyes looked as though they’d pop from their sockets.


  “Oh, yes, there’s a dungeon, behind one of the wine racks in the cellar. I installed the door myself.”


  “And you’ve seen all this?”


  “I have.” He looked at her worriedly, unable to tell what she was thinking. Her brows were knit, her face more pale than usual. She stared unconsciously at the cobblestone patio then looked up again. 


  “So, you’re part of my husband’s debauchery?”


  “I don’t judge the man, I just take his money for the work I do. He can do anything he wants sexually—well, I don’t like non-consensual abuse—but, except for now, what I’ve seen has been consensual. If the women want it, it’s not mine to condemn.”


  “You say, except for now?”


  “Yes, Senora Reyes. Although it’s not my place to pry, I wonder how consensual your marriage is.”


  “Then why are you telling me these things?”


  “Because I wonder if this was what you expected when you married Rupert. I kind of think you didn’t. I doubt you knew about his past.”


  “I would think my father did. I’m sure he investigated the man.”


  Rafael shook his head. “That I know nothing about. I’m sorry if I’ve overstepped here…”


  “No. No. This is something I need to know. I have decisions to make about my life, I know that, even before you told me about his former life. What you’ve said has helped.”


  The man frowned, looking worried. “No. I think I’ve only troubled you more, but I thought it was better to be honest than see you live with illusions.”


  “Illusions, huh. Interesting that you should say that. You’re very kind.”


  There was so much to take in. The amazing information Rafael furnished her about her husband was a lot to handle by itself, and yet, the rising feeling of attraction for the man seemed to diffuse the need to think about the serious matters he presented her. She wanted him to stay, just be with her. There was no mistaking that the feeling was sexual, that the throbbing in her belly and between her legs had a sexual end in sight. She knew his being with her was dangerous, but she didn’t care. Rafael looked like the first good thing that had happened to her since she married Rupert. 


  “You know, Senora Reyes, if you need anything, I’m around here often, I’d be happy to…” Here he seemed to falter for the first time. 


  “I’d love for you to visit again, hopefully there won’t be more to report about Rupert, but just having a friend would be nice. I have none here. The servants are not encouraged to spend time with me; Rupert doesn’t spend much with me either. There’s really no one.”  Antonia could feel herself about to cry. 


  “Okay, then, I’ll stop by again, soon,” he said, and he rose to his feet. 


  “Just please stop calling me Senora Reyes. I’m Antonia. I like that a lot a better.”


  “All right, Antonia,” he smiled. 


  She knew the attraction was two-way. In fact, she thought he might even kiss her, but instead, he managed to pull himself away and retreat out the garden gate toward the pool. 


  ***


  Rafael Francisco visited Antonia again, and often, almost anytime Rupert was gone. Sometimes in the garden, sometimes in the morning room. She’d come to expect his visits anytime her husband left the house and he was working there, which was several times a week. 


  Their mutual lust increased. Their desire bloomed. 


  After the first couple of visits, they rarely spoke about Rupert. Rafael talked about his past, his father’s ranch that had gone bust in a bad economy, but what fun he’d had as a kid. He brought her new magazines, the ones she really wanted to read and current best-selling novels He even changed the television so she’d get more programs and an American movie channel—Rupert would never know. If he saw her at all, it was at meals and those rare occasion where he wanted her in bed. 


  Rafael was with her in the morning room one afternoon, talking about the garden that Antonia wanted to have that next spring, when she heard the buzzer go off on the intercom. She checked the clock on the mantle over the fireplace, her belly clutching anxiously, knowing what that buzzer meant. 


  “I have to go now,” she told Rafael.


  “You know that?” This had happened before, same time every day, so he shouldn’t have been surprised. But this time, he had to question her. 


  “The buzzer, I was expecting it.” As usual, she was exceedingly nervous, afraid of his further questions. He had an uncanny way of reading her thoughts. 


  “So, what do you do every day at this time?” he said, wanting answers.


  “Rafael,” she moved to her feet, staring anxiously at the door, she had to leave now, “I can’t explain, but I will, I promise. But you have to leave now.”


  He wasn’t a man who was easily put off, but he had little choice here. He nodded, then smiled, as he strolled back toward the patio, “I’ll leave, but you will explain yourself the next time I’m here.”


  She smiled a quick goodbye and swiftly moved to the morning room, trying to calm herself and walk with determined poise into her next training session. If she didn’t answer the buzzer immediately, someone was sent to get her, and she didn’t want that. 


  Oddly, once her visits from Rafael began, the anal training sessions had become more difficult for her to tolerate. The stronger her attachment to Rafael, the less she felt like submitting to her husband. But then, she had little choice but to act as if she fully participated in the sessions and was doing her best to make herself ready for Rupert. After so many weeks, she finally decided that he was stalling. She knew that she was trained enough to take his erection in her ass; he should be the next and final man to have her. But by then, she also knew that her husband wasn’t telling the truth about any of his plans. He was happy to see her being used by other men, while he enjoyed the surrendering Sonia. 


  On this particular day, Rupert made one of his rare appearances at her training session and was there for the entire procedure, apparently with the sadistic need to make every part of the trial more difficult than it normally was. He insisted that she take almost twice the liquid during the enema, to the point that the painful cramps that resulted almost made her lose the water in her bowels in a moment of distress. When she leaked, he spanked her bottom hard, not a playful spanking or the sexually heated kind that occurred during sex. This was punishment intended not just to communicate his displeasure, but to inflict pain. 


  “I’m sorry! Please, sir, stop!” She wailed once her behind was piping hot. 


  But Rupert didn’t stop. The delivery of smacks was backed by anger she’d never felt from him, a terrible fury that turned the strikes vicious and unending. 


  “I-I, I can’t,” she wriggled hard to get away and still hold the water in her ass. 


  When he finally finished, he jerked her off the table, pushed her to her knees and then tied her hands to a bar he’d lowered from overhead. Once she was bound, he drew the bar into the air until her body was taut as a bow and she could hardly budge an inch. The pressure in her rectum was unbearable. 


  For the first time, Antonia saw the man who’d been raping her ass for the last week—a stranger who looked oddly mild-mannered in dress and demeanor. She would have never guessed him for the kind of vicious man he obviously was. She stared at him and he at her, while Rupert pulled a metal tub up to her back and in-between her parted legs. 


  “Relieve yourself,” Rupert ordered, standing back.


  She knelt on the cold tile with her blue straight skirt bunched around her waist and her white blouse opened to expose her breasts. Her hair was sexily disheveled; tiny rivers of mascara ran down her wet cheeks. Antonia heard Rupert’s message believing that as much as her belly hurt and needed relief, what he wanted was impossible. 


  “But I can’t!”


  “Oh, yes, you can. You will,” he said. 


  She began to sob and Rupert slapped her across the face. “You don’t dare defy me, wife!” He slapped her again. “Relieve yourself!”


  She could see from the inhuman look in Rupert’s eyes that he would not be moved by her pleas. Taking a deep breath, trying to brush aside her shame, she bore down to obey the command. Nothing happened. 


  “I can’t, sir. But I know I have to.”


  “Then we will wait here until you do.” 


  The two men stood back, coolly watching the woman try to collect herself and relax enough to release the waters. She was certain that she’d fail, but then, as the minutes ticked by, her belly cramped hard again, and her body at last gushed forth depositing a torrent of liquid into the metal tub. Antonia’s relief formed more tears that ran in torrents down her face. 


  When she finished, a chilling Rupert unhooked her hands, dragged her to her feet and pulled her back over the table. He brusquely swathed her bottom with a cold rag soaked in disinfectant, then shot a load of lubricant in her ass and around the opening. Stepping back, he allowed the stranger to have her. The man was ready, his fly open and his large erection poised to strike. 


  Just as she’d been anally taken nearly every day for the last sixty, the mild-mannered villain rocked her body senseless with his brutal thrusts. She hung on just to get the terrible session over with and hoped for a quick end. To her dismay, however, the man reached around and fiddled with her clitoris, trying to raise her sexual desire, and he succeeded despite her determination to ignore the stimulation. Her body erupted almost at the moment he did, and the two sounded off, simultaneously groaning until the waves of orgasm died away. 


  Antonia fell against the metal table exhausted, and thankful that she’d survived the worst. But maybe that wasn’t the worst—she thought of Rafael and her promise to tell him. She could never! Never admit this!


  Her mind was suddenly working fast to invent some story she could tell the man she’d come to care for. Her being rang with anxiety. But then, in the midst of one turmoil, she was suddenly jerked from the frightening reverie and into another. Another man was nestling in behind her and her thoughts returned to the tiled room. She looked back seeing her husband tucked close to her used bottom. He grabbed her hair with one hand and an ass cheek with the other, then shoved his fat organ into her behind with a force that sent sparks flying through her brain as if she’d just been propelled forward into another universe. Her body seized up at the start, but then she willed herself to relax. She would not fail this test! Surrender…submit…relax, she played the mantra in her mind until her body obeyed and he could use her as he chose; she would feel no pain and would not raise one word of protest. He used her hard, but she withstood the agony. 


  When Rupert finally pulled out of his wife’s behind, his surly expression had been replaced by a look of calm satisfaction that led to a smile. 


  “It’s seems you’re ready, aren’t you?” he said. “I hadn’t really planned on taking you today…” She lay wearily against the table, unable to look back at his haughty face. “Just in time too, I have a little coming out party planned for you. I think it’s finally time to introduce you to my friends.”


  Although she shuddered at the thought, his announcement certainly did not surprise her. 




  Chapter Six


  For several days, Antonia remained in her room, unable to face the world, the house staff, her husband, and most particularly, Rafael Francisco. Those she lived with would hardly notice the change in her usual routine. But Rafael would. He’d visit the empty garden and morning room and wonder if she was sick or away. But he wouldn’t ask about her absence knowing that Rupert’s household would think that odd. 


  For two days, Antonia sat at her bedroom window and looked down toward the garden gate, waiting until she finally saw her suitor looking for her, his handsome form bathed in the afternoon sun. Her heart broke as she watched him walk away. What was he thinking? Was he despondent? Would he worry? Would he come again?  Or was his regard for her as fleeting as the season soon to be moving on?


  Rather than diminish her feelings for the man, Antonia’s self-imposed exile kindled an erotic fire richer and more real than any storybook romance she once dreamed over. Her heart begged her to go to him and confess the truth, lay out all the horror of her life and hope he could forgive her for the ugly things she did in the name of physical pleasure. Her heart begged her to expose the truth and hope that by some miracle, Rafael Francisco would understand. And yet, her stubborn mind knew that to confess, she would lose his respect, his affection, his caring spirit. How could any man love a woman so tainted, so unclean?


  She would rather have the man she loved believe in her purity than burst his false illusions with the truth. 


  Antonia might have gone on for weeks exiled in her room, but Rupert unwittingly broke the spell that immobilized her spirit.


  Days after her last training session—she’d oddly been given a reprieve from the normal regimen since Rupert finally used her ass for sex—her husband called her into the morning with an important announcement. This request like any other from the man, she could not refuse. She found him smiling, pacing the floor in front of the tiny fireplace that warmed the room on a chilly morning. It was cold now, not having been used in some days. 


  For the first time in some weeks, Rupert made note of his wife’s pleasing allure as she hesitantly entered the room. She wore a green silk dress that hugged her curves, accentuating the body parts he loved most—the tight waist and curvaceous hips, and of course, her bottom, which seemed poised on air, nicely rounded and jiggling softly beneath her clothes. The scooped neckline of her dress drew his eye to the bounty of breasts below. Her nipples, which she normally took pains to hide, were visible, poking through the fabric like small pebbles. His organ jumped to life. Such a simply beauty! Dark, open, brightly gleaming eyes were framed by her wild tangle of hair, accentuated by emerald earrings—her only jewelry. In spite of herself, she communicated lust; unthinkingly she captured his imagination once again. Having her to toy with was such a pleasure! “My, you look lovely this morning, my bride,” Rupert greeted her affectionately, with a kiss to her cheek and then a more passionate one on her lush, soft lips. 


  Antonia remembered feeling such adoration and respect for the man in those early days of her marriage, that her body would hotly respond with sensuous spasms every time he kissed her. She could hardly resurrect a flame now—of course, Rupert didn’t notice. He backed away, smiling broadly. 


  “As promised, my dear,” his eyes lit jubilantly, “I have a soirée of sorts planned for us. You remember I mentioned it during your last training session?”


  “Yes, I remember,” she said.


  “Good. You’ve been remarkably accommodating when it comes to pleasing me sexually. Your body continues to bloom as it’s rightly used.” She felt the sexual heat radiating from between his legs. “Oh, you will serve me with this ass of yours,” he advised. His lip curled into a smarmy smile. “What a nasty slut you are now.” He ran a finger across her jawline. “And so much more.” His hand trailed down her side and rested on her left rear cheek, giving her a knowing squeeze. “I couldn’t be happier, especially now that the breach has been made and I know that I have you completely.” The comment was bruising, but the man, again, failed to read her response.


  Her body bristled; anger, fear, a hateful loathing simmered beneath a practiced stoic calm. “You say that, Rupert, and yet, I’m still alone in bed at night, while you take pleasure in Sonia.” She didn’t even try to disguise her bitterness. 


  “Sonia has her place, just as you have yours, my darling.” He ran a finger across her lips. “No need to worry. I’ve been too busy in the last week to make a change in our routine, but I know what you desire. You can be sure I’ll be spending far more time with you than my other women.”


  This was supposed to satisfy her? What small consolation for the irreparable damage already done in their short marriage. “And I should be grateful?”


  “You should be beaming with excitement. I’d take you to my bed right now, but no time. I’m flying to Paris,” he consulted his watch, “in about an hour. Must leave. You’ll be fine here. You can ask Luisa for anything you need. She’s here for you.”


  “How long will you be gone?”


  He shrugged. “At least five days. I may need to fly on to New York if I can’t get things going my way in Paris.”


  At one time, she might have begged to go with him—Paris, New York, cities she’d dreamed of—but the thought of being with him any length of time at all made her stomach sour.


  “Well then, you’ll probably be gone longer than five days?”


  “Yes. Likely. I’ll call with my plans. But I’ll return for the soirée and life will have a new routine, I’m sure you’ll enjoy.” Suddenly impatient to leave, Rupert leaned in and kissed her cheek. Then he turned on his heel and left the room. 


  Antonia stood looking at the closed door, numbed. Her heart ached so hard she wanted to rip it out. She finally sank into the yellow-striped sofa, feeling it swallow her whole into its soft comfort. If only she had a man whose arms could surround her with tenderness. 


  The soiree, the party. It should have been a wedding reception, but she knew what Rupert had in mind. Even if they resumed more normal marital relations, she knew he wouldn’t stop having her used by other men. He enjoyed watching her demeaned; he enjoyed her despair; he thrilled in her abuse and the control he wielded over her every action. Despite his jaw-dropping good looks, the virile beauty of his body and the charm that made even devious plans sound sweet, she understood that Rupert Reyes was in his heart a sadist, no more than that. What she had so far endured was just the beginning not the end of his brutal reign. 


  The fact that troubled her most was that her father hadn’t seen this before he arranged the awful marriage. If he only knew…


  “Antonia, where have you been?”


  She turned, seeing Rafael at the garden door. Her heart at the same time leapt for joy and clenched in fear. She sat up straight, ran her hands nervously down her green silk dress and bowed her head, too embarrassed to speak. 


  “Answer my question, Antonia,” Rafael insisted. 


  She looked up. “I haven’t been well.”


  “Your spirit or your body?”


  “Both, I suppose,” she said. “But really, Rafael, you shouldn’t be here.”


  He moved into the room. “Maybe not, but we’re safe. I saw Rupert leave minutes ago.”


  “Still…”


  He sat beside her and took her hand. 


  “I’ve been waiting for your confession and not very patiently,” he said. 


  “Rafael, there can be no confessions. I can’t let you into my heart; I can’t share my secrets. I’m Rupert’s wife.”


  “No. You’re Rupert’s slave girl.”


  She could feel her defenses crumbling, the resolve she’d nurtured for days vanishing with every second he stroked her hand. 


  “But I can’t. I just can’t!” She started to weep.


  “Oh, but, you can,” he said, while lifting her chin so she could not avert her gaze. Her eyes shined, sparkling as luminously as the glittering emeralds. “I can feel your heart; it’s as weighty as a ton of bricks. Every day I’ve visited, you sat with me and we talked. You’d start out happy to see me, but as the minutes ticked by, you’d start to fidget. Your hands would sweat and you’d wipe them on your dresses. I notice things, Antonia. I’m not some gangling youth. Every day at the same hour, you begin to panic. And while I know you wanted me here, you were afraid. Something happens to you every afternoon. You promised me answers the last time I saw you and I want the truth now.”


  “What good would it do if I gave you answers? You’ll only hate Rupert more. And since I’m married to the man, there’s no point in our discussing what happens in my afternoons. There’s no point in these conversations.” She tried to pull away.


  He jerked her back. “Oh, no. I’m not letting you off the hook. Look at me.”


  She stared at his proud face, the black mustache, the fixed expression, the will, the fire in his eyes. His power over her was impossible to deny.


  “Okay, you want the truth,” she finally made up her mind to spill it all, “Rupert has been training me…sexually…” Her breath grew short the instant she started but she was determined to keep going until she said it all. “He wants me in unnatural ways, different than sex is supposed to be. For that, he gives me to other men who will prepare me.”


  Rafael looked at her impassively, no expression but a slight wincing grimace. “Prepare you for what?”


  “For him.” She could feel the anger rising, burning in her gut, her throat, her mouth. “For him in my ass!” she finally spit the last of it out and turned her head away, ashamed. 


  Rafael didn’t back away in shock; his face registered nothing but concern. “He’s exactly the man I expected him to be, Antonia. I didn’t lie about his life.”


  “I know that. And that hurts. Because I’m married, and I can’t change that.”


  “You can get a divorce.”


  She shook her head. “No, I can’t. Not in my world.”


  He stared at her not speaking, while she tried to read his thought. Then suddenly, he pulled her close to him and kissed her on the lips. Their mouths opened as the spontaneous clinch continued, and their tongues danced round in circles. He covered her face with his kisses; she ran her hands over his back, his shoulders and arms. Falling against the couch, they tore at each other’s bodies, searching for bare flesh.


  But then, as suddenly as Rafael began this, he pulled up right, then to his feet, bringing Antonia with him. “We can’t do this here,” he said.


  “No? But no one comes here.”


  “The door has no locks, and we can’t be found out, at least not yet.” He pulled her with him into the garden, through the garden gate that stood like a magic door between two worlds. Moving cautiously under the cover of trees, they made their way to the back of the pool house and slipped inside. Rafael locked the door behind him.


  “It’s safer here?” she wondered.


  “It’s safe,” he said.


  The blinds were closed; the doors locked; the small bed in the corner waiting. 


  Rafael sat on the mattress with Antonia standing between his thighs, while he began unbuttoning the pearl buttons on her dress that started in the cleft between her breasts. Opening them one by one, he patiently waited until all were undone before he pulled the sides away and cast his eyes on Antonia’s lace-covered breasts and the naked cleft at the apex of her thighs. He drank in the pungent scent of Jasmine, today’s perfume that mixed with the heated aroma of her body, her sweat and arousal. His organ became erect with lust. 


  They belonged in bed, consummating a relationship that was sacred despite the lack of vows. Rafael collected Antonia’s hands in his, fell back on the bed and brought her with him. Her arms were free to love him, touch him, hold him with no restraints. They kissed with the urgency of the doomed. Grasped assertively with greedy hands. Drank in bodily scents, so familiar, so unthinkable until now. Scissoring their legs, crotch on crotch without penetration, they imitated the rutting motions of sex. Her naked, dark and velvety slit teamed hot against the rugged denim covering his crotch; her sex lips seemed to burn as she banged herself against him, her sweet pussy spasming out of control. 


  “Oh, damn him!” she seethed softly in remembrance of her foul husband, “Take me, Rafael, please! And damn that fucking swine!” 


  Fear of being found out kept the uninhibited roar of sound from rising through the reckless air and beyond the pool house. But fear did nothing to hold back the tempest her body had become. With that tempest unleashed, Rafael’s body bore the brunt of her vicious need, though he accepted every vow and curse; this would heal her. 


  Somewhere in their vital battle, he pushed his pants down his legs and to the floor. Then he rolled her to her back and rose above her, straddling her hips, while Antonia eyed the erection arising from his groin. Her lips moistened, thirsting for the chance to taste his skin and suck the distended flesh. But he made her wait, while staring down at her and removing his shirt. With Rafael at last unveiled, she saw that he was no less a man than her imagination created. His muscles were proud and his skin bronzed like the landscapes of Spain.


  “Let’s hope this is man enough for you,” he said, as he lowering his body carefully, then plunging his organ into her sodden slit. 


  Naked against each other, their sexual muscles clashed, their minds unhinged, their fury grew. He stabbed her sharply, the ferocity of his calculated jabs like arrows fired deep into her insides. She began her climax with his first thrust, whimpering, shuddering, convulsing, and didn’t stop until long after Rafael finished his with an outburst of loud groans of satisfaction. 


  “Oh my, I’ve been rescued,” Antonia sighed. Her arms extended to the sides of the bed, her legs were still wide open, and her succulent center was still wet and throbbing. 


  Rafael stood over her. “Rescued, maybe.”


  She heard him enough to frown. “Why would you say that… maybe?”


  “I may have taken advantage of you, Antonia. My selfish ends.”


  Anxiety clenched her belly. “What? You wanted me for sex and that’s it?”


  “No,” he shook his head, as he buttoned his shirt. “I love you. But you’re not free and I’m not free to have you.”


  “But we can meet here tomorrow, and the next day, and the day after that. You can come to my room at night and no one will know. We can find the places and the time, I know we can.”


  “I suppose we could, but that’s not going to satisfy me.”


  “What do you mean?” She was hurt. 


  “I mean, if I have to hide my love for you, I’m probably going to end up hating you and killing Rupert.” He sat down on the bed as she turned on her side. He ran his palm along the curve of her hips. Her skin was still wet to the touch. 


  “I wouldn’t care if you killed him.”


  “Oh, so you want me in jail?”


  “No, Rafael, I don’t want you in jail.” She sat up and put her arms around him, burying her head in his chest for both their comfort. He stroked her wildly wicked hair, winding a lock of it around a finger and gently tugging. “I want you with me.”


  “Then you divorce the bastard.”


  She winced and pushed back. 


  “I don’t know how I’d do that.”


  “I’ll get you a lawyer.”


  “Then Rupert will know it’s you.”


  “Rupert will know nothing.”


  “Why don’t you first let me talk to my father? He can change things faster than anyone I know. He’s more powerful than Rupert. He knows influential people that could certainly help me.”


  “Why haven’t you talked to him before?”


  “He arranged the marriage and I’ve been trying hard to make it work.”


  “But it won’t now.” 


  Antonia watched his determined expression with awe, judging the hard-biting side of her lover to be as ruthlessly cold as her husband’s, as her father’s. Could he really love her too? 


  “What’s wrong?” he asked. 


  “You chill me to the bone the way you look right now.”


  “Does that scare you?”


  “A little. I’m not sure I can trust men.”


  “That’s understandable. But you can trust me. You don’t know that for sure now, but you will.”


  She smiled, her eyes wetting with new tears. “I have never been so happy and so afraid.”


  “Well, then, talk to your father so you won’t have to fear anymore.”


  “I will. I promise.”




  Chapter Seven


  Antonia paced the floor, waiting for the call to be returned. Why was it taking so long? And what was going on at home? She talked to the cook—cook never answered the phone! And then, Gina, a housemaid. Both women spoke in flustered sentences, hardly able to communicate, and refused to let her talk to her father. Where was her mother? Where was Lupe, her mother’s maid?”


  “Was her father home?” she’d asked.


  “Yes, he’s home.” She thought Gina was crying. 


  “Please give him the phone.”


  “No, senora, Senor del Gallo cannot come to the phone.”


  “Well, then my Mama. Please.”


  “I’ll tell her you called. She’ll call back.”


  After an hour of desperate waiting, the phone finally rang. There’d better be some answers as to why she was treated so badly! 


  “Antonia, this Mama.” Honoria’s voice was soft as a cloud and thick with emotion. 


  “Yes, Mama, I knew you’d call.  I don’t understand what’s happening there, but I need to speak to Papa now. Please.” She feared her impatience showed. 


  “My darling, y-you, you can’t speak to your father.” 


  “Why? What’s going on?”


  “He’s had a … at least we think he’s had a heart attack. I’m afraid we’ve lost him.”


  “What? Lost him? What do you mean?”


  “He’s gone, darling. He’s died this afternoon while riding the ranch with Hector.” Honoria barely got the words out before she broke into a sob. 


  Something in Antonia’s body seemed to explode—head, heart, gut, she wasn’t sure. She repeated the words to herself over and over, “We’ve lost him, we’ve lost him, we’ve lost him,” but it would take days before the fact they conveyed finally sunk in. 


  ***


  Benito’s funeral went by in the blur, with Antonia standing with Rupert stalwartly propping her up with one arm, her mother with his other, as if he had charge of them both. When the pressure of formal appearances was unnecessary, Antonia disintegrated into the shadows of depression, becoming no more than a shadow herself, sullen and despondent. Only stolen moments with Rafael kept her sane. She didn’t eat except what Rafael forced on her. She hardly slept, and only soundly after the sex with her lover allowed her to rest for a few brief hours. But that had only happened twice in the weeks since her father’s death, when Rupert was forced away on business. Otherwise, her husband stayed close by, guarding his asset, and Rafael kept his distance. 


  An asset was all that she was to Rupert now, an heiress with a fortune that became his to control. For the first time since the horrid training sessions began, he acted like a husband in the carnal sense, sleeping in her bed and feigning concern for her terrible grief. But Antonia never believed that Rupert’s compassion was honest. She squirmed uncomfortably every time he made the effort, knowing that his words were hollow and his fawning behavior just an act. 


  Sex with Rupert was as ruthless as it had been when they first married, and as foul as her training sessions. He might have defended himself saying, “At least I’m with you and not with Sonia,” who was, at the time, home with her mother in Granada. He played the role of concerned husband, but had little true regard for her emotional state, expecting no less than her complete surrender in bed. He even had the gall to say it would take her mind off her troubles. 


  Finally, when her troubles, her grief, got to be too much for him to bear, he chided her for it, telling her after three weeks, “Time to move on, wife, and forget. Enough with the tears. Your father’s dead and grieving about him won’t bring him back.” Of course, by then, Sonia had returned and Rupert was anxious to return to her bed. At least he had the decency not to slip out of his wife’s room and into Sonia’s the first night she was back. 


  Three weeks after her father’s death was marked by more than just the change in Rupert’s sleeping habits. Honoria was coming to live with them! 


  The thought of having her mother living in her home raised Antonia’s dark spirit, even though it was not exactly to Honoria’s liking. But the arrangement had been Benito’s wish for his wife, specifically stated in his will. As a domineering husband, he believed that his sheltered wife would be unable to care for herself and it would fall on Rupert to be a guiding force, assuming the role of custodian until another marriage could be arranged. Of course, the del Gallo property would then be Rupert’s to manage and hold in trust for both women. 


  At least for Antonia there was some consolation in having her mother with her. The girl’s depression lifted at the news.


  Mother and daughter hadn’t seen each other since the funeral. Then, they were both too numb to weep all their tears. Once she arrived in the Reyes house, it took several days for the two women to vent their sadness. Rupert considered the occasion of Honoria’s arrival as a sign that he could put away his false concern and get on with matters more pressing—Sonia’s ass, the delayed soirée he still planned for his wife, and the matter of the del Gallo estate, which he grabbed with covetous fists, reveling in his good fortune. Benito might have lived another thirty years until they were both old men—that is what they both expected. Now, having so much wealth at an age when he could truly enjoy it was a blessing that fed Rupert’s already rapacious appetites, and inspired his lust. 


  He had no idea how close he came to losing the del Gallo estate, no idea about the belated phone call to Benito that never took place. If Antonia had only made the call a day earlier when her father was still alive, her life and Rupert’s might have been very different. 


  “Tell me, Antonia,” Honoria addressed her daughter, one afternoon, “you called for your father several times the day he died. I have wondered since, if you knew then…if maybe the spirits were guiding you seek him out at the hour of his death?”


  The girl smiled. “No, Mama. I’m afraid I wasn’t thinking of papa at all. I had, actually, called to talk to him about Rupert.”


  “Oh?”


  “Uh huh.”


  “You’re still troubled by him? I’m surprised. He seems so attentive, especially for a husband with a lot on his mind.”


  “It’s a good show, mama. But,” she sighed, “that doesn’t matter now. I guess I’ll have to get used to my marriage and forget its faults.”


  “Oh, I so hope you will. I want you to be happy.”


  There was so much she could tell her mother, but at the same time, she was afraid that Honoria would never understand why they were so very different. 


  “Ah! Here you are together!” Rupert entered the morning room with a gracious smile that Antonia knew was despicably false. 


  “We spend a good deal of time together,” Antonia reminded him. “Most of the day.”


  “Yes, I suppose you do. Although that may change.”


  “Oh?”


  “Well, I have some thoughts for your mother that might interest her. Why don’t you run along, Antonia, so I can discuss them with her.”


  “Run along? Like a child?”


  “Sweetheart, you should be more respectful of your husband,” Honoria scolded her.


  “Oh, he knows how much I respect him,” she said, with as little venom as possible. 


  “Trust me. You wouldn’t be interested in this conversation. It’s sure to bore you. There are matters regarding your father’s estate…I really should speak to your mother in private. You can leave her for a few minutes. Take a walk if you like, it’s a beautiful day.”


  “Yes, of course,” she agreed, rather surprised that Rupert allowed her this small freedom. 


  Although she had an unsettling feeling about these matters with her mother, she left the room and moved through the back of house, slipping outside in hopes of finding Rafael on the construction site. Luisa spotted her from the window, as Rupert’s wife moved purposefully toward the pool house. She too, found it strange that the master would allow Antonia to roam the area at will. She stared for some time, wondering what to make of it. 


  “Well, Honoria, I hope you’re getting settled in the house,” Rupert turned his attention to the woman who sat on Antonia’s yellow couch looking like a lovely flower. Her hair was swept off her face, pinned behind her head, giving her pretty features prominence. Though there was a degree of sadness in her eyes, her skin glowed radiantly in the warm light. From the way she gently cocked her head and her lips naturally parted, Rupert could see that none of the traits of her submission were lost because of her husband’s passing. 


  “I am getting settled. Thank you. I am so grateful for your generosity following Benito’s death. His passing was so unexpected.”


  “Yes, it was. I haven’t wanted to say anything for a few days, but I think now’s a good time for me to make things clear to you about your position in my home.”


  “Of course. I don’t want to get in the way. In fact, I was thinking that I could return to the estate for a time. I’m sure I can get along there fine.”


  “Well, no, I don’t think that will be possible. I have other ideas for the use of Benito’s estate in keeping with his wishes. You’ll stay here until I make other arrangements for you.”


  Honoria wished that Benito had told her more about his plans for her future, but then neither of them figured he would die so young. To now be under the rule of a man she hardly knew, and didn’t know if she could trust—Antonia’s misgivings kept rattling around her brain—she was both afraid, and like the submissive woman she was, a bit exhilarated. It would be easy to get caught up in this man’s domineering allure, but she was wise to be cautious. 


  “What kind of arrangements would those be?” she asked him.


  “You’re young, still beautiful and I imagine that you have much life left in your loins that could be shared with a man. As a submissive, you are a highly trained commodity. I know that will be a great advantage in finding you a new husband.”


  “Oh, I hardly think I’m ready for that.”


  Rupert’s face soured a bit. “But then, being ready has no bearing on the matter. You’ll do as I say.” His voice became clipped and cold. “You’ll obey me just as you obeyed your husband. I can show you his will if you like; it states there quite specifically that I’m to govern you until you’re handed over to another man.”


  “Yes, and I mean no disrespect. I just think emotionally, I’ll have some difficulty giving as I should to a man who will expect my complete body, soul, and mind.”


  The man was not persuaded. “Perhaps. But you’re a submissive. You adapt. You put your own needs aside to take care of a man’s needs. You can do all the grief you want in private, but when you’re called on, you do as you’ve been trained and follow orders. That is what Benito would expect of you and it is what I expect.”


  “Of course.” She could feel the force of his controlling rule fall like a web around her body and mind. 


  “So, with that understood, until other arrangements are made, you will have certain duties with me. I want you prepared for what comes next. I don’t want you shocked or suddenly filled with misgivings because you’re told to surrender to the extremes you have adapted to in the past. You’ll keep in practice. As long as you live here, you’ll be roomed with the servants—a fact I do not wish Antonia to know. She has a willful tendency that I frankly don’t want to tangle with over this. But since I don’t let her roam the house, there should be no need for her to be aware that you’re not sleeping down the hall. And,” the man’s eyes narrowed remaining fixed on her like daggers so she wouldn’t miss a word, “whenever I choose to have you sexually, I will have you. You will submit in any way I choose, although you’ll find me partial to anal sex. You’d better know now that I am quite well-endowed. I’ll give you a few days to prepare for that on your own, but when I decide to take your ass, I will not care how much you hurt or bleed.” An angry fire appeared on Rupert’s face that Honoria did not understand. She quaked, unsure if it was lust or terror motivating her physical response. “Again, Antonia will know nothing about this.”


  “Rupert…Sir, I don’t understand. You act as if I’ve offended you. And I don’t believe I’ve done anything of the sort.”


  He backed down slightly, but his voice remained curt, his diction abrupt. “Offended me, likely not. But don’t mistake me for a civil man, as your daughter once did. Benito failed to read my intentions as well. I’m a sadist. I don’t apologize for it. While your husband was also a sadist, he managed to keep his humanity to some degree, at least that was what I assumed. But you’ll find no such humanity in me. I was raised to be a despot, to use women strictly as vessels or chattel, as my whims dictate. I have a long history of abuse that stems from my childhood. At one time, I spent some years trying to confront what I felt inside. But I finally decided to accept it, since I discovered that there was a real playground for my desires readily available to me. 


  “Besides being a most attractive female, you’re also a masochist. I learned that when we first met, the day before I married your daughter. There should be no problem in your submitting to me. I’m sure the pain of sex will help to alleviate the emotional pain you’re feeling. Regardless, I’m quite thrilled with the idea of having my wife’s mother as a lover. In fact, I may just let her watch us together. Tie her up and make her watch.” 


  His words sent chills up Honoria’s spine.


  “No! Please. You can’t bring her into what should be private between us. Please. I’ll give you anything you want.”


  Rupert’s strained smile followed. “Yes, I know that.” He took a breath, sighing, the tension in him waning. He strolled to the patio door and looked out. “Let’s just say the possibility remains open, Honoria. Don’t fail me.” He turned. “You fail me, and I will not only show my wife what I can do to her mother, I will,” and his eyes took on the dark glimmer of a demon, “sell her.” He practically hissed. “I have several buyers who would like to take her off my hands. In truth, that would be a blessing for me, she’s become a bit of a bitch recently.” His eyes were alight now with inspiration. “In fact, you might, without saying anything of this conversation, give her a little motherly advice, suggesting that she be kinder to her generous husband.”


  Honoria bristled. She had no idea Rupert’s mind was this twisted and his aims so dark. 


  “Maybe it would be better for her if you did sell her.”


  “Oh, I doubt that. If you think I’m a villain, you can be sure that the men I’d sell her to would not be as nice as I have been. All I’ve done is train her for anal use and she’s bitched about it. The men who have their eye on my reluctant bride shop around for succulent morsels like Antonia. They like them rich—or at least the dishonored rich. They like them pretty as she is, sexy as she is and a bit haughty. They like them just like our Antonia. But they won’t want her for appearances the way I do. They wouldn’t give her a soft bed to sleep in or pretty clothes to wear. They’d market her for sale, for quick sexual fixes, then take her back and auction her again. They will do that for year after year, trust me, I’ve seen it. Yes, you want to cooperate with me, Honoria. And maybe you want to be sure your daughter changes her tune with me, so that when I want her, I’ll have nothing but the loving, surrendering, sweet-faced girl I married.”


  Honoria was too horrified to speak. 


  “You looked shocked.”


  “I am. I never…”


  “Too bad you didn’t listen to your daughter when she called you to complain about me.  You didn’t tell your husband, did you?”


  “No.”


  Rupert smiled. “Of course. But…let’s not get too dour. You can prevent your daughter’s demise and your own very simply.” He began to remove his suit coat, then unbuckled his belt. “Take off your clothes. We’ll make this a special occasion. Why not? We’ll do it right here, now, just so you get a good taste of what’s to come. However, most of the time, I’ll use you in my dungeon.”


  Honoria had obeyed commands far more offensive than this one. It was only the shock of it that made her hesitate. She suspected that the man was ruthless, as ruthless as her husband, but she never expected that he’d be so cold and soulless. For the first time in some years, she shivered from fright, from a fear so deep that her bones quaked in the icy wind that cut through her like a paring knife. That she was sexually thrilled by this man scared her even more. 


  “Take off your clothes.” Rupert only had to repeat himself once and she was scurrying out of her gray skirt, her pale pink blouse, her slip, her bra and panties. While she disrobed, Rupert looked at her with the cold eyes of dominance and she trembled more, her hands hardly able to accomplish their tasks. 


  Once she was naked, the man moved directly in front of her, and with a scowl of delight, slapped her face, brutally claiming his power. “You take too long. Don’t do that again.”


  “Yes, sir,” she answered meekly. 


  Rupert glowered as he dragged her to the back of an overstuffed chair and pushed her over the cushioned top. He stepped back far enough to admire the rounded bottom she presented him; he couldn’t wait to plumb its treasure. Invigorated by the sight of her resplendent white flesh, he drew his belt from his waist and whipped her ass with the leather for five long minutes. Honoria hung on attempting to remain detached as the pain increased and tears pooled in her eyes. She was determined to contain her distress, though soon, the pain, as it so often did, became her kind friend, changing into pleasure she had no right to expect now. 


  Rupert witnessed the transformation with a degree of awe. He knew then that this woman would be hard to hurt; her masochism could ride waves few could. Yes, his benefactor, Benito del Gallo, was a master trainer, which meant that as her new master, Rupert would use the mother differently than he would a woman he wanted to hurt. She would provide a different sort of entertainment, although she would be as satisfying as other, more naïve subjects.


  Once having Honoria’s round ass as flushed with red as he desired, he moved forward, opened her anal crack with his hands and spit a wad of saliva in the crevice. This was all the lubricant he used before he stuffed his turgid organ into the woman’s ass. Not her vagina, but her ass. Impetuous. Inspired. The change in plans was a brilliant trick that would make this female take notice. Benito was gone, she had a new master now. 


  Honoria almost fainted from the wild burning sensation that followed when Rupert thrust his erection in her nether hole. The man hadn’t lied about his generous endowment. She abruptly moved spaces inside her mind and body, peeling away layers of fear, hurt, shock and indignation to find the core of her submissive self. She knew where she had to go, what she had to become, and was one with that role within seconds, bearing up to the hate-filled blitz in her nearly dry bottom, forgetting that this man for reasons she still did not understand, despised her and the child she loved. She had surrendered as much to other rapists; certainly for her daughter, she could do this with the same grace.  


  But even Honoria, as much of a masochist as she was, could not turn on the arousal she’d come to expect on such occasions, not this time. 


  ***


  Antonia stood by the opening to the new room that adjoined the pool house and watched her lover swing a hammer. Stripped to the waist, his muscles gleamed with sweat. She thought of their mingling sweat soaking the bedsheets. 


  “Hello, my sweet,” she said. 


  He abruptly turned around and frowned. “What are you doing here?”


  “I came to see you, aren’t you happy?”


  “Antonia, you can’t take chances like this.” He furtively looked around, afraid they might be seen. “You’re not supposed to be out without permission.”


  “Rupert told me to take a walk. He wanted to talk to my mother—in private.”


  “Really?” Rafael finally smiled, put down the hammer and strolled her way.  “What, do you think, is that all about?”


  “Oh, about the estate or something, so he generously granted me a little freedom.” She spoke in whispers, keeping her eye on the house, just in case.


  He stared at her. “You are amazing, girl.”


  “Am I? Why?”


  “All you’ve been through, you’re still a vision…and a sexy minx.” His voice lowered, vibrating right through her body.


  “I wish we could slip into the pool house,” she said, with a mischievous glint in her eye.


  Rafael shook his head. “You’re living dangerously, Antonia.”


  “But no one’s going to know.”


  “We already take too many chances.”


  “Oh, please. I see you and all I want to do is take you to bed.”


  “You think that I don’t have the same feelings?”


  She thought a moment. “Okay, how about tonight in my room?”


  “You’re crazy!” He backed up. 


  “Why not? Rupert won’t be there; he’s back with Sonia.”


  “But you don’t know that for sure. Be patient; we’ll have our time together when it’s safe. And don’t you go doing anything stupid, or you’ll find exactly what it’s like to disobey me.”


  “And what does that mean?”


  “I’m no Rupert, but I can blister a misbehaving ass if I have to.”


  Unfortunately, the threat did nothing to squelch Antonia’s desire. It only seemed to make it bloom beyond its bounds. Despite the fact that she could no longer desirously serve her depot husband and enjoy his outrageous demands, she still found a real attraction to this one dominant man whose efforts to contain and rule her were an expression of genuine love. 


  “Oh, my,” she said, her face coloring with a blush.


  “Yeah, oh my,” he shook his head. 


  “If Rupert were gone? Would you come to me then?”


  “We’d arrange something.”


  “You will still come to my morning room?”


  “I’ll do what’s safe. Now, you’d better get moving before someone sees us talking and starts asking questions.”


  The moment with Rafael was only brief, but enough to fan the flames of her lust. She wanted him in more ways than she could fathom now. She thrilled at his threats, at the terse commands. How like Rupert he could be and how very different. Something in the quality of his kindness spoke volumes about his sincerity. Most of all, she trusted him. 


  Dwelling on these thoughts, she moved back to the house as ordered and slipped inside, confronting Luisa in the back corridor. She looked up at the housemaid startled. 


  “You’re out, I see,” Luisa said. Her mouth formed a particularly snide grimace.


  “Yes. I took a walk to see how the new building was coming along,” Antonia said.


  “And Rupert knows this?”


  “He does.” She smiled, knowing that she was on firm footing here.


  Luisa’s haughty expression dimmed. 


  “Yes, Luisa, he does. In fact, he sent me outside himself.”


  “I find that unlikely,” the maid said, as Antonia pushed beyond her. 


  “Well then, ask him and he can tell you himself.”


  When Antonia reached the morning room, the door was ajar and neither her mother nor Rupert were anywhere around. 




  Chapter Eight


  In a conversation with her mother later that night, Antonia was advised to accept the role that her husband desired of her. Honoria warned her that Rupert had become a much more powerful man with Benito’s estate in his control. It would not be wise to cross him. Antonia should graciously relent to the man when he wanted her, and even if she were unhappy with him, she should be grateful that he had a lover he preferred to her. There was no shame in being the proper wife and hostess, in covering her disquiet with a pleasing smile, and even relenting to the indignity of the sexual relations he demanded. She was told to enjoy what pleasure there was. Once she did that, she’d find her pleasure expanding in ways she did not expect. 


  Honoria counseled her daughter in exactly the way that Antonia would expect of a mother who had been totally submissive to her own husband—a fact that the younger woman finally realized. And yet, strangely, Antonia also felt a degree of relentless passion behind this unwanted advice. She wondered if her mother had some particular reason for her emotional plea, some motivation she was keeping secret. As difficult as it would be to do, Antonia heard the desperation in her mother’s voice and decided to take her advice to heart.


  Within a few days, the routine in Rupert’s household was set. Antonia relented to her husband’s physical demands, even though she would still struggle with the anal sex. Otherwise, she lived her life in this lackluster splendor, waiting for a chance to be with Rafael. 


  Honoria, unbeknownst to Antonia, became Rupert’s sex pet…his current whip-slut…his favorite toy. He made her strip naked and scrub floors on hands and knees, while his assistant stood over her with a cane and brutally marked her bottom for not working fast enough. Occasionally, Rupert would show one of his pervert friends the compliant slut with the reddened ass, as she worked her way around the hard tiled floors. The pair would laugh at her humiliating condition and give the woman’s ass an extra dose of pain—a wooden slat, a ruler, anything would do as long as they could hear her shriek from the stinging bite. It took Honoria a few days to realize that Rupert didn’t want her to remain stoic in the face of the torment, as she’d been taught by Benito. He and his friends preferred to hear her squeal and watch her body attempt to wiggle away. She also discovered that she couldn’t start the histrionics too soon, or Rupert would know that she was only acting. She quickly learned exactly when to first object and have her master stop abruptly. All he wanted was to see her suffer. 


  Rupert gave Honoria a drafty back room to sleep in and kept her working hard all day on tasks for the sole purpose of her keeping busy. She rewashed floors, bathrooms and the kitchen—no wonder it sparkled as if no one ever cooked there.


  Once a day, Rupert would dress her up so she could spend time with her daughter, just to keep up appearances. The house staff, particularly Luisa, were co-conspirators in this scheme and took great pleasure in seeing the woman ripped from some menial task and required in seconds to present herself as a sociable and gracious lady, while hiding her hurt, whipped bottom. Sometimes, Rupert would stick a thick dildo up her ass and tie it in so that when she visited with Antonia, she’d be reminded every second of the power he wielded over every aspect of her life. 


  The man’s favorite moments with his new toy were in the dungeon, where he could unbridle his sadistic passions and not worry about screams. 


  She was bound, whipped, peed on, treated as if she were a dog, gang-raped and tortured. To Honoria’s credit as a masochist, there was little the man could do that truly violated her body. Pain was her constant lover, the euphoria it generated her friend. She could scream all she liked in the dungeon beneath the house and no one would hear but the master and those he brought with him. This was her freedom. She touched her soul in the hardest of scenes and for that moment was made to forget that every day, her life and her daughter’s lay in the balance. They teetered precariously on the whims of an unpredictable man that neither woman could afford to hate. While Rupert tortured the mother, the mother advised the daughter to love the man, to honor him, and to accept him as he was. In her mind, Honoria had no other choice but to surrender.


  “Miguel,” Rupert met the man in the back corridor of the house, “take my wife’s mother to the dungeon for me and pin her to the wall so I can use her mouth.”


  “Yes, sir,” Miguel said. He was a swarthy, stocky laborer with gnarled hands, a scruffy beard and beady eyes set deep under thick black brows, quite a contrast from his urbanely polished employer. 


  Honoria had been crouched in a corner on the floor, waiting for further instructions. She’d displeased Rupert that day, her ass particularly sore, and when he wanted her for anal sex, she’d balked, the only time she ever had. She knew with Benito that her complaints would be honored because they were so rare, but Rupert was not Benito and Rupert was pissed when she hesitated.


  While the master strode away, Miguel lifted Honoria to her feet and drug her to the cellar stairs. They then moved rapidly through the narrow passageways into the wine cellar and behind the wooden rack where the dungeon was hidden from the rest of the house. Rupert had taken great pains to be sure the room was well insulated for sound; he wanted a place he could work over women unrestrained. 


  “Down in the hole,” Miguel ordered his charge with a barking command. The demand was new to her, although she’d often noticed the several openings in the floor beside the cold stone wall and wondered what they were for. There was just enough room for her to step inside where her feet hit bottom in the dark space below, and then turn around. She cringed, expecting that any second a mouse or rat would be nibbling at her toes. 


  Just as Rupert ordered, her mouth was at crotch height. An ingenious design! 


  Miguel worked quickly, strapping the woman’s naked body to the wall, at the neck, at the waist, and at her thighs. He pulled her arms up and to the side, strapping them at the elbows and wrists so tightly that the rough brick scratched her skin. 


  When Rupert swaggered in, she knew to be ready for his stiff organ to ram her throat. She gulped nervously, taking on the attitude of surrender, as she watched the man move forward and unzip his pants. Almost before his erection was completely free, he slammed his groin into Honoria’s face, expecting and finding her mouth wide open. He hit his mark and didn’t stop the violent thrusts until he was ready to ejaculate. She was no more to him than a sex doll. And although her jaws could hardly open enough to handle the immense size of his organ, she became what he needed her to be. Her mind disconnected and her body melded with the stone behind her. Her mouth was no more than a soft opening in the hard wall of life that a man could use to assuage his inner fury. By the time Rupert withdrew from her, her bare crotch was dripping sex juice, attesting to her own desire. The liquid slithered down her thigh and trickled to her feet leaving the evidence available for anyone watching to notice. 


  “Keep her strapped to the wall for now. I have other plans for her later,” Rupert said brusquely, as he zipped his pants, scowling at the vacant expression on the woman’s face. He’d rather see her hurting, but this wasn’t bad for an afternoon’s fix. “I think the needles might inspire a little more anguish in the slut.” He looked at her crotch, seeing the wetness on her thighs glistening in the flickering lamplight, then moved to the door motioning Miguel to follow. 


  A moment later, the dungeon went black.


  Honoria’s bones ached by the time Miguel returned to the room. His lantern blinded her eyes. 


  He started with her hands undoing the straps, moved to her elbows, her neck, her waist, her thighs, until she was finally freed from the wall. Her limbs were so weak that Miguel had to lift her from the well and onto the table that stood in the center of the room. While her heart begged for some relief, her weary mind understood that another horror would soon follow. Was Rupert trying to break her? she wondered silently. 


  At least, there was some reprieve for her hurting limbs. She had no idea how many hours she had been bound to the wall—it might have been just minutes. But regardless, her body felt as if it had been beaten for hours.


  Honoria was strapped in again, her arms above her head, her legs bent and spread wide apart. The focus was on her sex lips; with her legs so positioned, her crotch was left vulnerably open. 


  “Ever been pierced?” the surly Miguel asked her.


  “No, sir.”


  Pleased to hear this, he smiled in his smarmy way and went on with the task.


  Honoria watched carefully as the man fit his thick hands into latex gloves; she chilled hearing them snap against his wrists. 


  From a small metal case, he left lying beside her, Miguel pulled out long piercing needles with razor sharp ends. After swathing her labia with disinfectant, he lifted one plump sex lip and with startling swiftness, shoved the needle through the flesh. A spike of pain rushed her body, causing her to buck involuntarily, though strapped to the table, she hardly moved. 


  “Ah, yeah, that hurts, huh?” Miguel observed. “And it’s just the first,” he shook his head, “The man says ten, and I tell him that’s a lot in one night, even if she is a painslut. But he insists. What the man wants, he gets. Hey, at least they aren’t permanent.” He talked like a friend. “Course taking them out will probably hurt almost as much as putting them in.” 


  This was all the apology Honoria would get for the pain that continued to rain through her body like a shower of fiery sparks. Miguel pierced each labia three times, making a row, then he speared the hood of her clitoris. She shrieked, arching her back on that one as the pain turned her entire crotch into a ball of fire. She had almost lost consciousness by the time he moved to her nipples, but she was aware enough that she began to weep quietly. The suddenness of each piercing was not something she could get used to and her sorrowful tears continued until there were two needles skewering each nipple. Each needle was three inches long so they extended far beyond the flesh, making any movement or change in her position difficult.


  Her heart beat fast, her breathing was ragged.


  “Hey it’s done, slut. Relax.”


  Relax? Inhumane!  Impossible! Nevertheless, she tried. 


  The enormity of her pain finally subsided until she was left with a dull but very potent ache that could not be ignored. She hoped Miguel was finished, but the needles were just a start. From each one, he fixed tiny chains on either side of the pierce and connected them to the other chains in her pubic nest. The effect was a heavy weight on the already stretched skin. Her whole being burned with pain.


  “I feel faint,” she gulped, as her lightheadedness made it difficult to concentrate. 


  “Oh, no, you don’t,” Miguel assured her, slapping her face lightly to rouse her. “He’ll get rid of you for sure if you fail him.”


  Yes, she remembered Rupert’s words. Don’t fail me. 


  It wouldn’t bother her to fail the man, but it wasn’t her he planned to sell. She had to protect Antonia. “No, no, I won’t fail.” She took a deep breath, and the storm of pain subsided for a second.


  “See, I knew you’d be okay,” Miguel said.


  Already her mind was coming around. Then with Miguel’s fingers carefully playing just inside the opening of her vagina, a welcome rush of sexual heat transformed her suffering into erotic sensations. This was not pleasure, just yet. But it was bearable. 


  “You are one fine bitch,” Miguel said, with genuine admiration. “Ah, yes, wet. What a slut!”


  She heard footsteps; Rupert coming in the room. 


  “Stand her up!” he ordered.


  “Hey, I’m not sure she can do that,” Miguel said.


  “Stand her up!”


  Three men pressed into the room behind Rupert. All four men watched Miguel methodically unstrap the pierced Honoria and bring her to her feet. The pain from the needles and the weighty chains almost made her knees buckle, but Miguel caught her, and played with her from behind, bringing back the sexual arousal that made the torture sufferable. 


  “So, here she is, gentlemen,” Rupert proudly presented the woman, while Miguel affixed Honoria’s wrists to a metal bar above her head. “My wife’s mother—but much more importantly, a sex slave on the trading block for whatever the price will bear. I’ve never seen a woman with such submissive instincts as this one. She naturally turns every plight into a source of pleasure. She feeds on abuse. And yet, she retains her beauty. The soft quality of innocent youth has never diminished.” Rupert turned to his guests. “What do you think?”


  “You want a price?” One of the men observed Honoria carefully, moving around her body taking snapshots in his mind.


  “I hoped to get an idea of her value,” Rupert said.


  “What about the girl?”


  “She’s possibly available, but not now, not yet.”


  Honoria winced inside hearing this, but said nothing. She hoped her submission would save Antonia, but maybe there was nothing she could do to protect her daughter from this savage man.


  “I think the pair would be perfect,” the one man said.


  “Exactly,” another agreed.


  The comments and speculation continued between the four, until they’d seen enough of Honoria and her suffering.


  As Rupert was leaving the room, Miguel waited for his further instructions.


  For a moment, the master gazed at the woman until at last a cruel smiled appeared on his face. “Oh, she’s been such a good sport. Why don’t you stuff her with a vibrator and see if she can come.”


  “So, I’ll remove the needles?”


  “Sure. But only after she comes. You’ll like that.”


  Apparently, he did. Once the four men were gone, Miguel followed Rupert’s instructions and stuffed a fat vibrator into Honoria’s vagina. This was a delicate procedure considering the way the needles and chains had to be carefully pulled aside. Once he had the dildo inserted, he strapped it in so it wouldn’t slide out. Then he turned it on and stood back to watch. 


  The results were almost instantaneous. A strange sort of pleasure gripped her body and she rode it hard until the vibrator was finally removed. Even then, she jerked as the spasms continued in a seemingly never-ending stream. 




  Chapter Nine


  Late in the night, Antonia stood at her bedroom window looking down at the entrance to the house. She’d heard some commotion below and awakened from a troubled sleep, seeing that the outside lights had been turned on. She stood in the shadows now, making sure that she wasn’t seen. 


  She watched as Rupert stood in the drive beside his Mercedes, talking with Miguel. When they finished their conversation, to her surprise, both men climbed into the car, Rupert driving. Speeding down the road, they were out of sight in seconds. 


  Heart suddenly pounding with excitement, Antonia moved fast. She dressed in pants and a plain shirt, clothes she’d worn on her father’s ranch that hung unused in the back of her closet of dresses. Then creeping quietly into the upstairs corridor, she moved stealthily down the stairs and slipped into her morning room. The house was like a tomb; not a soul stirred. Her excitement intensified. She moved from the morning room to the garden, and then staying under  cover, she made her way back to the pool house, where she’d find Rafael sleeping. Work on the addition was proceeding fast, and as if a hand reached down from heaven blessing her affair with Rafael, Rupert suggested that his contractor stay the night at the pool house when necessary so he wouldn’t need to drive the long distance home at night. Rafael, for appearances sake, hesitated to do so; what if the man knew about his affair with his wife  and the arrangement was a set-up? But Antonia didn’t have that worry; she had only her lust to draw her to the one thing that gave her life meaning.


  She knocked lightly on the pool house door, then cringed in fear when outside light bathed her in white. She quickly darted into the shadows. When the door opened, Rafael, dressed in nothing but a pair of shorts, looked out. 


  “Rafael…” she whispered. 


  He turned to the shadows where the shivering Antonia stood with a finger over her smiling lips.


  “What are you doing here?”


  “Please, let me in. Rupert’s gone.”


  Rafael looked at her strangely then turned around and walked back inside. The light went out. 


  The stunned Antonia didn’t know what to make of it, but she didn’t move. Seconds later, she felt her lover’s hand on her shoulder from behind. “You could have at least used the back door,” he said.


  “I was so excited to see you that I forgot!” She fell into his arms and held him tight. Where they stood in the space between the pool house and the new addition, they wouldn’t be seen from the house, even if it had been light. In this small, safe cocoon, what had been denied them for so many days suddenly poured forth with little restraint.


  While groping as renegade lovers, Antonia was nearly stripped of her clothes by the time Rafael guided her around to the back door of the pool house. Tumbling to the bed where they first made love, her boy’s clothes were stripped away and his shorts disappeared.  Naked, they made love in the dark, seeing with hands, and the feel of their flesh. Discerning with mouths. Noses smelling the pungency of love. Hearts thrummed, while their loins played a universal melody that only they could hear. 


  They whispered terms of endearment as Antonia’s sex was breached with Rafael’s erection. She kissed his lips and neck in wonder as he moved inside her. He kissed her breasts and bit the skin, teeth nibbling in a playful tease. She rolled up on his body and rode him from above, Rafael grabbing hold of her ass and squeezing the tight, round cheeks until her body flooded with the magnificent pain that had her on the threshold of climax. 


  “Oh, yes, yes!” her lips purred encouragement, body urgent and needy. 


  Rafael answered her profanely, “Yes, yes, fuck me, slut. Yess…ssssssss,” seething, groaning, hissing.


  Instantly her sex tightened around his organ; she loved the sound of dirty words. And with the guttural tone of his baritone vibrating through her every nerve, she played the tramp he wanted her to be. 


  Coming was easy; a swift beginning, middle and end that would set them up for more. Though for a time afterwards, they lay like children exhausted from running hard. 


  Rafael came out of his stupor first and sat up, pulling Antonia with him. “You have a score to settle with me, Antonia.” 


  “Score, what score?”


  “You really think Rupert’s gone for the night?”


  “What else am I to think when he goes roaring off at midnight?”


  “And he could roar right back; they probably went out for liquor. The man could be in your room right now, looking for a warm ass. What if we’re just seconds away from being found out? What if it’s over because you can’t restrain yourself?”


  “Good God, you’re serious. You’re scaring me.”


  “I should be scaring you. You’re too reckless, my darling.” 


  She didn’t care about being reckless; she was tired of being denied. 


  “I see you didn’t bother to object before we made love,” she noted. 


  He leveled her with a glaring stare.


  A hurt look set in on her pretty face. “Well, if we’re not reckless, we’ll never see each other,” she declared. She realized the depth of her resentment for her husband. “Who cares if Rupert finds out! It would be just as well. I’d run off with you tonight. I’m not going to live my life with Rupert forever. I won’t! I can’t!” Her anger engaged, she tore up from the bed.


  “Settle down, Antonia,” Rafael said, curtly. 


  “No,” her eyes flashed as they lighted on her lover. “I won’t settle down. And you shouldn’t either. It’s time you were man enough to do something about that blackguard. If you loved me you would!”


  The teeth in Antonia’s anger bit hard, and within the next instant, Rafael reached out, grabbed his enraged lover and pulled her over his lap. His hand came down on her behind with spanks so hard, she might have thought that it was Rupert paddling her bottom. 


  “You bastard, stop!” she yelled quite loudly.


  Rafael stopped just as she asked, but only to issue a grim and determined warning, “NOT A PEEP from you, Antonia. Not a peep or I will gag you silent.”


  The command rifled through her body stunning her to silence, and Rafael resumed beating her sore behind with the palm of his hand until she thought it would incinerate from the heat. 


  She twisted and turned, pounded her fists against his legs, but that only made the man gather her flailing hands in his one free hand and pin them firmly to her back. He kept on with the spanking hardly missing a beat. Trying her best to squelch her screams, she began pleading for mercy in tormented whispers. “I’m sorry, love, please stop… please, ouch! No please…” she went on and on in mounting desperation. When he finally quit, he let go of her and she landed butt down on the hard tiled floor. 


  “Ouch!” 


  “That ought to teach you not to raise your voice to me! Or make false accusations. I love you more than I do my own flesh. And I’m here watching over you. If I thought you were in any danger, we would be gone. But these things have to be timed properly or you can end up going from one bad situation to another. Now’s not the time leave, but it will be soon. You have to trust me. Keep your head about you. Don’t make waves. Put a pleasant smile on your face when you’re with Rupert. And especially be careful about seeing me. Who knows what spies he has lurking about?”


  “You really think we might have been seen?”


  He shrugged. “I don’t know. But you can’t trust anyone. You have to be careful. You have to be sure it’s safe.”


  “Then I’ll never see you.”


  He shook his head. “Yes, you will. I can always come to your morning room.”


  She tried to see the wisdom of this, but it still didn’t feel right. “Doesn’t it bother you that he takes me to bed?”


  “Of course, it does. But a romanticist I’m not. I’m a practical man. You’ve put up with him so far, you can continue a little while longer. If it were just you to consider there might not be such a problem. But now your mother is living in your husband’s house and if you run away, you have no idea what the man might do to her. I told you before; he has cruel ways with women.  You know that; he’s hardly been kind…” He wouldn’t finish his thought.


  Her face turned ashen. “Oh, my! I really hadn’t thought about that. You don’t think…”


  “I don’t know what to think. And I have no facts to go on, but I can’t imagine Rupert having your mother in his house unless there is some ulterior motive behind it.”


  “I think he just wants to take over the ranch, which he has every right to do. This was in my father’s will. Besides, I think he’s supposed to find her another husband.”


  “Yes. But has he done anything about that…” he said, grimly. Rafael knew what was taking place between Rupert and Honoria, not because he’d seen it, but because he knew the man and his kinks. He knew the way Rupert looked at the beautiful woman and what was behind that look. He knew the expression in Honoria’s eyes and what that meant. The two read like open books, and the daughter was the only one not to see the truth. For the time being, he’d leave her in the dark but wondering. Too much truth in the hands of an innocent girl like Antonia, and her impetuous response could lead to disaster. 


  Antonia smiled and moved back to the bed and into Rafael’s arms. 


  “I’m sorry I’ve been such a fool,” she said. 


  “Not a fool. You have a right to be young and careless, but just maybe not now.”


  He squeezed her sore bottom.


  “Ooo, my, that feels wonderful!” Her entire body began to sway as the erotic heat charged through her system. She ran her hand through his hair as he kissed her milky breasts and breathed in the sweet musk on her skin. “Maybe you should spank me more often,” she said, with a playful purr in her voice. 


  “I will. Trust that.”


  “Oh, you think I’m going to be bad?”


  “Bad or not, I like spanking this pretty behind.” He gave it another rough squeeze. 


  “Oooo. I think I like that.” He gave the squeezed cheek a firm smack. “Oh, my.” She wanted him again planted firmly in her sex.


  “And you like to be tied up. I’ll bet you even liked to be flogged. I already know you like to screw hard, little girl.”


  “You’re discovering all my naughty secrets,” she said with a playful pout.


  “Don’t worry. You’ll get your share of the hard ass bastard in me that you love so much.” He pushed her back. “But not tonight.”


  “What do you mean, not tonight?”


  “I mean, that if you don’t get caught sneaking back into the house, and Rupert hasn’t come home and found you gone, and you manage to get in your room without being seen, there will be other nights for us to play.”


  “You’re sending me back?” She looked incredulous.


  “What did you expect?”


  “But…”


  This time he covered her lips with his finger to silence her. “Put your clothes on. It’s almost two and if we’re lucky everyone will have gone to sleep. No better time to slip inside unseen.”


  She knew it was no use arguing. Moving swiftly on Rafael’s orders, she dressed, kissed her lover a longing goodbye kiss and crept back in the house and into her bed. 




  Chapter Ten


  An unusually pleasant dinner party took place some days later with Rupert acting as a gracious host for a wealthy Marquis. There were several other of Rupert’s friends attending, four couples—an oddity for a man who seemed to prefer men to women in social situations. Rupert would rather have his women naked and at his feet, where he had absolute control of them. Those women disinclined to his peculiar desires, women with aggressive controlling spirits that could not be conquered annoyed him, even made him nervous, although no one would know that. He put up with two such females on this occasion, since they were married to male friends he specifically wanted at the party. 


  The most unusual guests at this gathering were his wife and his mother-in-law. Although there had been few occasions for Honoria to attend an event like this since she arrived nearly two months before, the entire household and Honoria herself were surprised she had been invited. To everyone but her daughter, she was considered no more than a lowly servant in the master’s house. At the table, Honoria sat at Rupert’s right hand, Antonia at his left. The seat at the other end of the table normally reserved for the hostess or wife was filled by the kindly smiling Marquis. While some might find the seating arrangement odd, it was hardly surprising for a man like Rupert who valued women so little. 


  The evening hummed along like the festive occasion it was, with a lingering dinner, wine, rich deserts and an after dinner aperitif that made everyone a bit woozy in a pleasant satiated sort of way. 


  As the Marquis and Honoria were the only unattached people at the party, she wondered if the charming gentleman was there because of her. With no explanation about the man and how Rupert knew him, her mind filled with speculations. After listening for some time to the Marquis’ amiable conversations with the women at the other end of the table, Honoria concluded that he was a newcomer in Rupert’s society—or at least a stranger to this group of friends. The banter was light and a bit formal to start, although it warmed considerably as the long dinner wore on. 


  The Marquis had been a widower for several years. As an eligible bachelor, he was the kind of man who’d easily attract single women looking for a wealthy mate. His hair was silver-gray, his square face well-defined and handsomely tan, his eyes, though dark and a bit mysterious, shone with warm congeniality throughout the meal. His confidence was rooted in a noble past and a hard work ethic—his shipping business was still guided through his day-to-day, hands-on involvement. He remained physically active, playing polo throughout Europe and sailing in major boating races in the Mediterranean, Caribbean and South Pacific. His opinions were firm on many matters, particularly his clear dislike of the United States and Western ideas. “I find the country far too diverse for me. Although I realize the diversity is one of its assets, I am at heart an Old World man, with simple tastes and a need for a less harried life. I prefer structure, order, and routine. I suppose that would make me dull by some people’s account. I wouldn’t last a week in the bustle of a city like New York.”


  “You’ve never been to New York?”


  “Never,” he said, proudly. “I can tell without going there that those rowdy Americans and their revved up lives would quickly rub me wrong. I’d be walking the streets with a shot gun, taking no prisoners.” He chuckled playfully with the two women at either side of him, who were totally entranced by the man’s no-nonsense talk. If his views seemed antiquated, they didn’t seem to mind. “I’m afraid I’m not a tolerant man,” he added. “I like my quiet. I like my peace, my home, my drink, my dogs, my ponies and my money—probably in that order.” He smiled.


  “And your women?” a blushing brunette wife asked.


  “I like them contentedly at my beck and call.” 


  The woman’s pink face flushed a little deeper, while Honoria’s tummy had a terrible case of the jitters following that remark. The longer the man held court in the room, the less certain she was that she could hang on to her poised, compliant manner. She trembled so badly inside that she almost asked to be excused—but there was no opportunity with the conversation flying back and forth so rapidly, and Rupert totally engaged with his guests, paying no attention to either his wife or his mother-in-law.


  The Marquis thought himself ‘dull’? Honoria wondered to herself. He wasn’t a dull man at all. He was witty, humorous and flirtatious without disrespecting the women he spoke with. He was far more handsome than her husband, despite the fact that he was probably older by several years. Her only complaint was that he showered his attention on the attached women at the table and not her. Of course, she wasn’t close enough for them to have a personal conversation, but with her own demeanor being naturally reticent, she failed to attract even one glance. 


  By the time the meal was over, Honoria was certain that Rupert had plans for her and the Marquis. She could think of no other reason why the man was there, and why she’d been asked to join the party. Devious Rupert always had a reason for everything. Maybe, it was just hope that fed her conclusions. But there were a few small hints during dinner that led her thoughts in that direction.


  “The Marquis has been in mourning for sometime,” Rupert announced. “I only met her once, but his Anna Maria was a fine beauty, the perfect compliment to a man who owns his world and dominates it with a firm rule. She understood his needs and has been terribly missed.” Rupert smiled at the man in admiration, holding his wine glass as if he were toasting the occasion. The rest of the table looked at the self-effacing gentleman with expressions of sympathy carefully manipulated by their host. “The Marquis has been a mentor to me. I thought this would be a perfect opportunity to give my friend a proper return to social life. Something intimate and casual.” Rupert’s smile then turned a bit wicked. “We’ll have a few parlor games later that I have planned especially for our honored guest.”


  The room buzzed in apparent knowingness; all but Honoria and Antonia understood what Rupert meant by parlor games. However, while Antonia was completely in the dark, Honoria found the master’s short speech deliberately suggestive, filled with insinuations that could easily lead directly to her. She quivered in anticipation, growing more light-headed and apprehensive every second. She realized that she’d hardly eaten a thing, and with three drinks in her system, she did clear-headedness no favors. 


  When this revelation hit like a bolt out of the blue, she set her drink glass down with an unusually resounding thump, the glass clanking against the one beside it. The room was at that very second in a lull before another conversation began; everyone turned and stared.


  “Excuse me,” she apologized blushing.


  “Are you okay, my dear?” Rupert asked. “You look pale.”


  “I’m fine… I-uh…just fine. I didn’t mean to interrupt.” She glanced down the table at the Marquis, who, like the others, stared at her in wait. His gaze was arresting, turning Honoria into a quietly hysterical mass of ragged nerves. She put her hands in her lap and fidgeted with them, while smiling respectfully and then glancing down. Antonia found her mother’s behavior puzzling and was about to speak when Rupert suddenly jumped in. 


  “Antonia, it’s been a long day for you, I think it’s time for you to retire to your room. I’m sure the rest of the evening’s plans will bore you.”


  “How can you assume that?” she said, trying very hard to be sweet. She thought she saw a look of disapproval in her mother’s eyes. “I think I’d like to stay.”


  “I know you might think so, but I’m making the call for you tonight. Run a long now.”


  Antonia hesitated, looking from Rupert to her mother, as if seeking some support.


  “I’m sure Rupert’s right,” Honoria had the presence of mind to say without offending the master.


  Feeling put-down like a small child, Antonia was almost in tears. But since the conspiracy seemed to be coming as much from her mother as her husband, she decided that to argue was pointless. 


  She graciously paid her respect to Rupert’s guests and scurried unhappily from the room. Once she’d left, her husband excused himself and followed his wife up the stairs. 


  “Am I not old enough, worthy enough to be a wife to you?” she asked her husband, despondently. She honestly didn’t care if she was; it was the fact that she was being forced out for unknown reasons that upset her.


  “Frankly, I didn’t think you’d care to be there.”


  “And if I did?”


  “You’d still spend the evening upstairs. Now get undressed—quickly. I need to get back to my guests.”


  “Well, then, go,” she said. 


  “No, you’ll get undressed first. I have plans for later.” 


  The two squared off, eyeing each other like opponents. Antonia, however was no match for Rupert’s unflinching intensity. She knew that the ground she walked on was slipping under her feet like sand. She remembered her mother’s eyes and her mother’s unexpected complicity in Rupert’s decision. Even now, staring at her husband and seeing the lust written in his unwholesome expression, her body smoldered with undeniable, though unwanted sexual arousal.


  She began to undress. 


  Having won her obedience, Rupert moved to the other side of her bedroom, to a locked cabinet from which he withdrew something unseen by her. 


  “Turn down the covers and lie down on the bed, wife,” he said on returning to her side.


  He scared her. But her fright was only more fuel for desires that billowed in reckless waves through her young body. She hated even the thought of getting turned on by the man she now despised, but that was exactly what was happening. Was she betraying Rafael? she wondered to herself. 


  She remembered the night at the pool house when her lover ordered her to submit to her husband. Rafael said he was a practical man. But would he be ‘practical’ enough not to condemn her for this disloyal lust?


  “Lie down,” Rupert had to repeat.


  Responding to the chilling coldness in her husband’s voice, Antonia did as she was told. 


  Rupert wordlessly moved around to the four corners of the bed and cuffed each wrist and ankle, padlocking each buckle and attaching each cuff to chains that looped around the four bedposts. Antonia was silent too, though some small defiance made her weakly resist when Rupert grabbed her first wrist. His eyes brought her quickly around, and relenting, Antonia could do nothing but allow herself to be securely bound to the bed. 


  “You look very appealing to me this way,” Rupert said. He’d just clicked the last padlock shut. 


  The bondage rattled ominously whenever she moved. 


  “Why, Rupert?” she asked meekly.


  “Because this is what I want from you tonight, wife,” he answered. “As the evening wears on and I enjoy my guests’ company, I’ll think of you lying here. A secret shudder of satisfaction will keep my erection on edge all night. Having a helpless victim tethered to my consciousness will constantly remind me of my power. That is my aphrodisiac, my Antonia. The one I love the most.” He fished for something in his pants pocket. “And here,” he showed her something that looked like a small dildo. “This will keep you from falling asleep. It’s called ‘the little sadist,’ because it’s very invasive in vibration…state of the art in fact. There’s a programmed microchip inside that is designed to read your physical signals for spasmodic activity. If you get too close to coming, it will shut right down until your body has sufficiently retreated, then it will start up slowly. I’ve seen women go on for hours, as long as two days with one of these inside them, and not come. The nice thing about this model is that there are inserts for both the vagina and the rectum, so both of your openings will be stimulated. I understand, though I’ve not seen it yet, that the sensations are even more deeply penetrating and extreme with the anal add-on, again without the benefit of the orgasmic finale. You’ll be held on the precipice in wait until I return.”


  “Oh, Rupert, this is torture!” Antonia cried, as her husband inserted the two small bullets deep in both orifices. There was a leather piece that covered the openings and straps that held the leather in place. Using a remote control, Rupert set the program off. 


  “That’s what they mean by ‘the little sadist.’” He smiled.


  “Oh, why do you hate me?” she wept.


  Although the question was basically rhetorical, Rupert considered it thoughtfully for a few moments. He finally said, “I don’t hate you, Antonia. I don’t think I’m capable of that intense an emotion. I’m a sadist and you’re a thing I use to satisfy my craving. Hate? This is not about hate. It’s strictly about desire. I had hoped that your desire would be the proper compliment for mine. It might still be. I think if you surrendered a little more, you might just find this a pleasurable experience.” His train of thought ended abruptly. Then remembering his further plans, he finished, “I need to get back to my guests. I suppose by the time I get there they will all be naked.”


  The picture of an orgy was the thought he left her to ponder as the vibrating grasp of the sadistic device began to do its wicked work. 


  ***


  When Rupert re-entered the dining room, the lively conversation was still going strong. Everyone seemed to join in the exchange about politics and global warming—all but Honoria, who was noticeably silent, except for the one instance when the Marquis specifically addressed a question to her. 


  “I understand you lived for many years on a working ranch and farm. What kind of environmental issues did you have there?”


  “Oh, I’m afraid that was my husband’s concern,” she said, self-consciously. “He didn’t bring me into matters of business.” In her mind, the sound of her voice had a hollow and awkward ring. She felt stupid answering this way, but would have sounded more so if she’d tried to guess at matters she knew nothing about. Everyone looked at her, waiting, expecting more, but her tongue had gone silent with nothing to say.


  The Marquis finally nodded and posed a different question to one of Rupert’s male friends, letting Honoria off the hook. 


  A few minutes later when Rupert returned, she was almost glad that the evening would take a new turn. If this had to do with her, then they might as well get on with it. As expected, Rupert suggested that his guests retire to the adjoining room. The large living room was rarely used, but had obviously been furnished for the comfort of many guests. There were two large leather couches and several chairs in a grouping that accommodated the entire party, especially since three of the women were ordered to sit on the floor—actually one woman sat on a low stool, but the effect was the same, defining the relationship she had with the man who sat above her. Honoria sat at Rupert’s feet. 


  As soon as the guests settled in, a crescendo of energy swept through the room and the erotic flavor of the evening intensified. A small argument began between one couple, a Dominant male and submissive female, that ended with the testy redhead held firmly by the hair as she unbuttoned her dress and removed it over her feet. She wore a pale turquoise corset underneath that left her breasts completely exposed while pushing them into a cleavage that drew everyone’s eye. The nipples centered in her round breasts were dark with hard-knotted centers. They luridly invited every eye to gaze on them, while the reluctant woman squirmed uncomfortably from the forced exposure.


  “She’s due to be beaten, Rupert,” her Dominant said, in reference to his submissive’s small rebellion.


  “Then she’ll be beaten,” the man answered. 


  “But I want her beaten here, in this room.”


  “Really? Not the dungeon?”


  “No. She gets too much satisfaction from dungeon sceneing. Tonight she needs the punishment, not the pleasure.”


  Rupert smiled broadly at the idea. “We do have our ways, Garcia, don’t we?”


  He nodded, while Rupert turned his attention to the other submissive female, the one sitting on the stool. The eyes of the room followed his, resting on Marco Ruiz’s Solona.


  She too squirmed uneasily, suddenly the center of attention. She sat with her feet folded back under her, something that would be difficult for a woman as big as Solana, but she managed; she’d been trained well. Her raven-colored hair fell nearly to her waist, covering her shoulders in a cloud of black. She was a voluptuous woman, a hellcat, but she also understood her place. 


  Marco grabbed her hair and tugged; the woman faintly winced. 


  “Maybe we’ll play later,” Marco said to his host. “But for now, we watch. I prefer not to broadcast my plans in advance.”


  Rupert nodded, then his eyes searched the rest of his guests. “I’d suggest that if you’re squeamish because of what we do here, you’d better excuse yourselves.” He looked directly at the two women who sat like prima donnas in haughty but discreet defiance of men who viewed their wives and lovers as lowly chattel. 


  Pilar, the brunette who’d blushed so when the Marquis spoke to her at dinner, was now fully composed, sitting beside her husband and holding his hand as if he were her possession. “You think Marietta and I can’t handle your brutality, Rupert, you have no idea what your female counterpart can be like,” she said, icily.


  “Oh, you’re saying you’re allowed to behave as a Domme?” Rupert matched her sarcasm.


  “I behave as I choose. I’m a free woman.”


  “These women are free to choose. Would any of you deny that?” he searched the faces of the humbled women, including the submissive Honoria at his feet. None would speak. 


  “They hardly look like they have the right to choose,” she quipped. “Pedro can play with his fantasies if he likes, just as I have my lovers. But I would never allow myself to be so abused.”


  “Then obviously you’ll never know what pleasures there are to be gained,” Rupert said.


  The woman rose from her chair. “You know, I think I’ll have a smoke on the veranda while you men are beating your pretty toys. Want to join me?” she asked Marietta.


  “Why not? The air is fresher outside.” She turned to her husband, “Sorry, Jose.”


  “Ah, get on with you, bitch,” he shoved her forward and she flashed him a dirty look over her shoulder as she sauntered out of the room, her butt cheeks looking like two fat melons as they swayed beneath her long silk skirt. 


  With the pair gone, Rupert saw his plan unfold without any difficulty.


  “Maybe we shouldn’t have brought them, but they insisted,” Jose said.


  “They’ll do better outside,” Rupert said. “I’m having Luisa bring them drinks. They can swim if they like. The pool is lovely this time of day.”


  “I’m sure they’ll have no problem amusing themselves,” the man joked.


  “Marquis,” Rupert moved on, his eyes lighting on the gray-haired man to his right. “It’s been an honor having you here. I hope you’ll continue to enjoy your stay; I have much yet to show you.”


  “Yes, it has been pleasant.” Though he frowned a bit. “But you wouldn’t mind if brought Toro inside? I hear him whimpering. I’m afraid I’m an indulgent master.”


  Rupert nodded his consent, and the Marquis moved to the outside patio door where the leashed animal sat waiting for his master. 


  “What kind of dog is that?” Frederico asked, as the guest of honor returned to his chair with the animal at his side.


  “Mastin Pasado. A Spanish Mastiff. He’s especially large, but unusually devoted for this breed. I am still training him.”


  “I take it you have more than one animal in your kennel?” Jose asked.


  The Marquis laughed. “Indeed. I have three breeds, now ten dogs, three breeding bitches. I do as much training as I can, but I have two trainers who do most of the work. I dabble when I have time. When I travel by car, however, I try to take one of my dogs with me. It’s a comfort, good company and good for them.”


  The testy redhead noticeably shuddered. 


  “I think you have my wife scared to death.”


  “Really? Of an animal like this?” the Marquis was surprised. 


  “What do you think, Honoria?” Rupert asked the woman at his feet.


  “I am used to dogs, sir.”


  “Are you now? And how used to them are you?”


  She shrugged. “I would sometimes spend nights in my husband’s kennel.”


  “Oh, so you have an intimate understanding of the animals.”


  “I’m not sure what you mean.” She looked up at him puzzled.


  “No? Hmm. I wonder.” He peered down into Honoria’s bewildered eyes. “Look at the beast.”


  “Sir?”


  “Look at him.”


  Honoria turned her head and stared at the obedient mastiff sitting on its haunches beside the Marquis’ chair. The man held the leash loosely in his lap while gently stroking Toro’s head.


  “Does he raise an inner fire in you?” Rupert asked, but then just as quickly jumped in, “No, you don’t have to answer, just think about it, Honoria. How intimate would you be?”


  She could feel the heat on her cheeks rise, and a burning in her throat. These sensations were not unusual, although being erotic, they seemed particularly inappropriate and unwanted at this moment. 


  “You were trained to be a beast yourself, were you not? Just as these women have been? I wonder what you feel inside.” He put his hand on her shoulder and shoved, “Move to your hands and knees.”


  Honoria gazed at the man again, stupefied.


  “No, don’t look at me; look at Toro,” he scolded, “Don’t take your eyes off the mastiff’s face.” Honoria turned back, obeying the man, her eyes resting on the animal. “Now on your hands and knees.”


  As Honoria obeyed, Rupert dropped to the floor at her side, placed his hand on her ass and slowly worked her skirt up her thighs.


  “Let’s see what effect we have here, hmmm?  Maybe that will tell us a story about the slut’s lust.”


  With her skirt up over her hips, her ass was bare, her privates available for the man to explore at will. “Part your legs and let me feel,” he said.


  She did as she was ordered, submitting to the invading hand that went directly for her vagina with a ruthless purpose driving him.


  “Aw, just as I thought,” he smiled. “The woman’s dripping female cum. Look!” He lifted his hand to show the group his glistening fingers. “It’s because she knows the feral quality of animals, isn’t that right? You look that animal in the eye and lust for him.” 


  Rupert’s hand began to work her hard as the macabre cruelty of his words worked her mind into the tangle of crude thoughts. 


  “Think of it. A powerful beast, and you’re its beastly counterpart. You can imagine it, can’t you? And the thought of it makes you burn. Burn, Honoria.” He jabbed his fingers into her like an erection. “You want it, don’t you? You can feel the intensity of the animal pounding inside you the way my hand drives for power. You want to be over powered; used inhumanly, degraded by this creature.”


  The dark eyes of the mastiff bore into her as if Toro knew exactly what the man was saying. 


  “Look at him! Look at him! Let him get inside you. That is what you want.” Rupert fucked her opening now with relentless passion. “You can imagine it happening, you know what it will feel like, the pleasure will sweep over you. Say you want it. Tell me.” He shook her body hard with his hand. “Tell me! Honoria. Tell me now!”


  Her mind was a horrible mess. Confused. Ashamed. But her body had just one goal now as Rupert’s penetrating fingers found the edges of her orgasm and began to nurture it with just the right amount of tease and thrust. 


  “Tell me, slut, you want the power of this nasty beast inside you. Tell me!” 


  His words hit like stones, bruising the tender femininity that was her natural appeal.


  Her face was hot, her body writhing involuntarily on the man’s probing hand. 


  “Tell me!” he ordered. His voice rose. “Tell me!”


  “Yes, yes!” she finally blurted out, “Yes, I want it.” Tears streamed down her face even as she began to shudder in the first stages of a tempestuous climax.


  “Of course, you do! You slut,” Rupert laughed. “The slut wants to get off,” he looked toward his awed guests, while his fingers continued their wicked sport.


  Honoria could not stop the fire. More of his tormenting hand and the spasms brightened in her belly, while her sex writhed on Rupert’s hand, clutching at it with her inner muscles. Her head fell back, her eyes closed, she moaned fitfully. 


  He jerked her hard. “No, bitch, look at the animal,” the man insisted. “Look at him. Don’t deny your thoughts. You know what you desire.”


  As the climax screamed through her body, she forced her eyes to open again and gaze at the Marquis’ dog.


  Rupert taunted her more. While he smacked her ass with one hand, his other thrust inside her body where her juices poured out in copious amounts. For several minutes of twisted agony and pleasure, her body shook with the sensations pounding meanly through her, hammering her to exhaustion.


  When Rupert finally withdrew his hand, he wiped his soaked fingers on her bottom and looked up at the astonished room. Only the Marquis seemed to handle the event without flinching; his poise had not wavered, although his expression was quite grim.


  Rupert returned to his chair and sat back, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction.  At his feet the vanquished Honoria slumped head down against the floor in a near faint; her arms, having buckled weak and useless to hold her weight, were sprawled on the carpet in front of her as if she were grasping for something beyond her reach. Her bared behind remained lewdly raised, while her being took on an attitude of profound despair.


  “So, Marquis, this is the slut I present you. Honoria.” He said her name with spite. “As advertised, she has been well trained. Although I’m sure the bitch is hardly good enough for animals as fine as your Toro, you know how far she’s willing to go for sexual satisfaction. She’ll make a good slut to serve your needs. And she’s so attractive, too.” His words were laced with mockery. 


  The gentle man across the room nodded, observing the situation with a patient look that was difficult to read. “I’ll be talking to her in private?” he asked Rupert.


  “Of course. She’s yours for the night.”


  “Thank you. I’m most impressed.”


  There wasn’t much thrill left in a party that began with this stunning a demonstration. The redhead was beaten and then Solana had her turn under the lash. Finally, the two beaten submissives were put in the center of the room and told to pleasure each other for the entertainment of the men. Before this began, however, Rupert ordered Honoria to her room to wait for further instructions. She was eager to be gone and pulled herself from the floor, moving quickly from the living room and through the house.


  ***


  It was after midnight when a gentle tap on the door disturbed Honoria’s quiet reflection. 


  “Yes?” She took the three steps in seconds and opened the door.


  The Marquis stood politely waiting for an invitation to enter, as she gazed with wonder into the man’s dark eyes. She unthinkingly stepped aside. The foreboding meaning of his visit had her insides raw and trembling within seconds. 


  “I see Rupert is not particularly generous with you,” the man stated as he quickly surveyed the cramped space. “Rather like an afterthought.”


  “It is adequate.”


  “Of course, it’s adequate,” he spit out. “A cell is adequate, a rock to hide under is adequate, a cave, a decent tree…I suppose, unless it snows.” He looked down at her and smiled, while viewing her carefully with eyes that seemed to peer right through her clothes. 


  As he stared, he pulled from his pocket a leather glove, which was probably made of deerskin or some other soft animal hide. It fit smoothly over his right hand, as close as latex and shined in the mellow glow from the single lamp that bathed the room with light.


  Once he fixed the tiny snap at his wrist, he laid his leathered-covered palm against Honoria’s cheek. Even through the glove, she could feel the pulse of the man’s body invading hers. She recognized the gesture as one of ownership. 


  She had to warn herself not to judge the scene too quickly. This man could be gone from her as quickly as he arrived. Worse yet, he might be a villain as evil as Rupert Reyes.


  The Marquis took Honoria’s chin in his hand and moved it back and forth, looking at her eyes, her nose, her ears with the scrutiny of a medical doctor. The aroma of leather permeated the air about her nostrils and she breathed in, feeling the scent move through her body as far as her extremities. If only her lips could taste the covered fingers and caress them with her tongue. 


  He ran his hand across her forehead, down her face to her throat, where a finger traced a line down the neckline of her blouse.


  Then he changed his scheme abruptly. He turned her around as if she were a doll, and felt the muscles in her upper arms. He squeezed her ass as he would a piece of fruit and finally moved his hand deeper into her crotch from behind, inching her skirt up as Rupert had done. She parted her legs without being asked. “Bend over,” he said. She did so, giving him access to her private places where the steamy warmth of her sexuality sat in wait, and expanded as he touched her. Unlike Rupert’s advances, the Marquis’ tactics were strangely respectful, even when the extreme nature of his probing might look like a blatant violation. She was, after all, a submissive and used to being inspected like a piece of meat, or soiled goods. 


  The purpose for the exam eluded her, not that it was unusual—it wasn’t, but there seemed to be something behind it that the Marquis was not revealing to her. 


  Of course in her world, she was owed no explanations. And since the Marquis had been given permission to use her at will, it was her duty to submit.


  The erotic fire in Honoria’s belly engaged as the Marquis continued with his ardent journey. He probed the deepest places, his leather fingers moving into her vagina for a time and then into her rectum with a daunting jolt that electrified her nerves from every angle.


  She grunted involuntarily and then wished she could take it back. 


  “Hurt?” he asked. 


  “No, sir.”


  “Then why make noise?”


  “I’m sorry, sir.”


  He massaged her pubic mound as if punishing her for the fault. “You’ve had some training, but not enough,” he said. 


  “What is lacking, sir?” she wondered. 


  He instantly slapped her bottom hard and she jerked, “You ask questions so blithely?”


  “I am sorry, sir.”


  “Damn right, you’re sorry. You’ll learn that quickly. I punish hard. I show no mercy.”


  “And I am trained to take that,” she assured him, with a tone of rising fear in her voice.


  “Yes. I’m sure.”


  Was he mocking her?


  “But you’re anxious tonight and I can excuse that.”


  He could?


  “You’re unhappy here,” he said.


  Was it so obvious?


  “Rupert is not a good man,” the Marquis went on. “He has no finesse, no morality that he lives by, no rules to guide his behavior and no respect for his lifestyle and the power he claims for himself. What happened to you tonight was Rupert’s doing, not mine. He will damage people, if he hasn’t already. And you know this—a woman trained by Benito del Gallo would know this. At the same time, you say nothing because you’ve been trained to be silent and accept. You sometimes fail to even recognize your feelings, let alone honor them, because any inclination to object has been trained out of you. But this time, I know you see the truth about your son-in-law as clearly as anyone.”


  She was still bent over, still being occasionally probed, although the intense inspection appeared to be over. While she listened to the man speak so reassuringly, she hardly the felt the physical penetration of his hand. Her in entire being was gripped by her rising emotions. 


  “The truth about Reyes causes you great fear, mostly for your daughter,” the Marquis went on. “You are clearly more submissive than she is. You most likely enjoy the sexual extremes practiced in this way of life with a greater zeal than she ever will. And now you know that you have to protect the girl from the man she married. You have undoubtedly advised her to be respectful of him, because you fear what he will do to her if she does not willingly submit.”


  Honoria could feel a fresh rain of tears threatening. A relieved sob caught in her throat.


  “How can you know all this?” she asked, as she began to softly cry. 


  “I observe,” he said. He withdrew his hand and brought her upright. Standing behind her, he spoke directly in her ear, gently, while he ran his hand along her shoulder in a repeated caress. He’d taken off his glove, she noticed, and she felt the touch of his warm skin against hers. 


  “How do I know? I am not a young man. I have trained and lived with submissive women for as long as I can remember. I have seen good masters and bad. I’ve seen novices who never grew up, but with boyish, immature fascination take the reins of a woman and run her into the ground. Later, they wonder why suddenly they have no warm body in their bed with them. No treasure at their feet. 


  “The fact is, most women are stronger than the men who claim them as their property. Some women know this, and some pretend not to know because they’ll be submissive at any price. There are other women who are ignorant of how they are used. They live behind a veil of illusions that is carefully manufactured by a cunning mind and manipulated by a devious heart. 


  “As for me, I think sometimes I was cursed, taken away from my right place in history and shoved into the 20th century, where I’ve been left with my medieval mind. Too many times, my hands have been tied. I have had to tiptoe around a woman’s desires in order to woo her, rather than her melding into me as part of single entity. But, Honoria, I see in you a woman who just might do that, meld with me. I know that must sound silly to a woman with a mind in this new century.”


  No, it did not sound silly to her.


  He placed his hands on her shoulders and turned her around. 


  “You are the kind of woman I could readily and joyously adore. Do I adore you now? No. First, you need to grieve the loss of your husband. You need your time, which Rupert has not given you. You’ll come to my home to repair and we’ll see what we might create together—in time.”


  “I would like that,” she said softly. Already, she was beginning to trust the man.


  “Do you have things to pack?” he asked.


  “Not really. I suppose a few dresses. I think Rupert gave everything else away.”


  “Then we won’t worry about that. Collect what you have here.  I’ll be getting the car.”


  “We’re leaving now, tonight?”


  “Yes, tonight.”


  “But … what about Antonia?”


  “Your daughter is indisposed elsewhere. You can call her tomorrow and tell her.”


  This was the only disconcerting thing about the Marquis’ spontaneous plans, but as with many things in her life, the decision was out of her hands. “Thank you. I would like to call her. There are things I need to say.”


  “I understand. Just remember, the young have a way of surviving, and so will she.” 


  ***


  While Honoria busily packed for a swift exit from Rupert’s house, Antonia lay writhing on her upstairs bed, waiting for her husband to return to her. The cruelty of her predicament could not be measured. Within the first fifteen minutes following the devious toy’s insertion in her body, her belly swelled with its physical reply to the stimulation. She felt the aching need to climax surge hard and fast, and then suddenly just as she was seconds from leaping into that holy fire, the stimulation vanished, like a candle blown from its wick by a gust of air. 


  Her hips lifted into the air, her aroused groin writhed to capture back that sweet fading feeling, as she struggled inside the bonds, desperate. Minutes passed and the sexual urge receded until there was just a tickle of arousal at the open door. The pulse of the device began again, taking her swiftly to the verge of climax. Again, just at the brink, the teasing stimulus stopped, nerve endings shriveled away like autumn’s frosted vines. Then another crescendo followed on the heels of the last only to fade with the dispatch of a mislaid dream. She clutched for more, time after time denied. Denied the power to turn off the damned machine, she lay victim to the next round of cruel torment. If only… her heart bled. 


  Her mind suffered. Her emotions turned raw and became enraged for a time. But to love or hate this torture was as useless as attempting to ignore it. 


  She contemplated surrender, embraced it with her ragged spirit and hoped to find some satisfaction in the waves of arousal that moved in her like a relentless sea. But it took such strength of mind to keep focused wholly on the long and rolling undulation. Like being on a carnival ride in an unending loop, in time, the thrill became a horrifying nightmare. She thought she would go mad.


  When the door to her room finally opened, her eyes communicated to Rupert the torment she felt with such speed and efficiency that without a single cry from her, or pleading words, he slipped his hand into his pocket and clicked the remote to off. 


  While he refused to admit his concern, he stalked the bed. “You seem no worse for wear.”


  “I thought I’d die!” she said in a voice too big for a submissive.


  “Oh, my! How melodramatic.”


  “Perhaps you should try this in the end of your prick and in your ass,” she spit out angrily.


  He slapped her cheek, and lowered his glowering face to hers. “Perhaps I should turn it on again.”


  “No, no!” She backed off quickly and he stood up.


  With her body finally finding a bit of peace, no great waves swelling in her without that fantastic crash, she realized how desperately she needed to pee, and the pressure in her rectum concerned her. 


  “I have to go to the bathroom, Rupert,” she said.


  Rupert laughed. “I imagine you do.”


  Her husband moved around the bed, undoing her bonds, then removed the offending device from her body. The relief was a jolt as welcome as an orgasm. She was free to use the toilet and scrambled there quickly.


  Once she returned to the room, however, Rupert bound her to the bed as he had before. 


  Antonia shuddered, afraid he’d use the despicable toy again, but thankfully, he did not. Instead, he smiled at her, knowing that she had still not climaxed. To her further torment, he would continue with his plans to deny her sexual satisfaction while he enjoyed his power to do that. The only saving grace was that her erotic body would not be ruled by a blasted microchip. 


  “Until morning, my sweet,” he said, with his typical flair for sarcasm.


  After pulling the covers over her body to keep her warm, he turned out the light and left the room. 


  Later in the night, Antonia heard the sounds of Rupert and Sonia having sex in the bedroom next door. She was aware only then, that her husband had, deliberately, changed the furniture in his bedroom so that the bed was on their shared wall. Was his only purpose in life to think up new ways to make her suffer?


  She finally drifted to sleep for a short while, wondering how she would survive this disaster of a marriage, let alone the long night. The counsel of her mother may have been wise, but in her heart, she’d rather be dead than live with the man…better still, she’d rather Rupert die some ghastly death. 


  When in the dead of night her mind finally drifted from thoughts of her revenge, the picture of her lover came to mind. Ah, Rafael! The one person who could quell her anger. Yes. She would see Rafael soon. And he would find a way to save her. 




  Chapter Eleven


  “Where is my mother?” Antonia stormed into her husband’s office uninvited. Leaning into his desk, she exploded. “Where is she?”


  “What do you mean, where is she?”


  “I’ve been told she is gone, not in the house, moved away, not coming back!”


  “Yes, that’s true. I bartered her to the Marquis last night and she left with him.”


  “Bartered her?  You have no right!” She was nearly in tears.


  “Oh, I beg your pardon. I have every right to find your mother another position.”


  “Another husband?”


  “Who said she’s going to be married?”


  “Well, is she?”


  He shrugged unconcerned. “How the hell do I know what the Marquis is doing with her?” He sniggered. “You should have seen her last night with his dog, Toro. I thought she was going to fuck the beast. Honoria is really an unredeemable slut.”


  Antonia could not hold back the fire behind her rage or the arm that reared back and slapped her husband’s face before he realized what was happening. He caught her hand on the second attempt and practically dragged her over the desktop. 


  “I should cage you in the dungeon, wife, and leave you there for the rats. You say another word, I will.” His eyes shot holes like bullets through her skull, while the cruelty in his voice made her think twice. After the night she’d just spent, she believed he’d do exactly as promised. She forcefully pushed her anger back. Her bristling body relaxed and she slipped from her husband’s grasp, falling back into the chair in front of his desk. 


  “I’m sorry, sir, I overreacted,” she said like a programmed robot. 


  “Yes, I’ll bet you are sorry.” His tone was haughty, but he’d been shaken too and was only just recovering. “Face it, Antonia, your mother was a slut for your father, his toy, his plaything to use, to beat and to pass around. That is what she knows and loves.  She’d be miserable living a conventional life.  The Marquis is a man just like Benito, so I’m sure she’ll fit perfectly in his household, the dutiful slave she is. You could take a few lessons from her.”


  Antonia wanted to object, finding her anger still hot and ready, but she didn’t dare. 


  “The day before I met you, the day before I married you, your father demonstrated his passion for me by ordering his wife, your mother, Honoria, to come to her knees before me and strip off her clothes. Her breasts were crudely bound with rope until they were purple and misshapen. Your father then gave me permission to beat them, and I was happy to oblige. The harlot practically climaxed, the brutality so aroused her.” Antonia’s stomach began to grind with more spiteful passion.  


  “Since she’s been here, I’ve been using her for sport, torturing her in the dungeon beneath the house, beating her until she comes, and taking her ass or mouth whenever I like. You think she hates it? She may hate me. But I doubt she hates the cruelty. I could show you pictures of her blissful face.”


  “Rupert, please don’t! I’ve heard enough. Please.” She wanted to flee the room; only the mind-numbing images marching through her brain stopped her from running. 


  “Sure, I’ll stop. But don’t think there’s not more to tell. Now that you know the truth, we don’t have to hide it from you anymore. Maybe, just maybe, the Marquis will be nicer to her than I have been. I doubt it, but who knows? You can be thankful that I haven’t been as cruel to you as I was to her.”


  “Yes, sir. I suppose I should be thankful,” she rattled off words she knew he wanted to hear.


  “I would punish you now for your assault on me, but I’ll give you your moment of anger considering the lovely rush you gave my bout with Sonia last night. Incomparable. My wife on the other side of the bedroom wall, bound and roused, listening to the sounds of sex, unable to satisfy her clamoring need. What better aphrodisiac for me?” He sighed dreamily thinking of the pleasing memory, then roused himself, his eyes imperiously focused on her. “Well, I can’t spend all day enjoying the memory. I’m going to New York for a week and I need to get packing. You run along to your morning room.” 


  Antonia did just that. But instead of dwelling on the humiliation and horrible things Rupert had said about her mother, she wanted to shout for joy. Her marriage had disintegrated into nothing but a nasty mockery of Rupert’s scorn and her anger; there was no use pretending otherwise. But he was going to New York for a week…a week of freedom…a week of Rafael…a week to love, to hold, to kiss the man she loved and make her getaway. Despite her unfortunate circumstances, she now had reason to hope.


  ***


  “Ah, my darling, I can’t imagine being anywhere but here, with you,” she kissed his lips and then climbed upon his body, rubbing her used wet sex against this sagging penis, now nestled in the nest of black pubic curls. “Ummmm, you could get me going again,” she said, as her groin began to pulse with desire. 


  “Yes, I suppose I could, but three times in an hour is a little much for a man—any man.”


  “Oh, dear!” she pouted, sitting up on his belly. She looked out the window seeing the sun rise on another beautiful night with Rafael, the third now in a row. “I suppose you’re going to tell me to go back to the house, huh?” 


  “I am,” he said, with the same firm look in his eyes he employed every time they had to part. 


  “Can’t you please take me away from here?”


  “I am arranging that, Antonia, but it won’t be easily done. I don’t want to be put in jail for absconding with the man’s wife. Even if you defended me, Rupert has the power—the money—to defend his position as your husband in court. The law is on his side, not mine. There’s not a judge in this country who wouldn’t put you right back here under his control.”


  “Well then damn the judges, and damn this place! We’ll go some place else. Italy, France, no better yet, the United States. We could melt inside their big melting pot and no one will find us.”


  “You’re a foolish dreamer, girl. Running away isn’t the answer.”


  “Why not? Mama’s gone. You said I had to stay to protect her. But I can’t protect her now.”


  He shook his head. She was so young. Even more regrettable, she had been so sheltered, and still was. She had no idea of the way the world worked. 


  “Antonia, I won’t be swayed by foolish thinking. I’m working out a plan that I think will sway Rupert into giving you up. But I need to consult with a lawyer and I’ll be doing that in a couple of days when I go to Madrid.”


  “Madrid, what do you mean Madrid? You’re leaving me? Why don’t you take me? This is perfect timing.”


  “No, it’s not perfect. Rupert will find out, we’ll be hunted, caught and I’ll be thrown in jail for kidnapping Senora Reyes.”


  “Are you sure you want me?” she asked, while despondently trying to climb off him. But Rafael was quick to react. He clutched her in his arms and rolled her over on her back. Now he was on top of her so she was pinned to the bed by his muscular body. His face was just inches from her face.


  “Don’t ever say that again! You know I want you. That I love you and I have no intention of letting you pine away with that despicable man. Now tell me you know this with your heart. Say it!”


  She looked at him, so stunned she couldn’t speak.


  “Say it, Antonia!”


  She trembled so hard, she could barely cough up a whisper, though she managed to answer him. “I know you love me, Rafael, and are doing everything you can to keep us together.”


  “That’s better.” He covered her face in kisses, while her hands explored every muscle in his back to memorize the way he felt. She drank in his essence so she’d remember how his body smelled after sex. She tasted his skin and the salt that lingered after the perspiration of the sex act had dried. Loving him was an experience for five senses; the impressions she’d store in her memory for later, when he was gone. “Don’t ever doubt me. You do, and I’ll have to beat you again.”


  The threat sent a cold chill darting down her spine. She smiled. “That would be a funny way of loving me.”


  He shrugged. “You can thank Rupert for that one thing. I think he raised the sexual tigress in you with his ropes. I’m going to have to bind you more. Let you taste the pain that you love so much.”


  Funny, she could spend the night bound to her sumptuous bed in the house, with Rupert having sex a room away, and hate it. But she could a spend night bound to Rafael’s makeshift bed and love every second, just because he was inches away, so close that she could feel the body heat and smell the feral quality of his virile form and drink in the eroticism that blossomed around them both. She could taste his erection and yearn for it, beg for it and be denied and still love him with her whole heart. She wanted to be bound to his bed, to be one with him, staring into his sexy eyes and tortured with his love. He knew how to take her to a sweet pinnacle of pain, pinching a nipple and not stopping until her crotch she came hard against the hand that fisted its way into her interior. She remembered well the moment when his darkness first preyed on her and she was scared that Rafael might suddenly turn into a monster just as Rupert had.


  Two nights before, the night her husband left for New York, Rafael announced that he wanted to have her in a way that Rupert had not taken her. His fist became the tool of torture and the opening between her legs the place to prove the character of his dark nature—which he insisted that she know as well as she knew his tender heart. She hurt with a terrific pain as he breached the chasm, but she had all of his hand inside her body, altering the space to fit his need, his desire, and his burning want. As the transformation proceeded, she gave back to him the gift of her unquestioning surrender. She’d been too young, too naïve just months ago to understand that surrender is a matter of trust. Rupert successfully manipulated her compliance with a few sweet words, before his devious nature emerged. It was lucky for Rafael that Antonia didn’t lock her sexual spirit away forever after she was so bitterly betrayed.


  But Antonia was young and able to forgive herself the stupid mistakes she made with Rupert. 


  On the following night, Rafael promised her take her ass with the same fist he used on her vagina—and he did. With Antonia on hands and knees, his body closing in around her, Rafael slicked his hand and her back entrance, working her opening until he slipped his whole hand inside. He used his fist to bring her to climax, and fuel the explosion in his loins that followed. The profound depth of her surrender amazed him. But it carried with it such love that it almost scared him. It was one thing to have a kinky sex partner willing to do most anything for the physical thrill, but Antonia loved him, and love colored his responses with a need to honor her love with his own.


  Three days of pleasure, three days of feasting and reveling in secret. They turned the pool house into a bawdy brothel for two, in the dark, fucking body parts crudely from end to end, marking territory with their scent, leaving traces of their sex acts to charge the ethers forever. (It would be no wonder that Rupert would tear the place down a year later, not because he knew about the loving trysts, but because the pool house gave him the creeps.)


  On the third day, as the sun rose to warm the air, and it was time to slip back inside the house, Antonia lay beneath Rafael and accepted his obliging erection one more time. Thighs quivered, bellies heaved, eyes filled with tears, until the last shudder of their latest coupling died away. 


  When Antonia returned to the house that morning, she was met by Luisa, much as she had been met by her weeks before, the day Rupert sent her outside for a walk. 


  “What are you doing out of the house?” she sour-faced housemaid demanded accusingly.


  “Walking.” Antonia had her explanation all planned just in case someone saw her.


  “I don’t remember your husband approving this.”


  “He didn’t. But then, he didn’t say I couldn’t either” she said glibly. You really expect me to like being cooped up in the morning room all day? He’s gone, what would it hurt if I get out for a little fresh air?”


  “Well, nothing really,” Luisa conceded.


  “Then please don’t make an issue of it. I feel like a prisoner here sometimes. The gardens are pretty. I don’t go any further than that. I just need to breathe.”


  She sounded convincing enough to believe. “Well, just…just…don’t let me find you again. You know Rupert asks me about you when he’s gone.”


  “Then this will be our secret,” Antonia posed.


  “But not if we stay here talking, you in those clothes.”


  Antonia looked down at her tennis dress, one of the few casual things she owned. “You’re right. ‘Bye,” she scooted off with a wave of her hand, looking much like the child she still was. 


  Later that day, while Antonia brushed her just-washed hair at the bedroom window, she looked down on the new pool house addition, seeing Luisa there, talking with Rafael. Her heart twisted with agony the way the woman’s eyes flirted with her handsome lover—as if she had designs on him. Antonia witnessed a similar scene the following day, Rafael and Luisa talking in an animated way for at least ten minutes before a flushed Luisa moved back in the house with a broad smile on her face. The cook was off that noontime and Antonia had been in the kitchen making a sandwich when she spotted the pair. She didn’t even attempt to leave Consuella’s territory when Luisa came through the back door. 


  “What are you doing?” the housemaid challenged, seeing Rupert’s wife making her own lunch.


  “Getting something to eat. Is that a crime?”


  “No, I guess not. At least I won’t have to,” she said merrily.


  “You’re sounding awfully jolly.”


  “I am.” She sighed, as she went to the refrigerator and grabbed a bottle of fresh lemonade. “Poor guys. It really heats up out there,” she said, pouring three iced glasses. 


  “They don’t bring their own drinks?” Antonia inquired innocently. 


  Luisa shrugged “I don’t know. But what I do know is that those two guys are awfully cute. I just want them to know I’m here.”


  She referred not just to Rafael, but his assistant carpenter, Manuel, who, while nice enough, was hardly as attractive as Antonia’s lover. It was obviously Rafael that Luisa was after. Quite full of herself, she sashayed back through door with the tray of drinks and sat down with the two men at a poolside table. 


  ***


  “You know that I’ll be gone tomorrow, the trip to Madrid?” Rafael reminded Antonia just before dawn. “I should be back in a day, before Rupert gets home. If all goes well, I’ll have enough ammunition to extricate you from this house and your marriage. It may take a little doing, but I think it should go smoothly. You’ll have Sonia to thank for all this, remember that.”


  “Sonia?” She lay beside Rafael cradled in his arms.


  “Yes, Sonia. She’s the reason that you’ve been shunned almost since you were married.”


  “Yes, I know that Rupert prefers her to me. At first, I thought it was just to humiliate me, but there must be something more,” she considered this thoughtfully.


  “Oh, there is something more. A lot more,” Rafael said, as he mulled the facts that everyone but Antonia knew.


  “There is, what’s that?”


  “Sonia is not Rupert’s ‘new’ maid. She may pretend to be, but Rupert knew her long before you were married; she was one of his many lovers. She was at all his wild parties for nearly a year and can be as subservient as Rupert is controlling. She has some special quality of being taken that feeds the bastard in him; she loves being his victim. But, she suddenly disappeared about a year ago—got married and moved away, a family arrangement she couldn’t refuse any more than you could refuse to marry Rupert. He was incensed; he’d planned to turn Sonia into his slave, snap the cuffs around her and toss her in the dungeon. Things were going so strong when it suddenly ended, that for the first time, I thought Rupert was going to lose it. 


  “Then, all of a sudden, Rupert changed his tune. Being the dabbler he is, he decided he liked the idea of marriage and he’d go after you, probably hoping for the same thing he had with Sonia. You were young enough for him to mold. Plus, in his mind, marriage raised his worth in society. He’s always wanted to fit into the real world, act like a normal person. He made himself over for your father, knowing that he had his own Old World marriage with your mother. Once he had you, though, I doubt he knew what to do with you—you and the marriage were a little too complex for his liking. To compound matters, Sonia’s marriage didn’t work out. Everyone was shocked to see her return, especially return to Rupert, hoping to play the sex games that made him want her in the first place.”


  “My, I thought she was just some slut he picked up to keep him satisfied.”


  “I doubt if there’s more to their relationship than that.”


  “Well, she got him back.”


  “And she’ll help the cause of your divorce.”


  “Then maybe I won’t have to hate her.”


  “You hate her?”


  “Of course I did at first,” she admitted. “I guess I don’t think much about her now. I’m actually glad she sleeps with him; I sure don’t want to.”


  Rafael turned his attention to the bright sky at the window.  “Sun’s up, Antonia.” 


  “But I don’t want to leave,  I want you to hold on to me forever.”


  “My heart does that now,” he reminded her, as his stiff erection throbbed against her thigh. Feeling the heat of her desire swimming through her body, she shifted positions, rising on top of him. Lifting her ass, she fell forward, opening her sex for Rafael’s entry. This last lovemaking was quick. There was a long day ahead for Rafael and he needed to get started. 


  With a last kiss from his lips and a swat on the behind, Antonia made her way through the pool area and garden, sneaking back into the house. This time, Luisa was nowhere to be found, a fact that made Antonia breathe easier. 


  Yet, without Antonia’s knowledge, Luisa had been out walking that morning, and as Rupert’s wife moved furtively toward the house, the maid backed against the pool house wall, unseen, sighing with contempt and sorrow over what she’d seen. Peeking in windows should be banned, she thought bitterly, especially when it can cause the heart to ache.


  Antonia waited in her morning room for long hours, watching the clock as time slowly passed. She’d seen Rafael drive off an hour after she left him. He was headed for Madrid. It had only been four hours, and she had at least twenty-four to go before his return. He’d promised to be quick, but the trip would take some time since he had several people to consult with. At least he was flying there from Barcelona and not driving. 


  Antonia tried reading for a while, but the book was dull, as dull as the afternoon television programs. She would love to walk outside, but the day’s heat already made that too uncomfortable. Resting her head on the back of her chair she closed her eyes and dozed. 


  Minutes later, she awakened with a jerk to the sound of the front door closing. No one entered the front door except Rupert! 


  “No…please. He can’t be back so soon!” she groaned. She moved to the hallway, seeing her husband toss his suitcoat on the banister. 


  “You’re back early,” she said, trying to keep the panic from her words. 


  “Yes, I am.” He hardly looked at her as he rifled through a stack of mail that was waiting for him on the entry table. “You know where Sonia is?” he asked absently. Then he thought again, “No, of course, you don’t.”


  “Sir?” Luisa peeked her head in the hallway seeing the master of the house and Antonia poised like statues. 


  “Luisa?” Rupert looked up. 


  “May I have a word with you?”


  He looked a little put out. “Is it something important?”


  “Oh, I think it is.”


  “Then be brief.” Without another word to his wife, he disappeared into his office with Luisa following close behind.


  Antonia, too tired to amuse herself in the morning room and upset that her husband had just spoiled Rafael’s plans, took the stairs to her bedroom and laid down in hopes of falling asleep. It was one way to forget her discontent.


  ***


  “What is it you want? As you can see, I’m busy,” Rupert prompted his housemaid once they were alone inside his office.


  Luisa, reticent to speak up, awed by the master and his power, trembled so excitedly that she could hardly spit out the words. They had to be said just right, she knew that.


  “Um,” she started hesitantly, “I saw something, sir, that I think you should know about.”


  “Yes?” Rupert’s reply sounded bored as he continued opening his mail, concentrating on its contents, and not the anxious Luisa.


  “Well, sir, I went out early this morning for a walk. It was still dark out, but just barely. I’m really not one to snoop, but I was curious hearing noises from the pool house. I knew that the builder, Mr. Francisco, had been sleeping there, and I peeked in the window.”


  Rupert finally looked up. “And what? He was fucking a woman. That wouldn’t surprise me.”


  “Not just a woman, sir. Your wife. Antonia.”


  It took some minutes for that idea to register. “My wife?”  He put the piece of mail down and looked up at the maid.


  “Yes, sir, your wife.” She saw the shock and the troubled look on the master’s face. Encouraged, she continued. “I even heard them talking, I think about Mr. Francisco finding a way for Antonio to leave you.”


  Rupert studied the housemaid carefully. “Is that so? And where is Mr. Francisco now? Out back?”


  “No, sir. I believe he left this morning for Madrid. He told Manuel he had family business to attend to.”


  “And when will he be back?”


  “He only said soon.”


  “So, you’ve seen Antonia and Mr. Francisco together before?”


  “No, sir. But I did run into your wife yesterday morning about the same time. She was coming from that direction.”


  “I see.”


  “I knew she wasn’t supposed to be out of the house. She explained to me that she was just walking, that she had to get out once and a while. You know, she said she needed a little freedom. I sort of understood,” she said, feigning sympathy. “I told her I wouldn’t tell, of course, I only said that so she’d think I’d keep her secret. I would have told you anyway, but seeing that she’s not just walking, that she’s been having sex with Mr. Francisco, well, I knew I had to come to you right away with this terrible report.”


  Rupert smiled. “Yes, it’s a terrible report, isn’t it?”


  “I’m sorry, sir. I really hate this sort of thing, you know, nosing into people’s private affairs…but really, it was an accident.”


  “Right.” Rupert suspected another motive behind the woman’s confession, but he wasn’t interested in exploring what that was. “Well, thank you, Luisa. You can go now.”


  “Yes, sir.” She waited a bit, while he started reading a letter. “Would you like me to get your wife for you?”


  He looked up again, irritated this time. “No, Luisa, if I need to see Senora Reyes, I’ll get her myself.”


  Luisa, having played her hand, found no more cards to play, and left the room, worried now that the master didn’t care about his wife’s infidelity. Maybe this was what he was hoping for. He’d have Sonia, the woman he really wanted. He didn’t love her—Luisa didn’t think it was possible for the master to love anyone—but he certainly needed her company to assuage his demons; something no other woman had been able to do, including his wife. Luisa’s worst fear was that her plan would backfire, only making Antonia’s affair with Rafael as acceptable in this house as the master’s use of his maid. 




  Chapter Twelve


  Antonia had walked on eggs in her husband’s house before, especially in those first days of her marriage when she still believed Rupert loved her and she did everything possible to please him. She wasn’t walking on eggs now to please him, but was both alert and cautious in light of the strange way Rupert looked at her since he returned from his business trip. There was a glint in his eye she’d never seen before, and he seemed unusually reserved, as if he were studying her very carefully. 


  Maybe it was nothing, just a mood for reasons that had nothing to do with her. But coupled with her concerns for Rafael and his task in Madrid, she was a nervous wreck by the time the next day dawned. She’d hardly slept. Her dreams were almost nightmares. She woke up once, gasping for breath. Hearing a moan coming from the bedroom next door where Rupert slept with Sonia, she quieted herself quickly, careful not to let Rupert overhear the sound of her anxiety.


  Antonia spent the morning as usual. After breakfast, she went to her morning room to watch TV. But in the middle of her favorite talk show, the door was suddenly thrown wide open, Rupert and Miguel striding in on a cloud of self-importance.


  “Your game is up, wife,” Rupert said, directly, his expression terse, his eyes lit in a steamy glowering way that Antonia associated with both fear and sex. 


  “Game? What do you mean?” She moved to her feet in seconds, backing up like a corner animal.


  “The affair with Mr. Francisco is over. Miguel will take you to the dungeon for your punishment, then you’ll be taking a leave of absence from this house. You’ll stay with the Marquis and your mother in Cartagena, until matters have been settled here.”


  Antonia’s heart pounded so hard that she could feel it beating in her temples. Afraid she’d faint; she clutched the chair in front of her for support, while battling back a wave nausea that threatened to overtake her. Not surprisingly, she couldn’t open her mouth to speak. 


  “Your lover will be receiving a message from my lawyer today, cutting ties with his company in all of our business matters. He will not be welcome on this property. And if he wishes to avoid prosecution he will make no attempt to contact you. You may have thought this silly affair was a way to secede from our marriage. But I have a vested interest in it remaining just as it is.”


  “Oh, Rupert if you want the family money, take it!” She finally found her voice. “I don’t care.”


  “Oh, my dear. You think that’s all I want?”


  “Isn’t it?”


  “Hmph! You should have learned by now,” he smirked. “Apparently, you have no idea how much I enjoy the flavor of our relationship, its decadent twists and turns, especially how you suffer so. I enjoy it all. I wouldn’t miss it. I think I actually regret that I didn’t keep your mother here too. But now that she’s gone, I certainly won’t give you up. At least not until you no longer amuse me.” He turned to Miguel. “Take her to the cellar and string her up by the ankles. Make certain she’s secure; she’s going to hang there a good long while.” 


  ***


  Antonia dangled upside down in the dark; her head pounding, blood rushing through her veins until she was sure she would explode. Her first trip to the bowels of Rupert’s house was roughly made, Miguel pushing her down the cellar stairs, while holding her by the waistband of her skirt as she skidded on the steps. She made it safe enough, landing on two feet, but by the time the man strung her upside down, despite her kicking and screaming, she wished she’d fallen bad enough to break her leg—Rupert would be forced to change his plans. 


  “Enough of the screaming,” Miguel demanded. But she didn’t stop screaming. After her next roaring shout, “PUT ME DOWN!” the man stuffed a ballgag in her mouth and tied it around the back of her head. She hung from her ankles now with her legs widely spread. Her hands were likewise cuffed and anchored to bolts in the floor. She squirmed erratically, moaning and grunting behind the gag, but no matter how much she jerked and twisted, the bondage held. 


  Finished with the task, the passive Miguel sat down on a stool, pulled a pocket knife and apple from his pocket and nonchalantly proceeded to eat the apple one sliver at a time, all the while keeping his eyes indifferently trained on the upside down Antonia. 


  The only lights in the dungeon came from flickering sconces on each wall, which were dimly lit. Antonia felt as is she were on the fringes of hell. Her temples beat hotly as the blood rushed to her head. Finally succumbing to exhaustion, she stopped writhing; the physical battle was pointless. Her eyes rested on the seated man, as he carefully sliced his apple and popped each bite into this mouth. The air became so still that the only sound she heard was sluuiiiiiiip of the blade and then the crunch of the fruit in Miguel’s mouth. 


  Every few seconds just to remind him that she was still suffering, Antonia twisted again and grunted with displeasure, hoping eventually he’d have some sympathy for her miserable circumstances and let her down. Her efforts did not look promising. 


  “Ah, so how’s my wife?” she suddenly heard Rupert’s voice behind her. 


  The self-satisfied, haughty husband circled his wife, his keen eyes circumspectly viewing her naked, inverted body. He held a cane in his hand that he used to strike her flanks, her breasts, her ass, her belly and thighs. 


  “Too bad I can’t leave you like this all night.”


  Did this mean he’d be taking her down?


  “But I will make the most of the opportunity,” Rupert added. “You commit adultery under my roof, slut, you pay.”


  As if he hadn’t committed adultery night after night with his whore!


  Logical thought stopped at this point and revenge took charge of the master. His cane began to whip on Antonia’s thighs until she squirmed in frantic agitation, her body contorting so it was impossible for him to aim for any target with the expectation of hitting his mark. Rupert stopped the beating just long enough for Miguel to rise from the stool—his apple eaten down to the core. Rupert’s servant unfastened Antonia’s hands from the floor bolts, then pushed a table into position behind her back and lifted her onto the flat surface. He strapped her down in a half-dozen places so by the time Miguel was finished, Antonia’s shoulders, upper back, waist, neck and arms were securely fixed to the tabletop. Her ass hovered six inches off the table, her feet still splayed, but now her knees were bent and pushed open, leaving her entire sexual center, from anus to pubic mound, vulnerably exposed. 


  Using wood and leather paddles, Rupert spanked Antonia’s sex from her vagina down to her anus, leaving no place untouched. Pain roared from the stinging surfaces outward, while heat, hurt and fear conspired to send her mind into a faint. No such luck. Each time she was about to lose consciousness, Rupert changed weapons, delivering another painful blast. Her back arched and remained taut; her muscles tensed; everything in her froze—until Rupert finally backed away to appraise the reddened flesh. 


  Feasting on his wicked urges and the hunger for revenge, he’d zeroed in on the darkest corner of his cold heart, where his sadism bred. In the interim between the first round of torture and the next, he played with the folds of her heated skin, sinking his fingers into her vagina and rectum, desiring her response. Just as he knew it would, the wetness of her hot slit betrayed her as she squirmed erotically and grabbed at his fingers with her inner muscles. Revealing how deeply her sexual desire had been awakened, his brutality got its second wind. 


  “You deny it now?” he sniggered. “You’re just like your slut mother.” He wiggled his fingers a little deeper raising the ante for another round of torture. Once he saw that she was frantic to come, he stopped abruptly and stepped back, spanking her pussy with relentless precision until she screamed behind the gag. He did the same aiming for her rectum. She’d never felt such pain, or a physical response so acute. It tore through her body, making her fight at the straps that held her down. When Rupert backed off the second time, he fed the trough with more arousal, pinching her clitoris and pulling at her scorched labia. He let go her clit and flicked it with his fingers, then jabbed her rectum with a thick anal plug. Taking up his quirt, he flayed her again, pinpointing the rawest places on her body for more torture, leaving welts the size of fingers. 


  “Take out the gag,” he ordered Miguel.


  As if there were some mercy residing in the man’s sadistic bones, he offered her water from a bottle that splashed on her mouth as she greedily gulped it down her dry mouth. 


  Mercy? Why would he show her mercy when he so plainly loathed her? 


  Though her mind struggled with the idea, her body did not. 


  He followed the water with a bottle of cold beer that went down her gullet as quickly. When that was finished, he chased it with another beer until she finally gurgled, “I can’t,” and turned her face, the bottle draining against her cheek and soaking her matted hair.


  Rupert laughed. 


  Antonia knew there was a motive in his madness. 


  He started in again with his hand on her crotch, resurrecting her feelings of arousal to the brink of climax with his skilled tease. Again reaching the critical moment, he backed off to punish the wounded skin with a braided cat-o’-nine tails. 


  This time, as the pain thundered through her belly and groin, she screamed full-throated—torment and anguish echoed off the stone walls. When he finished with the punishment, he fiddled with her crotch again, jabbed at the brutal ass plug and then stopped her on the brink of climax. 


  “No, you won’t get off, slut. Not now. Not unless you can do it on air.” He turned to Miguel, saying, “Leave her here the night with the lights out. If the pain hasn’t taught her a lesson, maybe the rats will!”


  “Rupert, no, please!” she called out. “I can’t stay here.”


  “Oh, but you can!” he argued.


  “But what if I have to pee.” She could already feel the pressure in her bladder gathering strong.


  “Then pee. It’s nothing that you won’t be able to clean up in the morning.”


  Rupert walked out the door, giving it a decisive, but gentle, slam. Miguel took a few minutes to check her straps, making sure that each would hold. Then he, too, exited the dungeon, turning the lights out as he left. 


  Once the lights were extinguished, all hope seemed to die in Antonia’s heart. She was his captive now and Rupert would never let her go. And mercy? Were the water and beer splashing down her throat an act of mercy? As the pressure in her bladder became impossible to bear, she understood the quality of Rupert’s mercy. It was maybe noon, if that. She’d never last the night. 




  Chapter Thirteen 


  The evening train from Barcelona left with Antonia on board, headed for Cartagena and the Marquis’ home. Miguel traveled with her to guard against her running away. She wore an oversized, long, plain black dress in an attempt to hide her sexual body from gawking strangers, but it was difficult not to stare at her; she looked like a widow with a black lace mantilla covering her face, which was now puffy from crying. Her entire body ached; and yet, her groin was still on fire with a lust she hated.


  She took a seat by the window at the front of the railcar. Sitting beside her, Miguel placidly thumbed through an evening paper. He was not so much reading as passing time. They were nearly late for the train, because Rupert would not allow Antonia to leave until she’d cleaned up the mess she’d made in the dungeon when she could no longer hold her bladder. He’d stood over her with a cane, rapping her ass because she wasn’t working fast enough. Remembering that horrible hour, her stomach instantly soured. 


  Now she only wanted solitude. She would have preferred to sit in the back of the car in a less conspicuous place, but unfortunately, these were the only decent seats left by the time the two boarded. Across from them were two facing empty seats. She desperately hoped no one would sit there. The cloud of misery that surrounded her would be obvious to anyone, and she had no desire to make small talk with curious passengers. 


  At least now, she was out from under Rupert’s loathsome eye, moving fast toward her mother’s home and hopefully some comfort within the Marquis’ house. She could only hope that her mother had been honest with her in their brief conversations. If so, Honoria’s relationship with the Marquis was not only civil, it was actually pleasant. He’d taught her to ride horseback and they went on daily rides surveying the man’s property. Honoria had been allowed to cook, which she loved to do, and to sit with the Marquis in the evening and read her novels. Although her mother hadn’t actually verified this, Antonia assumed that they slept together in his bed. She was in all ways his companion, acting as his wife. If she submitted to him sexually the way she submitted to Benito, nothing was mentioned about that aspect of their relationship. Although Antonia had dozens of unanswered questions about her mother’s new life, she had to assume that Rupert monitored her telephone calls to Cartagena. Since her mother must have figured the same, the two carefully tiptoed around sensitive subjects like sex and sexual submission.


  Hurting as she was, Antonia could feel her body relax a little more with every jostling mile. But when the train unexpectedly slowed, she tensed, her fear coming back to her with a painful shock as she was thrown forward. Miguel reached out and held her back until the train came to a screeching halt. 


  “Is there something wrong?” she asked, looking around in wonder.


  There was much discussion and confusion, but it seemed that no one knew. 


  Fifteen minutes passed, then thirty. Finally, after nearly an hour of restless waiting, the conductor moved through the passenger car and announced that there would be another hour delay. 


  “Damn!” Miguel muttered under his breath. 


  The conductor moved to the next car to make the announcement, while a fuming Miguel squirmed irritably in his seat. He wanted a smoke, but needed to buy a pack of cigarettes.


  “You can go ahead,” Antonia urged him. “I won’t go anywhere.”


  He looked at her suspiciously and shook his head. Another few minutes passed and he couldn’t wait any longer. Finally, he fished through his pocket and pulled out a pair of metal handcuffs. Attaching one to Antonia’s left wrist, which was on the window side of the car, he attached the other cuff to the bar below the seat. Satisfied that she would be going nowhere, he stood up and stretched.


  “But Miguel, what if I have to…you know…go to the lavatory?” she said to him, whispering. Seemed she’d just asked this question a few hours ago.


  Miguel, apparently remembering that moment in the dungeon, chuckled darkly. He shook his head, then turned around and moved toward the back of the car, saying nothing. 


  Thankfully, there was no pressing need to go, but the idea that she was cuffed to her seat made her almost blush. She gazed around the railcar, realizing that no one could even see her wrist. If she kept it beside her, tucked under her dress, the fact of her captivity would remain a secret. 


  With nothing else to do, she propped a small pillow on the headrest, leaned back and closed her eyes.


  “Excuse me?”


  Antonia sat up with a jerk, hearing the mellifluous sounds of a female voice draw her from her slumber. 


  “Yes?” She looked into the kind eyes of a mature but very attractive woman. She was certainly her mother’s age, maybe a little older. She too was dressed in black. Her dress, however, was stylishly cut like something from a Paris salon. She wore a vibrantly colored red and gold silk scarf to give her color, and draped about her shoulders was a mink wrap that she wore as casually as she would something less luxurious. Her black hair was tinged with red highlights, obviously dyed, but perfectly in fashion, as were her tall pumps, the gold rings glittering on her hands and the simple garnet earrings that set off her pleasantly sculpted face. She might have been a model when she was younger. Now, the air about her reeked wealth and position, even though there was nothing haughty about her manner. 


  “I was curious. You looked so troubled…” she said, leaning down, smiling.


  Antonia didn’t know what to say.


  “May I sit here?” She motioned to the seat across from hers.


  “Yes, of course. Those two are empty.”


  This was the first warm smile Antonia had seen in days—perhaps since Rafael left. 


  “I’m the Contessa Miranda Prozano. But please call me Miranda.”


  They shook right hands lightly, Antonia ever so glad that it was her left hand that was cuffed to the seat. 


  “Antonia del Gallo Reyes.” 


  For a moment, the woman looked as though she recognized the name, but she stopped short of saying so. “Why is such a pretty face so solemn?” she inquired gently. “Perhaps you need an ear to listen?”


  “Thank you, Contessa…Miranda, but why would you…”


  “Oh, I’m being forward, aren’t I? I always am. Carolina says I’m a terrible snoop. Carolina is my daughter.”


  Antonia smiled. She didn’t think anything this lovely woman said would offend her. She was the kind of woman who moved through the world with such grace that she knew the right thing for every occasion, and now, observing the misery Antonia tried to hide, attempted to alleviate her apparent distress with a genuine offer of comfort.


  “I saw you with that man.” The Contessa looked at her worriedly. “He’s not your husband, is he?”


  “Oh, no,” Antonia said. 


  “But he’s handcuffed you to your seat. Am I right?”


  Antonia’s heart leapt anxiously and she blushed. “I’m sorry you saw that.” She slightly lifted her left cuffed hand so the woman could confirm the truth.


  “Oh, my! You’re not a criminal, are you?”


  “No, ma’am.” She took a deep breath. “I’m not a criminal at all. If I’ve committed any crime, it’s marrying the wrong kind of man.”


  “Ah, I see.” She nodded as if she were weighing this information very carefully. “So, it’s your husband who’s had you handcuffed?”


  “That is his man, Miguel, who was with me. He’s taking me to Cartagena to visit my mother.”


  “And he’s afraid you’ll runaway?”


  “It seems so.”


  “And would you run away?”


  Antonia thought through her answer for some seconds and finally, just because she had to get the truth off her chest, blurted out, “Yes. Yes, I would!” She realized how loud she’d said that and lowered her voice, “Oh, but please don’t tell anyone. Please. I probably shouldn’t have said anything.”


  “My dear, your secret is safe with me. Women have to stick together in the face of bad husbands and lovers. Believe me, I’ve had my share, although never one who was man enough to cuff me to a train seat.”


  “I probably should have stood up and shouted when Miguel put the cuff on my wrist, but it surprised me—well, not completely surprised me…”


  “Oh, but you were caught off guard,” the Contessa said.


  “Yes, I was.”


  “So, if you were free to run away, where would you go?”


  Antonia thoughts turned instantly to Rafael. “I’d find my lover.”


  “Ah, you have a lover.” The woman was impressed.


  “Yes I do.” She was happy just thinking him. “But there are those regrettable marriage vows to Rupert and I see no way out of them. We, my lover and I, were found out—a nosey maid, who had her cat eyes on my lover, saw us in bed together. She told Rupert, and here I am being sent away while my husband makes certain that I’ll never see Rafael Francisco again.”


  “My, what a terrible shame. You’re in love with that man—Rafael Francisco?”


  “Oh, I am. I love him with all my heart,” she said, as her eyes filled with tears.


  “You poor girl. Why not just divorce? You know this is not the 16th century.”


  “In my world it is,” she stated tersely. “It could never happen. My family has money, which is now Rupert’s to manage, and even if I gave it all to him—which he can have, he’d still want to torment me. I don’t know why he hates me so.  I thought the marriage started out as expected, but then he changed. Or maybe he didn’t change, maybe his heart has always been hard, and he was just putting on an act. Yes, I think that was it. He’s a very demanding and controlling man.”


  “Yes, I can see that he is,” the Contessa said knowingly, while her mind traveled through her memories, gathering facts from here and there and going over them with rapid efficiency.


  “Oh, I doubt you know the kind of controlling I’m talking about.”


  “You think not? You’d be surprised what a woman of my age has seen.” She smiled slyly. “I know some men beat their wives for sexual sport.”


  Antonia’s eyes grew wide.


  This was just enough reaction for the Contessa to know the source of the young wife’s troubles. “That’s happened to you, hasn’t it?” Her directness surprised Antonia.


  “Please, I’d rather not talk about it.”


  “I’m sure you don’t, but there are ways to extricate yourself from men like your husband.”


  “No, not Rupert,” she spoke with certainty. “He has money; he has power and I’m a wife, just a silly little wife with her head in the clouds. No one is going to believe me; besides, who would I speak to? He keeps me trapped in the house, trapped on this train,” she lifted her cuffed hand, “trapped in a life I can’t leave. I see no one. Even my mother won’t help. I think she’s as controlled by her lover as I am by Rupert. But she loves it for some strange reason; I guess it’s a sexual thing for her. In her mind, I’m supposed to love it too.” Antonia could not believe how frank she’d suddenly become. But she had nothing to lose at this point—and likely nothing to gain. At least this lovely, empathetic woman was easy to unburden to. 


  “This is quite a story you’re telling, Antonia. I can see why you should feel trapped, but there are always ways.”


  “Maybe. But I just can’t see any. Rafael was supposed to be working on a plan—he went to Madrid to consult with an attorney, but Rupert found out about us before Rafael returned and now he’s slammed the door in our faces. I’ll never see him again; Rupert will make sure of that. He says I’m an adulteress, so I have no rights.”


  The Contessa’s deep brown eyes shone benevolently, but behind them was a darkness that glimmered like a fire waiting to be fanned into flame. She reached out and took Antonia’s hand, deliberately choosing the cuffed one. “You can’t give up, my dear; you can’t despair,” she said earnestly. “There are always ways. Trust me on that, better yet, since you don’t know me, trust yourself. There will be a way!”


  She was so sure of herself, so very certain. Of course, she could be; it was not her life. But somehow, the Contessa Miranda Prozano’s confidence rubbed off a bit. 


  When Miguel returned to his seat, he looked at the fancy woman in the seat across from them.


  “What are you doing?” he asked. 


  “This very kind woman has befriended me. Just a way to spend the time. She likes the same kind of books I do and we were just sharing our thoughts on this new Laura Saldano romance,” Antonia adroitly explained, referring to the paperback in her hand. You care to listen in?  It’s a very sweet love story.” 


  She had made sure that her left hand was hidden from view, as Miguel made sure to look. He groused a bit, but decided that the pairing was innocent enough. He left them to themselves, taking a seat across the aisle and one row up. He faced Antonia, so that when he wasn’t napping, his eyes were trained on her. He was close enough to hear their conversation if he bothered to listen.




  Chapter Fourteen


  “My daughter will be here soon, sir.  I was wondering…” Honoria leaned against the patio door and watched the Marquis, searching for an answer to her question in the man’s mood even before she finished speaking.


  “What is it?” He looked up from his paper. 


  “I-I hope this isn’t too forward, but I wondered what Rupert might have said to you about Antonia, why the sudden rush to have her visit us?”


  “You don’t want your daughter here?”


  “Oh, I very much do. It just seems so hurried. Or am I wrong?”


  “You’re not wrong. Reyes’s housemaid discovered Antonia in bed with one of his workmen—Rafael something or other.” She remembered Rafael Francisco well. “She’s coming here to get away from the situation while he handles the young man. I suspect that dispensing with the lover won’t take long, probably doesn’t even require Antonia be here, but Rupert has his ways.”


  “Yes, he does,” Honoria agreed. “Does he expect you to punish her?”


  The Marquis could see the worry in the woman’s eyes. “Come here, Honoria,” he smiled and motioned her to him. 


  She moved almost giddily to him, slumping to her knees at his feet and laying her head on his knee to accept his gentle caress. She then looked up, “Did Rupert ask you to punish her?”


  “No, he didn’t. And if he did, I’d refuse him. It’s not my quarrel. It’s his.”


  She smiled relieved. “You are so very different from Rupert,” she noted for the hundredth time.


  “I should hope so. Reyes’s darkness is riddled with unsettledness, a disquiet no man should live with. I suppose it’s no surprise. His father was a no account playboy and he was raised by a brutal woman, a nanny, who beat him. His mother was little more than a whore. He adored her and she left him with the old biddy every chance she could to play with her jet-set boyfriends. It’s no wonder he hates women and takes his wrath out on every female who enters his house.”


  Her eyes lit with understanding. “Yes, he does hate women, doesn’t he? It’s not really pleasure he’s after, just his sadistic lust. I am so sorry I supported Benito’s decision to see Antonia married to the man.”


  “It would take an intimate association with him to understand this. I doubt Benito had that.”


  “But you have no intimate association with him, do you?” “No. Rupert overstated our relationship at his dinner party—although it was a good show. In the past, our paths would cross occasionally. There is a circle of men with shared desires for dominance—Benito was part of it. Reyes had been on the fringes for sometime, although he was always considered a bit of a nonconformist. His ways were suspect, not according to a gentlemen’s protocol. My friend, Roberto Ruiz—you met him last week?” 


  Yes, she remembered the man. 


  “He had at one time counseled Reyes. He knew his history. He was the first man I thought of when I heard that Rupert was seeking a position for his wife’s mother.”


  “So, you are in the circle of Benito’s fellows?”


  “Only peripherally. In fact, I met your husband only once. Not a particularly memorable occasion.”


  “Frankly, sir, I think of Benito as more severe than you. He had a terrible dark side like Rupert, but he knew that he could pacify it through me and be whole again. He never failed to love me after the worst of our sessions. We were both fortunate that what he gave me in pain and humiliation became the strongest aphrodisiac. That’s why we were so suited for each other.”


  “Perhaps, I’m not hard enough on you?”


  She blushed. “Oh, I don’t think that at all.”


  “Humiliation is not a game I enjoy the way Reyes and your Benito obviously did. I will do it, if I think the situation is called for. But concerning you…you give me no cause. And concerning your daughter…it’s my guess that she’s had a good deal to handle in this marriage to Reyes. Perhaps she needs a break from the harsh treatment, the cane, the whip and everything that has brutalized her.”


  “Oh, I agree with you; I’m so glad you think that way.”


  “I’m sure that Rupert has punished her enough for her infidelity.”


  “Most certainly he has.” She remembered clearly her miserable days and nights in Rupert’s dungeon.


  “In fact, I don’t think that Antonia has had the chance to find her own way in sex,” the Marquis suggested. “She was given a role to play. Who’s to say she was suited for a life of such compelling submission?”


  Honoria mulled the thought a moment. “You may be right. How stupid of me to believe that she would have the same kind of sexual relations with her husband that I enjoyed with Benito. I never even thought that there was any other way but submission.”


  “You both have been too sequestered.”


  “I never thought life could be any different.”


  “Well then, fate has thrown you a challenge now, hasn’t it?”


  A puzzled look crossed her face. “You’re saying that I have a choice?”


  “Yes. I’m saying that. You went with me because you were told to, but you can leave any time you wish. You can live your life on your own if you like.”


  “Really?” She laughed nervously. “You know, that really scares me.”


  “I imagine it would.”


  “But the truth, sir, sometimes—often, really—I do like you to beat me…”


  “Yes, I know that.”


  “And I feel so full, so happy when I’m under your control. I can see that there’s another side of me, a more independent one, but I think I like this less independent one better.”


  The man nodded. “That’s what I figured. But let’s remember, Honoria, from now on, it is your choice to be here. No one is coercing you; no one will keep you from leaving.”


  “I won’t leave. I know that.”


  “That’s fine. I’ll let that be your answer now. But if you change your mind…”


  “No, please. I can’t think about that…not now.” A painful anxiety rose in her she had to quash. “I love it here with you.”


  He nodded. “And you can trust that if you think you’re not getting enough rough treatment, milady, I have a most satisfying remedy for that.” His eyes glimmered with some mysterious intent. 


  “Ooo, my sir.” Her body was all-aquiver. “I think you should beat me tonight.” 


  “Oh? You’re telling me when I should beat you?”


  “No, never, sir!”


  “Never is right. As long as you make the choice to stay with me, you give up the right to choose the hour, the day, the time and the nature of your torment. For tonight, we have your daughter to think about.”


  “Yes, we do,” she readily agreed. 




  Chapter Fifteen


  Rupert heard the car drive up and come to a stop in front of the house. He opened the heavy oak door immediately, rather than smugly let the woman ring the bell. 


  “Ah, Contessa, how lovely to see you again.” He took her hand and kissed it lightly. 


  “And you are forever the gracious host,” she said. “Thank you for seeing me on such short notice.”


  The beautiful woman smiled. Rupert fondly recalled this grand dame from a party some years before. If he remembered correctly, the Contessa was a randy one too, with breasts as fair as beach sand and a dark bush of hair between her thighs that gave off a heavenly perfume. He remembered thinking then, how lovely it would be to have her strung up in his dungeon where he could properly administer the treatment the rich brat deserved. 


  She dressed the part of wealthy society slut she played so well, in her low-cut navy blue dress with the crisp white trim and the matching stiletto heels. Her broad-brimmed hat was the latest fashion from Madrid—at least he thought he’d read that somewhere. Oddly, at that moment, the Contessa reminded him a bit of his mother with her congenial, alluring style; the way she made her rounds of polite society with her thighs wide open. 


  “I’m delighted to have you here. Just a bit surprised. I didn’t think that I was on your circuit of friends.”


  “Well, it’s not exactly friendship I’m after,” she admitted with a blush.


  “No?”


  “No, I have a favor to ask.”


  “I see. What is that?”


  “Could we, perhaps…” she motioned to the interior of the house. 


  “Certainly.” Rupert ushered the woman into his formal living room. The patio doors were wide open, the afternoon glow making the room almost shimmer, while a glorious breeze filled it with the scent of the gardens’ earthy aroma. 


  “What a beautiful room!” The Contessa walked around the space admiring his art, while Rupert waited for the woman to settle down and state her business.


  “Perhaps you’d like to ask your favor?” Rupert finally interrupted the woman’s musings.


  She turned around abruptly and faced him, sighing.


  “I guess we should sit,” she said. She chose a gold brocade silk settee, nestling into one end, rather primly for a woman of her confidence. She waited some seconds before continuing, finally saying with a blush starting to creep up her cheeks, “This is very difficult.” She stopped and considered again, laughing lightly. “I guess I should just spit it out…I have been for some time…quite intrigued by the um…seamier, more hmm… what word am I looking for?” She took a moment to think and then finally spit out, “The baser side of sexuality. I’m aware that you practice with some skill a certain sadomasochistic activity.”


  “Yes, I do,” he answered somewhat suspiciously.


  “Well, in thinking back over my sordid past, which is no secret, I realize that I’m still missing that particular experience. Ordinarily most women would never consent to the kind of horrid things we hear about, but for me, I’m afraid I can’t let go the fantasy. It frightens me, in fact.” She did look worried. “Some nights, I’m overcome by the passion of it…I mean you just can’t satisfy this kind of need in your head. At least I can’t.” She stopped, looking at him desperately. “If just once I could feel the strike of a cane, a whip, the rough slap of a hand, hear some barking command to humble me…I think I could finally settle myself. You think so?”


  “I think that’s possible,” he replied, seeing her nervous hands fidget in her lap. “Excuse me, I don’t know where my manners are, my staff is gone today, would you like a drink or something?”


  “Oh, yes, that would be lovely.”


  Rupert moved to the drink cart and poured them both a glass of scotch. “Straight okay?”


  “Yes, perfectly.”


  He sat down this time beside her, closer to her warm body. He could feel the beating desire swelling up all around her. They sipped their drink, making eye contact to set the stage for what came next.


  “So, Contessa, I take it you want me to take you down to the sniveling animal you dream of becoming?”


  The Contessa bit her lip and bowed her head, embarrassed. 


  “There’s really nothing to be ashamed of; many woman have these fantasies. And many women live them out daily. My wife is a good example.”


  She looked up, “Yes, well, I would have assumed as much.”


  “You’re actually in luck. We can play in private today, no one to bother us…”


  “Well, there was the gardener outside…” she jumped in. “Nice fellow. I met him at the gate.”


  Rupert smiled. “Oh, he’ll be gone long before the screaming starts.”


  She shuddered in anxious anticipation as she thought of screaming from the top of her lungs. “Those words,” she shivered again, “they’re so suggestive.”


  “And you’re an impressionable woman. Easy to manipulate.”


  She giggled under her breath. “I actually think I’m wet.”


  “Well, then it’s time I took you to the cellar.” He stood up. “Give me your hand.” 


  He might have been quaking as much as the Contessa was, but he was better at keeping his nervousness under control. He spoke the clipped command as an order. When she hesitated, he added. “You have no choice now but to do as I say. You deserve the punishment for all your vile behavior, Madam.” Taking the Contessa’s hand, Rupert pulled her to her feet and pushed her in front of him toward the living room door. Down the hall, to the right at the cellar door and down a steep flight of stairs in her stilettos…she moved awkwardly while he pushed her from behind. She shakily threaded her way through the confusing maze of desires that riddled her mind until she landed in his dank stone dungeon, peering through the darkness at feelings of horror and dread. 


  “Take off your clothes!” Rupert ordered. 


  His voice cut through her like a shard of falling ice. 


  Her back was to him so he had no way of seeing the expression on her face. But at the sound of his command, she began to strip, quaking more each second, with each article of clothing she stripped away. The designer dress landed on the dusty floor. Her white French bra, the matching thong bikini, the garterbelt, the stockings—costing nearly $75 a pair—joined the heap of fabric. She was naked when she turned around. Her body gleamed, the firm thighs, the tight waist, the small but nicely rounded breasts with her bullet-like nipples now hard as tiny pebbles.


  Rupert moved in on her, his hot hand pressing roughly into her crotch, while he decided what to do next.


  “Yes, you’re wet enough,” he decided. “We’ll see just how much you can really suffer, Contessa.”


  He drew his hand away and went for his trunk of toys. He put the ballgag in her mouth first. “Can’t be having you complain. Sluts like you don’t have the right.” He scowled darkly, his lip curled, his eyes dark as a raven’s, snapped malevolently.  “Shameful, sluttish women like you need to be beaten, and you will be beaten, bitch.”


  She stared at him with terrified eyes and struggled reflexively as he roped her wrists four times each to make the bond around them secure. Then he strung her arms high above her head, to a large hook that dangled from the center, stretching her firm body taut. Before he even started, Rupert could see her body at the finish, lashed red and raw and unrecognizable. She would suffer.


  The Contessa struggled, as if terrified, as if she’d changed her mind, but Rupert stuck his fingers in her pussy again. His hand pulled out dripping with her juices. “Don’t tell me you’re not aroused, slut,” he scowled breathily in her ear. 


  She shivered from ears to toes, to her outstretched fingers. 


  Rupert made his rounds, first with a cane that could in no way arouse any woman when laid on without some preparation. But he liked this method, kept his subjects humbled. The bite would wake them up for later. Once the red began to appear, a good dozen stripes to her front and back, he eased off with his floggers, warming every inch of her skin until the whole of that creamy texture blushed pink. The next step was one of his favorites, a cruel cat-o’-nine tails that drove the woman’s hurt deeper. He scorched her back and buttocks with a heavy hand, raising welts, but that was not enough. Only when he had her breasts at the point of breaking the skin did he think to stop. Just before the blood spilled down, he put the cat down and stared with haughty contempt at the worn-out broad. If only he could have gone just a little further, this tramp might have satisfied his real lust for perversion.


  “You like the hurt, don’t you?” he said while staring directly into her molten eyes. A big smile broadened on his face. “I think you’ll especially like the next treatment. It makes the pain very specific, centers it so keenly that you’ll be gasping for air and wishing I’d remove the gag so you could stop me.”


  The glass bells, an invention of the devil, were placed over her nipples, then pumped of air, expanding and drawing the fleshy buds out into the excruciating pain he promised. 


  The Contessa whimpered, her eyes closed, her head fell back and her body bucked. 


  Three more tiny belljars were inverted across her bottom and similarly set with intense suction. Her nerves began to react, shrieking with pain even while she was prevented the opportunity to shriek back in anguish. 


  “Can’t be all that bad, bitch.” He fingered her pussy again. “Your arousal is leaking out all over my floor,” he stared at the little pool between her feet. “I should make you lick it up. Just think of it, the pain is only going to get more vicious before it gets better.”


  He whipped her more with a single tail, placing the bites from the cracker against the tender skin at her sides, the insides of her thighs and under arms. 


  As the pain intensified, the distraught Contessa dearly hoped that jerking hard would release the bell jars, but her plan didn’t work.


  When Rupert moved to the side of the dungeon and began to crank up the pulleys and hook that held her wrists, the woman’s body rose on tiptoe and then off her feet completely. Left to dangle like a piece of meat, the Contessa nearly fainted. 


  The whip striking her mound of Venus brought her back to life. Rupert found the womanly triangle shaved clean on this occasion, no remembered thick bush of hair to protect the skin. He could not resist leaving marks that would stay with her for weeks. If the bitch wanted a scene in the real world of masochism, that is what she’d get. 


  In his last act of torture, Rupert cuffed her ankles and hoisted each into the air so she hung by her wrists and feet, swaying with every new strike of his implement. When he finally removed each glass jar, a hot pain shook her system raw again—five times, until they were all removed. Her body jerked and twisted in the rough bondage, while her belly heaved in great anguished spasms.


  When he finally brought her down and let her loose from the hook, he pushed her over the back of a sawhorse and moved in behind her. With nothing more than her pussy juice for lubrication, he fingered her asshole with hard jabs. Finding the opening sufficient enough, he replaced his fingers with his stiff erection, finding that the well-used hole opened nicely for his erection. He fucked her soundly in the ass until he came. If he was not mistaken, she came too. Her body shuddered, sweat poured off her skin, and the internal spasms around his organ milked him dry of any cum. 


  “I hope that’s what you wanted, Contessa,” he hissed, while meanly clutching her hair in his fist and pulling back. “You want to play again, I’d be most willing. I can’t think of any woman more in need of this than you, except perhaps my wife.” He laughed, putting his flaccid penis back inside his pants. He removed the ballgag from the woman’s mouth, then stepped back and waited for her to revive.


  For several minutes, the Contessa lay over the sawhorse, hurting from the way the wood cut into her thighs and crotch, but she was too pained to move. 


  “You’d better get dressed now. I have work to do,” Rupert told her tersely. He had not one concern for the woman’s sorry state. 


  As she finally pulled off the sawhorse, she looked him blankly in the eye. 


  “Well?” he asked. 


  She shook her head numbly and then looked around for her clothes. 


  He made her dress before she left the dungeon, the bra, panties, garterbelt, stockings and the rumpled, dirtied dress. She was a proud woman who took great care with her appearance, and looked uncharacteristically disheveled now.


  “You wouldn’t mind if I took a moment in your powder room before I go?” she asked. Her voice was soft and breathless, quite unlike the bold woman who walked through his front door an hour and a half before.


  “No problem at all,” Rupert answered, finally coming down from the exhilarating high of his sated need. 


  They mounted the stairs and he showed her the bathroom, then went into the living room to wait. 


  When the Contessa finally reappeared, she stood at the doorway looking composed.


  Rupert stared at her hands, seeing how the ropes had cut quite severely into her skin, leaving marked indentations that would take some hours to fade. There would probably be a rash there for a while. There would be bruises covering a good deal of her body and this pleased him.


  “I hope that wasn’t too severe a taste of submission.”


  “No, sir, I got exactly what I wanted,” she said demurely. “Maybe even more. It’s quite a rush.” She spoke with awe.


  She looked as if she’d been whipped, the plucky spirit sucked right out of her. But then, that was the point with women like her, Rupert thought. 


  “Thank you,” she added. 


  “It was certainly my pleasure. I think you’re ripe for more.”


  “Yes, sir. I’ll consider that,” she said. “Now, if you don’t mind, I’ll be going.”


  She still looked dazed and dreamy. Was there cause for concern? he wondered.


  “You sure you can drive? You could stay for a while if you need to.”


  “No, no, I’m just fine.”


  Rising from his seat, he escorted her to the front door. She smiled and shook his hand, then moved directly to her car, climbing in the Mercedes—same model as his, he noted.


  She waved as she pulled away and whisked down the drive. 


  The Countess stopped at the bottom of the drive, and before pulling into traffic, peered at herself in the mirror, smiling with profound satisfaction. She wiggled her bare behind into the leather feeling the sweet sensation of her orgasm swim back through her body. After another contented sigh, she reached into her purse and pulled her cell phone from inside, then carefully dialed the number she had listed on a piece of paper, copied from the phone book in her hotel room. 


  “May I please speak to Mr. Rafael Francisco?” she asked the woman who answered the business phone. 


  “I’ll see if he’s in.”


  “This is Mr. Francisco.” A voice came through on the line.


  “This is the Contessa Miranda Prozano. I thought you should know that Antonia del Gallo Reyes is with her mother Honoria. If you were to go to this address,” she rattled off the Marquis’ address, “I know she’ll be glad to see you.”


  “M a’am who are you?”


  “Contessa Miranda Prozano, a friend of Antonia’s.”


  “But I’m forbidden by court order from seeing the woman,” he respectfully told her.


  “I realize that, but by the time you arrive in Cartagena, I think all of that will have changed. Please go to her, Rafael, she’s going to need you. Now I must say goodbye. You have a good day, sir, and remember me to Antonia. We had such a great conversation on the train.”


  The Contessa closed her phone, dropped it in her purse and sped quickly into the evening Barcelona traffic, her destination clear. 




  Chapter Sixteen


  The knock on Rupert’s front door three hours later was one the man did not expect. Two Barcelona policemen stood on his doorstep with grave expressions.


  “Rupert Reyes?”


  “Yes, that’s me.”


  “Mr. Reyes, we have an arrest warrant here. You’ll have to come with us.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “You need to come with us, sir,” the second man spoke this time, his voice a little deeper and more curt than the first man’s. 


  “On what charge?” Rupert’s eyes flashed hotly, the adrenalin pumping through his veins. 


  “You’ve been charged with assault, imprisonment and rape.”


  “What!”


  “The complaint has been taken out on behalf of the Contessa Miranda Prozano.”


  Rupert’s face paled and for several seconds he was unable to move. Finally, the officers took him by the arm and led him to their vehicle. They pulled his hands behind his back and clamped handcuffs around his wrists.


  ***


  The Marquis moved into the kitchen where Antonia sat on a stool, happily chopping onions for the Paella. She stopped seeing the gray-haired man whose lordly bearing still made her quake, though she was growing used to the fact that he could be as kind as he was dictatorial. 


  “Antonia.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “I just got a call from the Barcelona police. I think you should know that your husband has been arrested for the assault and rape of Contessa Miranda Prozano.”


  “What?” She went white as a sheet. 


  “Yes. I’ve been told that the charges are quite serious, the woman was brutally beaten and bears marks that may be permanent. She was able to get to the police on her own, but was badly bruised and sodomized. The police had never seen anything quite like it. Apparently she was gagged the entire time and unable to call for help.”


  Antonia was too shocked to speak. 


  “Oddly, I got another call just a few minutes later from someone named Rafael Francisco. He said he will be arriving later tonight.”


  Antonia suddenly felt so dizzy that she thought she’d faint. “Oh, my. Arriving tonight…what’s happening?”


  Honoria, who had been standing at the kitchen sink rinsing clams, moved behind her daughter and gave her a supportive hug. 


  “I’d say that perhaps fate has thrown you a new challenge,” she said. “Don’t worry, you’ll be just fine.”


  Honoria looked up at the Marquis’ face. She could detect a bit of amusement in his eyes, subtle as it was. Her eyes were shining with tears. 


  ***


  The Contessa Miranda Prozano boarded the train for Paris on the arm of her latest lover. They sat in the best seats and once the train left the station, they looked out on the countryside rushing furiously by. The Contessa remembered her last train trip, the significant one from Barcelona to Cartagena. She smiled. 


  “What’s so amusing?” her companion asked. 


  “I was just thinking about my latest adventure outing a despicable villain.”


  He laughed. “Does that mean you’re turning into a decent woman?”


  “Oh, hell no!” she exclaimed. 


  “So why did you do it?”


  She didn’t have to think. “Love. I did it for love. I am a trampy, rich slut, my darling, but I still believe in love. I consider my little scheme a karmic opportunity to bring me some good fortune later on. Let’s hope it works.” She snuggled into the man’s side, still smiling. Besides, she thought to herself, Rupert Reyes is a genius with a single tail.


  The Contessa’s handsome companion admired the woman’s apparently selfless act, but more than that, he admired the body that owned such high-minded ideals. She was the by far kinkiest fuck he’d had in years and they’d be enjoying a good rousing one by nightfall in some pretty Paris hotel. Love? Maybe she’d have to wait for her next conquest.




  Chapter Seventeen


  Antonia stared out across the property she knew as home. The valleys, the vineyards,  stables, barns, the grand casa behind her. Words to describe the feeling of exhilaration eluded her, so she stared mutely in wonder. 


  “It must feel good to be back.” Rafael stood behind her, his hands on her shoulders. 


  “It does. I wish I could bring Mama back here.”


  “Your mama will visit when she’s ready. I think she’s probably more interested in the Marquis now. There has to be a lot of grief attached to this place for her.”


  She turned her head to look at his face, “Funny, she looks so happy. I mean, how different can the man be from my father, really, now?”


  “I think the woman knows herself very well and the Marquis is what she wants.”


  “But there’s so much I could teach her.”


  He laughed. “You, teach her?”


  “Well, why not? At least I have one foot in the right century now.”


  Rafael looked at her smugly. “And one foot still with me,” he said, knowingly.


  “Oh, you think so?” she quipped teasingly.


  “I do,” he said with some certainty. “If I’m going to help you manage your father’s estate, you have a few things to learn from me.”


  She liked the way that sounded—especially because she was terribly scared about her future as a businesswoman in a climate that was not particularly kind to women wielding such power. There was so much to get used to—a husband in jail, a divorce in process, and now back where she started, in much different circumstances. She needed Rafael and would treasure his support.


  “You understand, I’m just kidding you?” she said lightly, her eyes wide and full of sweetness. “I’m not sure I can do this without you.”


  “I know.”


  As they gazed back toward the valley, Rafael’s eyes suddenly squinted, troubled. “Am I to believe that your father never taught you to ride a horse?” 


  The unexpected question surprised her.


  “No, he never did,” she said. “It wasn’t a womanly thing,” she added, sarcastically. “It wasn’t a subservient thing.”


  “I guess we’ll have to remedy that.”


  The lust was getting to her again just looking into his determined eyes, but she was so sore—so much sex in one short week! 


  “How about let’s see what kind of stable he ran,” Rafael said. Taking her by the hand, they walked down the path and into the shadowy structure. There were just two horses now, quietly contented in their stalls.


  “I don’t think Rupert likes horses much,” Antonia observed. “He was into the cattle, anything that was profitable.”


  “Well, I do like horses,” Rafael said. “And I like stables. I like that kind of tough, earthy spirit that goes with this place.” He moved forward, staring into the rafters, peering in empty stalls, fingering tack hanging on the walls. He pulled a couple items down and turned around.


  They stood several feet away, their eyes suddenly fixing on each other, piqued with dark images. 


  “What if we had sex here?” he asked her.


   She bit her lip, her body suddenly anxious for more of the man. “Oh, I think I’d like that.” Her loins were throbbing hotly, a bit of dampness collecting at her opening.


  “And what if I bound you to one of these stalls and teased a horsewhip over your body?”


  “Oh, dear. You’re making me dizzy.”


  “Am I?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “You have an affinity for the darkness, Antonia.”


  “I suppose I still do.”


  “And maybe it’s time you dipped your toes in the water again.” She remembered the last time with Rupert like it was a great cloud of misery. Her face darkened.


  Rafael read her mind. “I’m not Rupert, Antonia.”


  No, he wasn’t. She could feel his energy as he spoke, rushing through her like the wind, sweeping her into places of longing that had been so damaged by Rupert, she wondered if she could ever really go there again. “Yes, I know,” she said. “And you’re right…”


  He moved a few steps closer and unbuttoned her simple dress. It dropped to the floor, unveiling her naked body underneath. The gentle curves of her beautiful form shimmered in the dappled sunlight that flickered through the leafy trees outside and in through the stable windows. 


  Rafael carried a long strap in his hand and reaching for her hands, he wrapped the leather around her wrists until they were firmly bound and she could not pull loose. The effect of her capture ripped a new wave of anxious pleasure through her roused body. Her sex tingled hotly between her thighs where she’d known his organ so many times.


  He turned her around and marched her to the front of an empty stall where he tied her hands to the top railing. Then he stood at her back, whispering in her ear. “When, I’m finished teasing you…when you’re so hot, screaming to come, I will take you from behind like an animal, in your ass.” 


  Oh, such a thought, her belly had already begun to spasm. Yes, she wanted the pain and the intensity and the love that showered down on her now. “While I fuck you, I will torture your clitoris. You’ll be screaming, frantic and wild, as I ram it myself home. You’ll be crying for mercy before I let you come…


  Oh, my heavens! she silently swooned.


  Rafael pulled away from her, stood back and with his arm tingling with excitement and purpose, he let the first flick of the whip land with a gentle sting on the plump center of Antonia’s behind. 


  She sighed, relieved, knowing that she’d be safe and happy with Rafael.


  Now she was finally home. 
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